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care of the poor, if it is proverbial thiat sleepf
and preaching go together."

Alan laughed. This wvas one of the few
points in wvhich lie could agree with his
father. Nothing pleases the advanced
thinker-say, a thinker of the higher order
-than a sneer at the clergy. It is pleasant,
I suppose, to, feel one's self so, much superior
to the constituted spiritual teachers of the
people.

"lLectures are of no use," Alan went on,
"by themselves. We must not only direct

and teach, but we must lead. My next
atternpt ivill be to, lead."

tYe-yes," said bis father "that sounds
wvell as a general principle. To descend to
particulars, now."

IlMy project is hardly ripe just yet," Alan
replied; Ilwhen it is in working order, I will
ask you to corne down and see it for your-
self. Will that do? "

IlPerfectly, perfectly, Alan. Nothing is
more wvearisorne than a discussion of proba-
bilities. If I find your plan a failure, I can
enjoy the luxury, since I know ncthing about
it beforehand, of swvearing that I always knew
it to be inipracticable. Do not deprive me
of 'Chat luxury."

Alan laughied.
IlI arn going down to, the Court this after-

noon," he said ; " I shail talk over my
scbernes with Miranda, and take lier ad-
vice."J

'lMiranda ! » his fathier's face lit up, as it
always did at the thought of a pretty wonan.
"lMiranda! She wvas pretty ien you wvent
aivay; she is lovely now, and full of fancies.
I love a woman to have whims, always look-
ing out, you knowv, for the new gospel. It is
delightful to find such a girl. She was up in
London last season; turned the heads of
haif the young fellows, and all the old ones;
refused a dozen offers, including Professor
Spectruni, who thought she came to his lec-
tures out of love for hin,, ivhereas she came,
you see, because àhe thought physics and
chemistry a partof the modern culture. Tlien
she ivent back to hier place in the country ;
and I believe shie is rliere still. 1 ivili go
down, as soon as these confounded east
îvinds disappe.ir, and make love to her my-
self. I wili, Alan, upon ni> word, I wvill. "

Alani looked as if hie hardI>' approved of
this frivolous way of discussing Miranda,
and presenti>' went away, whereupon Lord
Alwyne sat down and wrote a letter.
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"lIt is two o'clock in the afternoon. I

have written all rny letters, had breakfast
wvith Alan, smoked three cigarettes, and read
ahl the papers ; what remains, but to write a
letter, ail about nothing, to, the loveliest girl
I know? N.B.-This is flot old-fashioned
politeness, Regency manners, but the natural
right of a man who lias kissed you every
year, at least once, since you wvere a baby in
anms. You wvill have seen Alan before you
get this letter. Tell me what you think of
him. For rny own part, I find hlm, great>'
improved. H1e hias lost that inelanchol>'
which naturally springs from having had such
very superior persons for his ftiends. H1e
is livelier; lie lias more feeling for the fni-
volities of an old man like rnyself. He is, in
a wvord, rnuch less of a prig than lie was.
Imagine the jo>' of a father who bates prigs.
I am flot without hiopes that he ma>' yet
corne to the point of being able to, laugh at
a good story.

Il0f course, lie hias a head full of projects,
and he will carry themn straighit to, you. I
wvas afraid, at one point of the breakfast, that
he was going to, confide them to, me ; but he
refrained, for wvhich I arn grateful. I forgot
to tell you that he accepted the conifort of
rny c haml5ers and the little light follies of
rny conversation without that mute reproach-
fuI gaze, îvhich used to make me ivonder
whether hie really was my son, or whether he
had been changed at nurse, and belonged,
perhaps, to the converted carpenter. As,
however, his ideas, filtered through your
brain, will assume a far more attractive forin,
I confess I should like you to write me word
what they arnount to; and, as I nia> be
allowed to take sorne interest in his proceed-
ings, I shaîl ask you to, throw aIl the weight
of your good sense in the scale. If he should
propose to part with the property for any
philanthropic schemes, I think I would go
the length of locking him up in a private
Iunatic asyluni, where the>' will tickle the
soles of' his feet with a feather.

IlWriting to, you about Alan makes nme
think of a conversation we had, you and IJ.
that afternoon last year, when you gave up a
whole day to, delighL an elderly lover of yours
with your society. You reniember the talk,
perhiaps. We were floating down the river
under the Clieveden ivoods, you and I, iii a
boat together. I.* told you what were my
greatest bopes. You blushed very prettil>',
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