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prepared for yon would have unfitted you 
for the role of prophe.t. I am not disap­
pointed In yon, Hany—quite the reverse. I 
now see that what has happened has been 
only what I should have expected. By some 
remarkable accident, you possess an appear- 
ance such as is generally believed to belong 
to persons of long continued gentle descent. 
By a still more remarkable accident, all your 
tastes prove to be those of the cultured 
classes; the blood of the Bunkers has, in 
yourself, assumed the most azure hue.’

* That is very odd,’ said Harry.
‘ It is a very remarkable thing

continued Lord Jocelyn, gravely. * I have 
never ceased to won^r at this phenomenon. 
However, I was uriftle to send you to a 
public school on account of the necessity, as 
І thought of concealing your parentage. 
But I gave you instruction of the best, and 
found for you companions—as you. know, 
among the—’

* Yes,’ sard Harry. * My companions were 
gentlemen, I suppose ; I learned from them.’

♦Perhaps. Still, the earthenware pot can 
not become a brass pot, whatever he may 
pretend. You were good metal from the 
beginning. You are now, Harry,’ he went 
on, * three-and-twenty. You are master of 
tbree^oreign languages ; you have traveled 
on the Continent and in America ; you are 
a good rider, a good shot, a good fencer, a 
good dancer. You can paîÊt a little, fiddle 
a little, dance a great deal, act pretty well, 
speak pretty well ; you can. I dare say, make 
love as becomes a gentleman ; you oan write 
very fair verses ; you are good-looking ; you 
heve the air noble ; you are notf a prig ; you 
are not an aesthete ; you possess your share 
of common sense.’

1 One thing you have omitted which, at 
the present juncture, may be more useful 
than any of these things.’

* What is that ? ’
- ‘ You were good enough to give 
lathe, and to have me instructed in the 
mysteries of turning. I am a practical 
cabinet-makery if need be. *

‘ But why should this be of use to you ? »
’ Because, Lord Jocelyn ’—Harry ran and 

leaned over the table with a sweet smile of 
determination on his face—‘because I 
going back to my people for awhile, and it 
may be that the trade of cabinet-making may 

ove a very backbone of strength to me 
ong them—’

* Harry—you would not—indeed, 
could not go back to Bunker ? ’ Lord Joce­
lyn asked this question with every outward 
appearance of genuine alarm,

‘ I certainly would. My very kind guard­
ian and patron, would you stand in my 
way î I want to see those people from where 
I am sprung ; I want to learn how they differ 
from yoiMand your kin. I must compare 
myself with them—I must prove the brother­
hood of humanity.’

* You will go ? Yes—I see you will—it is 
in your eyes. Gk>, then, Harry. But return 
to me soon. The slender fortune of a younger 
son shall be shared with you so long as I 
live, and given* to you when I die. Do not 
stay among them. There are, indeed—at 
least, I suppose so—all sorts and conditions 
of men. But to me, and to men brought up 
like you and me, I do not understand how 
there oan be any but one sort and one con­
dition. Come back soon, boy. Believe me 
—no—do not believe me—prove it youtself ; 
in the social pyramid, the greatest happi­
ness, Harry, lies near the top.’

Lady Bountiful. with precision and abstracted air, he rolled 
up a little ball of .bread, about, as big as a 
marble, placed it in the palm of his left 
hand, olpeed his fingers upon it, and then 
opened them, showing that the ball had 
vanished. Then he executed the slightest 
possible shrng of his shoulders, spread out 
his hands, and nodded to his lordship, say­
ing, with a sweet smile : /

‘ Pretty thing, isn’t it ? ’
‘ I hope, sir, that she will be pretty,’ said 

his lordship,thinking of the young lady. • To 
look at a pretty face is as good as a day of 
sunshine.’ *

‘ Shu is a beautiful girl,’ Mrs. Bormalack 
replied with enthusiasm, * and I am sure she 
must be as good as she is pretty ; because 
she paid three months in advance. With a 
piano, too, which she will play herself. She 
is a dress-maker by trade, and she wants to 
set herself up in a genteel way. And she’s 
got a little money, she says ; ’ a sweet smile 
crossed her face as she thought that most of 
this little money would comeSnto her own 
pocket.

