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into her parts, * lugging them in,” ag Mr. Ilar.
court Howard said, * by tho head and shoulders,
Miss Moflutt's songs were a source of constant
bitterness to Mr., Harcourt Howard ; for, ag he
usually playced bee lover, it fell to his lot to
stand and be sung to, night after night, however
ill-chogen for the Lusiness of the piéce might be
tho moment that Miss Moflatt selected for burst-
ing into song.

 If [ could oven make fices ot her when ghe
sings out of tune,” snid Mr. Harcourt Howard
confidentially to hig wife, ¢ it would he some
comfort ; but I'm obliged tolook as if Iliked
it

Mr. Trescott, howover, whoso facial expres-
sion was of comparatively small importance,
since he sat with his back to tho audience, rather
approved of Mis3s Moffatt's manin for singing , for
the arrangement and copying of the hand parts
produced him some littl cmolument over and
above his salury ; but being so constantly
occupied, ho was very seldom able to visit Mrs.
Walton's house. Alfred lounged in and out on
various pretoxts ; to bring Cordelia to spend the
afternoon ; to fetch her away again; to make
appointments with Jack for long rambles into
the country—which appointments Alfred seldom
kept, however—or to bring messages from his
father to Mrs. Walton. e was always careful
to inquiro after hier husband and Miss Janct, and
gave maoy hints about looking furward to seeing
a good deal of them in the winter, for he and
his fath .« were engaged by the Dublin manager
for next season, Another circumstance which
contributed to put young Trescott onan intimate
footing in Mrs. Walton's family, was the follow-
ing. In accordance with her aunt's express
stipulation with Mr. Moffutt, Mabel was to have
the part of Ophelia, Mr. Wilfred J. Percival
had sclected the play of Hamlet for his benefit
night, which was rapidly approaching, and
Mabel, thoroughly mistress of the words of the
part, had yot to learn the tuncs of the snatehes
of song interspersed through the mad scenes,
« T know them well enough when I hear them,
Mabel,” said Aunt Mary, ¢ but I can’t attempt
to sing them correctly enough to teach them to
.ou.”

in this dilemma Alfred Trescott, with much
apparent diffidence, offered to bring his vivlin
and play over the tunes to Mabel until she should
bave learned them by beart, Accordingly, he
came to their lodgings ncarly every day for a
week, and made tue little sitting-room over the
shocmaker’s shop ring with the sympathetic notes
of his fiddle. Mabel had but little voice, but it
was pure and fresh, and her car was remarkably
accurate. She caught from Alfred's violin, not
only the notes that she bad to sing, but also a
certain accent aud musicianly phrasing that
gave a strong yet simple pathos to the quaint
old melodies. Her aunt was delighted, ."'“d
predicted o great success. Mabel was anxious
and timid, but & few twords that her aunt
. dropped braced her nerves and streegthened ber
resolution. She gathered thaton the.rcsult of her
performance of Uphelia might possibly depend
her chance of being re-engaged by Mr. Moffatt
for the following season, and even—~who could
tell? perhaps an appearance at tho Theatre
Royal, Dublin, itself! and then she would earn
a salary, however trifling, and thea she would
10 longer be a burden on ber aunt, and then—
and then—she might send for mamma aend
Dooley | Oh, she would be strong and steady and
brave, and do the very best that was i her.

She thought of her part at every leisure mo-
ment, trying to form a clear conception of the
hapless Danish gir), and to put herself; her own
individuality, out of sight s much as possible
in repeating tho words. She and Corda woul’d
ramble out in the early moraing whenever Mabel's
presenco was not required at rchearsal, accom-
panying Jack in his sketching cxcursions along
tho banks of the lovely river Clare, and then
Mabel would pull her little well-worn Shaks-
peare out of her pocket, and sitting down on &
gmooth green velvet patch of turf, would put
the book into Corda’s hand and degire ber to
« hear her through her part.” A task of which

tda was not a little proud. .
00(Jn one of these occasions, Alfred had joined

the party as they sat on the rive s bank undcl
the trees, thy two girls busy with Jphelia, and
Jack dbsorbed in an endeavour to transfer to his
sketch-book some wonderfully rich effects of
colour in the rocks and folinge on the opposite
sido of the silver Clare,