* A dress-maker 1 ’ cried her ladyship- 
•Do-tell 1 I was in that line myself before 
I was married. That was long befole we 
began to enjoy the title. You dor?t know,
ma’am’—here she dropped her voice—‘you 

• We are qmte sure, however Mrs. Bor- фпЧ know how remarkabl fond hi„ ,ord.
malaok, the lady went on ‘ that you writ ship o{ „ pretty flw ohoioe w|th them> 
admit none under your roof but those pro- t0Q> Not faoè leaeee him. Gh ! you 
pared to respect rank ; we want no levelers w0'uldn>t believe how partic£lar. whioh 
or mischievous Radicals for our companions. ehowa hjg arietocratic de80ent beron8e we
mlhck%t° ‘ УОШ18 У’ toid M"‘ В0Г" a11 krW what hia —‘ors were.’
'“‘Young ladies, at all events, do not slap . * ” be sure,’ said the landlady, nodding 
gentlemen on the back, whether they are Blgnl can* У- We know what they 
noblemen or not,’ said his lordship, kindly. We"" Rovere to 1 man~I mean a lord' And 
. We shall be happy.to welcome her, ma’am.’ “ for the youn« lad7' ahe wffl-be here this

_ evening, in time for tea. Shrimps and Sally
Th,s ornament of the Upper Honse was a ^ my lordi And her name ів Mie8

big, fat man, with a face like a full moon. Kenned ReBpectabl ц . Bnd ilIuB.
His f eatures were not distinctly autocratic I trioU3 ancegtora u more than we can all 
his cheeks were flabby and his nose br*d ; д, have> nQr deeerve_, 
also he had a double chin. His long hair
was a soft, creamy white, the kind of white Here the ProfeBSOr rose, having finished 
which in old .age follows a manhood of red hu Wkfa8t‘ 0oe mi8ht have notioed that 
hair. He sat in an arm-chair it the head of he had extremely lonS and de.Ucate fia6er6’ . 
the table, with his elbows on the arms, as if and that they 86emed alwaye in moYement і 
he desired to get as much rest out of the 1,80 that he had a way of lookin8 at У°° as 
chair as possible. Hi, eyes were very soft |f he'meant you to look ^aightand steady 
and dreamy ; his expression was that of a tot° hl3 eye8’ and n°‘ t0 g° r°1Ung у00Г ЄуЄ" 
man who has been accustomed to live in the akout “ Да* frlvolous’ irresponsible way 
quieter parts of the world. He, too, spoke »ff==ted by some people. He walked slowly 
with a marked American accent and with *<> the window ; then, as if seized with an 
slowness, as if measuring hi, words, and Wstible impulse to express hi, feelings m 
appreciating himself their importance. The Panfcomim » or e 8®» lfc т8,У ®» to try an ex- 
dignity of his manner was not wholly due to foment, returned to the table, and asked 
his position, but in great measure his form- fo'.tke loan °f, hl8 lordeh,P 8 handkerchief, 
er profession. For his lordship had not al ways "hmh was a large red silk one, well fitted
-rejoiced in hi, present dignity, nor, in fact, for the h<S “Г*** T"
, , . v . , , 7 .x n unseen from the table into that handker-had he been brought up to it. Persons m- , . _ - . ... .. . .. ..
tending to become peer, of Great Britain do ohle ’ ** how that saucer got mto the noble- 
not, as a rule, first spend more than forty man’s coat-ta, pocket, were thmgsknown

, . , . . . . only to himself. Yet familiarity breeds con-years as school-masters in their native town, , J , _ ■ . _ ,.... - , ... tempt, and though everybody looked on,And lust as clergymen, and especially young , , ,
. , . . a. î f v .. nobody expressed delight or astonishment,clergymen, love to talk loud, because it _ , Г „ !” . , .. for this exhibition of magic and spells wentmakes people remember that they are in the , _ , ® ,, ., « . л j л on every day,and whenever the professor waspresence of those whose wisdom demands 1 .,, , j v i , .* , among them. He moved about accompanied,attention, so old school-masters speak slow* ® „ ,

ly because their words-even the lightest, 80 t0 ‘^k’ by a legion of mv.s.ble attend-
whioh are usually pretty heavy—have got 8nt8 a™ ■♦rvan 8> w “ ”°ПТЄУЄ » 1 •

, ,.. brought back, uncovered, discovered, re*
o, on er pena ies. covered, lost, found, rapped, groaned, cried.

As soon, however, as he began to - enjoy eung, moved chairs and tables,
the title,’ the ex-scbool-maater addressed ^d, in fact, behaved a, only a troop of well- 
himself with some care to the cultivation of driUed elve8 can behave- He wae a young 
a manner whioh he thought due to his posi man o{ twenty.five, and he had a great gift 
tion. It was certainly pompous ; it was in- of „Uenoe- By trade he wae a profeeBor 0f 
tended to be affable ; it was natural, be legerdemain. Other professors there are who 
cause he was a man of a most kind disposi- hold up ttie light of this acienoe, and hand 
tion and an excellent heart, oorteons and ц down to posterity undimmed ; but none 
considerate. with such an ardent love for their work as

‘ I am rejoiced, Mrs. Bormalack,’ he went Professor Climo. For he practiced all day 
on, grandly, and witÿ a bow, ‘ that we are long, except when he was reading the feats 
to be cheered in our domestic circle by the of the illustrious conjurers, sorcerers, 
addition of a young lady. It is an additional necromancers, and wizards of old time, or 
prpof, if any were needed, .of the care with inventing new combinations, traps for the 
which you consider the happiness of your credulous, and contrivances *o make that 
guests.1 The professor, who, owed tqr five which was not seen like unto that whioh was 
weeks, murmured that no one felt it more The East End of London is not the richest 
than himself. ‘ Sometimes, ma’am, I own field for such performers ; but he was yonng, 
that even-with the delightful society of your- and he lh ed in hope—-verv often, when there 
self' (‘Oh, my lord, your lordship is too were no engagements—upon it. At each 
kind,’ said Mrs. Bormalack) ‘ and of the ao- times he became a simple lodger, instead of 
complished professor ’—here he bowed to a boarder, at Mrs. Borpialack’s, and went 
the professor, who nodded and spread out without any meals, 
his hands professionally, 1 and of the learned 
Mr. Daniel Fagg ’—here he bowed to Mr.
Fagg, who took no notice at all, because he 
was thinking of his triangles and was gazing 
straight before him—‘ and of Mr. Josephus 
Coppin 1—here he bowed to Josephus Cop- 
pin, who humbly inclined bis head without 
a smile, ‘ and of Mr. Maliphant ’—here he 
bowed to Mr. Maliphant, who with a break­
fast-knife was trying to make a knobly crust 
assume the shape of a human head, in fact, 
the head of Mr. Gladstone, and of Mr. Harry 
Goslett, who is not with ns so much as we 
could desire of so sprightly a yonng man ; 
and surrounded as we are by all the gayity 
and dissipation and splendor of London, I 
sometimes suspect that we are not alwaye so 
cheerful as we might be.’

* Give me,’ said his wife, folding her little 
hands.ahd looking round her with a warlike 
expression, as if inviting contradiction,
1 give me Canaan City, New Hampshire, for 
gayity.’

Nobody combated this position, nor did 
anybody reply at all,, unless the pantomime 

impelled by this apprehension, had been of the professor was intended for a reply by 
known to ask her in a friendly whisper if I geatn re, like the learned Thaumast. For

she oonld thoroughly depend upon the pins 
at her throat. As Mrs. Bormalack often 
said, speaking of her noble boarders among 
her friends, those shoulders of her ladyship 
were Quite a Feature. Next to the pride of 
having at her table such guests—who, how­
ever, did not give in to the good old English 
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city full of people who go anywhere, and are 
nobody’s sons ? Look here, and here ’—he 
tossed half a dozen cards of invitation across 
the table—' can you tell me Who these peo­
ple were twenty years ago—or these—or 
these?’