¢ T was strolling past,” said Alfted, * and
caught a glimpse of pussy-cat's chiesnut curls
glinting through the green leaves, Now that I
j [ hiere, may I stay, Miss Earnshaw 7°

# May you glay 2 Surely you havea right to
be here, if you choose.”

1 have no right—ug, at all cvent, no wish—
to e troublesome to you by my presence.”

' e spoke with a sort of proud humility that
touched Mabel,
You don't trouble mo at all, Mr. Trescott, she
answered. “ Corda and I will go un with Uplichin
yjust the same.  Won't we, Corda ?"

The child, whoso cleck was flushed with
pleasure at tho sight of her brothér, smiled and
nodded eagerly ; and Mubel resumed.

‘ And 1 of ladics most deject and wrotched,
That sucked tho honoy ot his music vows,

Now sco that noblo and most sovereign reason
Like sweet bells fangled, out of tunc and harsh *

Tho young man threw bimself on the grass
beside his_little sister, and clasping his hands
above his head, listened in silence.  The morn-
ing sun was shinmng down on the two young
faces—Mabel's so carnest and absorbed, Corda's
so smiling and cager. Little flickening lights
and shadows from the leafy boughs above touched
their glossy hair, and passed and charged as the
breeze moved them. At their feet the river ran
gurgling over its pebbly bed, and Mabel's pure
voice rose thrillingly into tho clear quet aur,

¢ Do you knew Beethoven's Moonhght sonuta
fo. the pianoforte, Miss Earnshaw ?” asked
Alfred, when Mabel bad ceased her recitation.

¢ I have heard it,” answered Mabel, ¢ and
exquisitoly lovely itis. Butmy skill asa pianist
never reached so far as to execute it fittingly.”

“ 1 think your Oplelia will be just like the
first movement of the moonlight Sonata,” said
Alfred turning his dark cyes upon her dreamily.

At that moment a short angry bark close to
his car made young Trescott spring to his feet

with a stifled exclamation, whick would have
been a loud unmistakable oath but for Mabel's
presence, and a fierce threatening gesture.

¢ Why, Lingo, Liogo—good dog—poor old
fellow--don't you know us?” gaid Mabel, Liold-
ing out her haund, into which Lingo immediately
theust his nose bastily, and then turned to bark
at Alfced again,

« Qh, Mr. ‘Shaw!” cricd Mabel, as old
Jerry appeared between the braaches of under-
wood, #I'm so ashamed of Lingo this moraing.
He doesn't know his friends.”

Mr. Shaw stood leaning with both hands upon
a thick goarled stick thathe always carried, and
gazing at the group before him with an inscra-
table face.

The dog ran up to his master, and looking
into his fuce, wagged bis tail in an apologetic
manner,

« Docsn't know his friends, Miss Bell 7 Faith,
I never konew him make & mistake that way yet,’
said the old man, shortly, Then turning to
Lingo with an sir of confidential remonstrance,
such as one might assume towards a friend whom
one respected, but who bad been burried into an
imprudence. * What did I say to ye,” said he,
¢ when we were talking togetber this morning
before breakfast? You're too hasty and out-
spoken altogether.”

Lingo ceased wagging his tai!, stretchied him-
self at his master's feet with his nose to the
ground, aud gave vent to a mufiled sound that
was ncither a bark nor 2 growl, but something
between the two. i

<« Of course,” said Jerry Shaw, with jmper-
turbable gravity, ¢ so you remarked this morn-
ing, and I dare say you're right. Butit don't
do to say these things, and so I'd convinco you
if you weren't as obstinate as the deace.”

‘Alfred Trescott stood leaning against the
trunk of a trec with folded arms, and con-
templated Lingo and bis master with a sidelong
sinister scowl. ]

« Il toll you vhat it is, Mr. Shaw,” said the

. -

young man, * you ought to try and teach that
dog of yours better manners, If it had been a
stranger he'd conte up to just now, tearng and
barhing, ho might have chanced to get an ugly
kick, Pcople dun’t liko to be startled in that
way by a strange dog.”

Jeiry Shaw remamed as motionless and un-
woved whilst Alfred was speaking as though
buried in a profound meditation that deadencd
Iiis senses to all outward things. But, a3 soon
as tho young man held lus peace, Mr, Shaw
turned on him with surpusing suddenncss,

“0h, it's you, is it, Mr. Aifred Trescott ' saud he,
ag though becoming aware of Alfred’s presence
for the flirst imo. % [ hope I sce you well, Glad
to find you abroad so early this worning, Noth-
ing like early rising fur young people. I've been
an carly nser frum my youth upward, and you
can all see what it has done for me.” And old
Jerry laaghed a short, bitter, abrupt laugh, that
came out of his throat withuut causing & musclo
of his face to move. * Good morning, Miss Bell.
Take care of yourself. Ive known it to be
dangerous sometimes, sitting out on the turf.”

“ Dangerous "

% You might—catch—cold, snapped out the
old man, winding up with an usually prolonged
sniff. ¢ Come along, Livgo. I suppose you
Lave furgotten there's o ten o clock call, sir, that
you re sctthing yourself there for the day. Good
morning to yuu, ladies and gentlemen. Ob, by
the way,” added Mcr. Shaw stoppng short, and
fising lus lacklustre grey eyes full on Alfred
Trescott. I would advise you to give up any
iden of kicking Lingo. Hemightn't like it. And
I have a curious mfirnuty that perhaps I snight
as well mentivn. I always find kicking catching.
And old Jerry Suaw tramped away through the
crackling brushwoud, with Lingo trotting
soberly atbis beels.

( To be continued.)
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N 1803, Napoleon, having secured theallianc ;
of Spaiv, ran his sword through the Treaty
of Amicns, and war then broke out between Eng-
land and France. Lord Nelson was appointed
commander of the Medicerranean fleet, and for
fourtcen months blockaded the harbour of Tou-
lon, watchful as a cat for a mouse. On the 18th
of January, while the English were anchored
off Sardinia, the French flect slipped off to sea,
but Nelson was upon their track the instant the
nows reached him.

Although only forty-six ycars of age, Nel-
son was already & shattered man. Fragile,
thin, and sickly, weakened by ague in childhood,
beaten down by fever in the East lndies, almost
killed by dysentery at Honduras, always sick at
sca, an oye lost at Corsica, an arm at Cadiz,
cat about the head at the battle of the Nile,
struck in the side in another engagement, his
cough dangerous, he scarcely hoped to fight more
than one more battle. Yet bis heart was sound
as cver, and the unquenchable lion gpirit glowed
witbin him, io spite of all vexatious disappoint-
ments, the French reluctsuce to a fair open sea-
fight, and all the mean Admiralty iantrigues,
shuffles, and ingratitudes, ‘ My own flect,” said
the sea lero, in bis own fervid way, “is well
oflicered and well manned, would to God the
sbips were half as good !’ Tho ships were, in
fact, scarcely fit to sustain the alternate fretfuls
ness and violenco of that stormy winter in the
Mediterranean. ¢ The French fleet,” he wrote
home, ¢ is in high feather, and as finc as paint
can make them ; but our weather-beaten ships,
I have no fear, will makoe their sides liko a
plam-pudding, and some day we shall lay salt
upon their tails.”

The pursuit was tedious and baflling—be-
tween Biche and Sardinia, to Naples, then quick
to snap them off Egypt; then a sweep across the
channel between Sardinia and Barbary; next
frigates discharged likerockets at Gibraltarand
Lisbon ; after this a dash to Barbadoes, and back
home again, fevered, chafed, and vexed; then
on to Cadiz, a sweep across the Bay of Biscay,
a cruise towards Irclang, a visitto Cornwallis