1 No ; I do not care Iff the least who they 
were. I care only that they-shall know who 
I am ; I will not, for toy part, pretend to be 
what I am not.’

* I believe yon are right, boy. Let the 
world laugh if they please, and have done 
with it.’

Harry began to walk up and doân the 
room ; he certainly did not look theWtind of 
a man to give in ; to try hiding things aiyay, 
Quite the contrary. And he laughed—he 
took to laughing.

‘ I suppose it will sdhnd comic at first,’ he 
said, ‘ until people get need to it. Do von 
know what he turns out to be ? That kind 
of thing : after all, we think too nyich about 
what people say—what does it matter what 
they say or how they say it ? If they like 
to laugh, they can. Who shall be the town- 
crier ? ’

‘ I was thinking,’ said Lord Jocelyn, 
slowly, ‘of calling to-day upon Lady 
Wimbledon.’

The young man laughed, with a little 
heightening of his color.

* Of oonrse—a very good person, an excel­
lent person, and to-morrow it will be all 
over London—there are one

PROLOGUE.
Past II.—Continued.

The young man eat down, but he did not 
present the appearance of one inclined to 
talk over the matter oalmly.

• In novels,’ said Lord Jocelyn, * it is al­
ways the good fortune of young gentlemen 
brought up in ignorance of their parentage 
to turn out, when they do discover their 
origin, the heirs to an illustrious name ; I 
have always admired that in novels. In 
your case, my poor Harry, the reverse is 
the case; the distinction ought to console 
yon.’

• Why was I not told before ? ’
• Because the boyish brain is more open 

to prejudice than that of the adult; 
because, among yonr companions, you cer­
tainly would have felt at a disadvantage.had 
you known yourself to be the son of a—'

• Yon always told me,’ said Harry, ‘ that 
my father was in the army I ’

• What do you call a sergeant in a line 
regiment, then ? ’

• Oh ! of oonrse, bnt among gentlemen—I 
mean—among the set jvith whom I was 
brought up, to be in the army means to have 
a commission.’

• Yes; that was my pardonable deception. 
I thought that you would respect yourself 
more if "you felt that your father, like the 
■fathers -of your friends, belonged to the 
-upper class. Now, my dear boy, yon will 
respect yourself just as much, although yon 
know ф
brave fellow who fell at my side in the 
Indian Mutiny.’

• And my mother Î ’
• I did not know her ; she was dead before 

I found you ont, and took you from your 
uncle Bunker.”

' Uncle Banker ! ' Harry laughed, with 
a little bitterness. * Uncle Bunker ! Fancy 
asking one’s uncle Bunker to dine at the 
olnb ! What is he by trade ? ’

• He is something near a big Brewery, a 
Brewery Boom, as the Americans say. 
Whatj he actually is I do not quite know. 
He lives, if I remember rightly, at a place 
an immense distance from here, called 
Stepney.”

• Do yon know anything more about my 
father’s family ? ’

> .... .‘ No! the sergeant was a tall, handsome, 
well eet-np man ; but I know nothing about 
his connections. His name, if that is any 
help to yon, was, was—in fact ’—here Lord 
Jocelyn assumed an air of ingratiating 
sweetness—‘ was—Goslett—Goelett ; not a 
bad name, I think, pronounced with per­
haps a leaning to an accent on the last syll­
able. Don’t yon agree with me, Harry ? ’

Her ladyship had a shrill, reedy voice, 
and spoke loudly. It was remarked by the 
most superficial observer, moreover, tliat 
she possessed a very strong America^

‘ At our first boarding-house,6 she said, re­
plying indirectly to the landlady’s remarki 
‘ at our first boarding-house, which was in 
Wellolose Square, next to the Board 
Schools, Qiere was a map who Once actually 
slapped hie lordship on the back. And then 
he laughed I To be sure, he was only a 
Dane, but tie disrespect was just the same.’

, indeed,’
accent.

‘ My dear,’ said his lordship, who now 
promised, matters withspoke, having 

the crust, ‘ the Ignominy of being slapped 
on the back by a powerful sea-captain is 
hardly to be weighed in comparison with 
the physical pain it oanses.’

*

or two things,’ 
he went on after a moment, * that I do not 
understand from the papers which you put 
into my hands last night.’

‘ What are those things ? ’ Lord Jocelyn 
for a mofnent looked uneasy.

‘ Well—perhaps it is impertinent to ask. 
But—when Mr. Bunker, the respectable 
Uncle Banker, traded me away, what did 
he get for me ? ’

at he was but a sergeant, and a

me a

am‘ Every bargain has two sides,' said Lord 
Jocelyn. ‘ You know what I got, you want 
to know what the honorable Bunker got.jj,rc 
Harry, on that point I must refer yon to the*m 
gentleman himself.'

yon
‘ Very good. Then I come to the next 

difficulty—a staggerer. What did you do 
it for ? One moment, sir ’—for Lord Jocelyn 
seemed about to reply—' one moment. Yon 
were rich, you were well bom, you were 
young. What on earth made yon pick a boy 
out of the gutter and bring him up like a 
gentleman ?’

‘Yon are twenty-three, Harry, and yet 
you look for motives. My dear boy, have 
you not learned the golden rule? In all 
human actions look for the basest motive, 
and attribute that. If you see any reason 
for stopping short of quite the lowest spurt 
to action, snoh as revenge, hatred, malice, 
and envy, suppose the next lowest, an< 
will be quite safe. That next lowesi 
son altesse, ma vanité.’

‘ Oh ! ’ replied Harry, ‘ yet I fail to see 
how a child of the lowest classes oonld sup- 
ply any satisfaction for even the next lowest 
of human motives.’

L A
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‘ Oh 1 yes, it will do. Better than Bunker, 
and not so good as Le Breton. As for my 
Christian name, now?’

‘There I venture on one small variation.’

гри

‘ Am I not, then, even Harry ? ’
‘ Yes, yes, yes, yon are—now ; formerly 

yon were Harry without the aitch. It is 
the custom of the neighborhood in whioh 
you were born.’

« I seel If I go back among my own.peo­
ple, I shall be, then, onoe more ’Arry ? ’

• Yes ; and shout on penny steamers, and 
brandish pint bottles of %tout, and sing 
along the streets, in simple abandonment to 
Acadian joy ; and trample on flowers ; and 
break pretty things for wantonness ; and 
exercise a rude but effective wit, known 

the ancients as Feecennme, upon

‘ It was partly in this way. Mind, I do 
not for one moment pretend to answer the 
whole of your question. Men’s motives, 
thank Heaven, are so mixed up, that no one 
oan be quite à saint, while no one is alto­
gether a sinner. Nature is a leveler, whioh 
is a comfort to us who are born in leveling 
times. In those days I was by way of being 
a kind of Radical. Not a Radical such as 
those who delight mankind in these happier 
days. But I had Liberal leanings, and 
thought I had ideas. When I was a boy of 
twelve or so, there were the ’48 theories 
floating about the air ; some of them got in­
to my brain and stuck there. Men used to 
believe that a great time was coming—per­
haps I heard a whisper of it ; perhaps I was 
endowed with a greater faculty for credulity 
than my neighbors, and believed in human­
ity. However, I do not seek to explain. It 
may have occurred to me—I do not say it 
did—bat I have a kind of recollection as if 
it did—one day after I had seen you, then 
in the custody of the respectable Banker, 
that it would be an instructive and humor­
ous thing to take a boy of the multitude and 
bring him up in all the culture, the tastes, 
the ideas of ourselves—you and me, for in­
stance, Harry. This idea may have seized 
upon me, so that the more I thought of it, 
the better pleased I was with it. I may 
have pictured such a boy so taught, so 
brought up, with such, tastes, returning to 
his own people. Disgnst, I may have 
said, will make him a prophet ; and such a 
prophet as the world has never yet seen. He 
would be like the follower of the Old Man 
of the Monntain. He would never cease to 
dream of the paradise he had seen ; he 
would never cease to tell of it ; he would be 
alwaa leading his friends upward to the 
same levels on which he had once stood.’

‘ Humph ! ’ said Harry.
* Yes, I know,’ Lord Jocelyn went on. * I 

ought to have foretold that the education I

*
EN» OF THE PROLOGUE,

CHAPTER I.

NEWS FOR HIS LOBnSHIP.

‘ I have news for your lordship,’ said Mrs. 
Bormalack, at the breakfast-table, ‘ some­
thing that will cheer you up a bit. We are 
to have an addition to our family.1

His lordship nodded hia head, meaning 
that he would receive her news without 
more delay than was necessary, but that at 
present his mind was wholly occupied with 
a contest between one of his teeth and a 
crust. The tooth wae an outlying one, all 
its lovely companions having Withered and 
gone, and it was undefended ; the crust was 
unyielding. For the moment no one could 
tell what might be the result.

Her ladyship replied for him.
Lady Da venant was a small woman, if 

yon go by inches ; her exalted rank gave hert 
however, a dignity designed for very much 
larger persons ; yet she carried it with ease. 
She was by no means young, and her hair 
was thin as weel as gray ; her faoe, which 
was oval and delicately curved, might form­
erly have been beautif ul ; the eyes were bright 
and eager, and constanly in motion, as is 
often the case with restless and nervous 
persons ; her lips wer thin and as full of in­
dependent action as her eyes ; she had thin 
hands, so small "that they might have be­
longed to a child of eight, when inclined for 
vaunting, the narrowest and most sloping 
shoulders that ever were seen, so sloping 
that people unaccustomed to her were wont 
to tremble lest the whole of her dress should 
suddenly slide straight down those shoulders, 
as down gl >p і it ies ; and strange ladies

among
passing ladies ; ijnd get drunk o’ nights ; and 
walk the streets’with a pipe in your mouth. 
That is what you would be, if you went 
back, my dear child.’

Harry laughed.
■« After all,’ he said, ‘ this is a very diffi­

cult position. I can no longer go abont 
pretending anything ; I must tell people.’

‘ Is that absolutely necessary ? '
‘ Quite necessary. It will be a duce of a 

business, explaining.’
• Shall we tell it to one person, and let

The situation of this boarding-house, poeti­
cally described by his lordship as in the 
midst of the gayity of London, was in the 
far East, in that region of Uondon whioh i* 
less known to Englishmen than if it were 
aitqated in the wildest part of Colorado, or 
among the pine forests of British Columbia. 
It stood, in fact; upon Stepney Green, a 
small strip of Eden which has been visited 
by few, indeed, of those who do not live in 
its immediate vicinity. Yet it is a romantic 
spot.

him be the town-crier ? ’
* That, I suppose, would be the best plan ; 

meantime, I could retire, while I made some 
plans for the future.’

‘Perhaps, if you really must tell the 
troth, it would be well to go out of town for 
a bit.’

• As for myself,’ Harry continued, ‘ I sup­
pose I shall get over the wrench after a bit. 
Just for the moment I feel knocked out of

(To be Continued.)

Bixby (looking up from his paper)—Well, 
if that isn’t disgusting ! Here’s the German 
Emperor kissing the Bavarian Prince. If 
he must kiss some one I don't see why he 
should kiss a man. Mrs. Bixby—I see 
nothing wrong in that. I would do it my™ 
self.

time.’
‘ Keep the secret, then ; let it be one be­

tween yon and me only, Harry ; let no one 
know.’

But he shook his head. ,
‘ Everybody must know. Those who re­

fuse to keep np the acquaintance of a private 
soldier’s son—well, then, a non-commis­
sioned officer’s son—will probably let me 
know their decision, some way or other. 
Those who do not—’ he paused.

‘Nonsense, boy; who cares nowadays 
what a man is by birth ? Is not this great
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