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" silve
and svelte tignre and the sweet caln face above-
it. I knew cvery shade of her fuce ; T had seen
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CHAPTER XXXVI.—(Continued.)

‘““He was, indeed,” said Mrs. Brambler.
‘“ Poor Jem ! And sang a most beautiful soug
whe: sober.”

¢ Univeraally esteemed, my children, from
the yardarm—to speak nautieally—andthe main-
top mizeumast, wherever that or any other por-
tion of the rigging is lashed taut to the shrouds,
down to the orlop deck. His service was not
long—-only three weeks in all--and it was cut
short by a court martial on a charge of —of—in
fact, of inebriafion while on duty.” He mi~ht
have done well, perhaps, in some other Walk—
or shall we eay, Sail of life ?2—if he had uot, in
fact, continued so. He ~uceumbed—remember
this, Forty-rix—to the effects of thirst. Well,
we must all die. To every brave rover comes
his day.'’ Angustus rolled his head, and tried
to look lite a buccaneer. * Your mother's
cousin, may children, must be regarded as one
who fell—in action.”

" CHAPTER XXXVII.
LOVE'S VICTORY.

And now my story becomes the journal of
three days—every hour of which is graven on
my memory. And T must tell the events which
crowd that brief period as if I was actually pre-
sent at all of them. .

Oar rejoicings and dinner-parties were all
over. Qutwardly, at least, we had all drop_ped
hack- to our old habits. I had no lessons to give,
hecause we were in holiday time, and divided
my-day between Celia and Leonard, unless we
were all there together. But Celia was anxious ;
1 was waiting with a sinking at the heart -for
Waspielewski’s signal ; and every day the face
of Mr. Tyrrell grew more cloudy and overcast
with care. He was mayor for the year, as'} think
1 have said above, and had the -municipal work
in addition to the business of his.own office.

The first of these three days was Jume the
28th—a week after ‘Loonard’s retarn. . He had
met Celia every day—sometimes twice in the
same day ; as yet lte Had said nothing. “

* Suppose, '’ he'maid, *‘ suppose, Laddy, that
—1 only put a case, you know—that] wers to
meet-you- snd  Celia in the Queen’s Bastion ;
suppese - there should be no oue else in the
ploceim—" " i

STl 1 1 asked.

' Would it, 1 eay, in such a contiugency, oc-
have an appointment elsewhere 1
whether  I’ersens had fallen in love
medn before the slaying of the dragon ;
) zitation i the breast of the warrior

ub: heen. grreatly intensified, "especially
whes Jo Tepint

1560 Kini that it was a ¢

Clind only just artived in time.
i’ear:breach of trust ;

thntmw,ﬂldwed to come out with me in

ata saretanding that there should be no
Jove-aking v that 1 was a mele duenna : that
1 sha w-ever sfter haunted hy the conscience
of p.; thet F-should be afraid to face
hey ‘that Her Riumer—but, after all,

ttered Yothing what Herr Riumer thought;
nd-hngily, ¥ acceded, promised to efface my-
self, sd:-Widliad hin success.

I do:aiot - know how it was that on the morn-
ing of /that 28th dav of June Celia looked hap-
ypier and-brighter thau <he had done for wenks,
She ;ﬂ! dressed, 1 remember, in sowme light

‘grey muslin dress, which became her tall

it change from childhood to womanhood ; 1 had
watched the clouds grow upén it during the
trouble ‘of the lust few,weeks; 1 had seen the
sunshine come back to it when Leonard came
home again, to hring us vew hope. The dreari-
ness was gone out.of her-eyes, with the strange
tad look of fixed speculation and the dreamy
gloom. .

““Yes, Laddy," she snid, ecatching my look
aud understanding it. ¢ Yes, Laddy, lfam more
hopeful now. Leonard has come howe again. 1
do not kuow, but I am certain that he will

he}jp us *

n this morning there was 2 Function of some
kind- & Launch—a Reveption—a Royal Visit—
going on in the Dockyani From Celia’s Arhour
we could gee the ships gay with bunting ; there
were occasional bursts of music ; it must have
heen a Launch, because the garrison bands were
playing while the pevple assembled in the shed,
the naval and military officers in full uniforw ;
the civil servants iu the uniform of the Dock-
yard Volunteers—not those of 1860, but an
earlier regiment, not so efficient, and with a
much more gorgrous uniform ; ladies in ~full
war-peint. each in her own uniform, prepared
to distract the male eye from contemplation too
prolonged of naval architecture. The Mayor
and Aldermeu in gown nud gold chain, splendid
to look upon, in official seats, veady. with an
address ; nud no doubt, though one could ouly
see him, as well as the Corporation, with the
eves of imagination, there wonld le nuiong
them all Ferdinand Brwbler, note-book in hand,
Jerking his Dend up at the sky nud making a
note ; looking ut his watch and making a note;

gazing for a few moments thoughtfully at th®
crowd and making a note—-ull in the Grand
Historieal Style—and not at all as if he was
cilculating the while what items of domestic
consumption this ceremony would * run to.”

Presently, turning from the contemplation of
the flags and discussion of hidden splendours
we saw, mounting the grnss slope with the most
hypocritical face in the world, as if his coming
was by the merest accident, Leonard.himself.

“‘}f'ru here, Leonard 2’
© “Yes, Celia.”” Now that I looked again, 1
saw that his face had a grave and thoughtful
expresion. It was that of a man, I thought,
who has a thing to say. She read thatlook in
his eye, 1 believe, because she grew confused,
and held me more tightly by the arm.

It did not seem to me that there was any oc-
casion here for beating about the bush, and pre-
tending to have appointments. Why should I
make up a story about leaving something be-
hind ? So T put the case openly. “Leonard has
asked me to leave you with him, Cis, for half an
hour. 1 shall walk as far as the Hospital and sit
down. 1In half an hour I will come back.”

She made no reply, and I left-them there—
alone. There was no one but themselves in the
Queen’s Bastion, and 1 thought, as I walked
away, that if Heaven had thought fit to make
me a Jover like the rest of mankind, there was
no place in the world where I would sooner de-
clare my love than Celia's Arbour—provided 1
could whisper the tale into Celia’s own enr. -

Half an hour to wait. As the end of the long
straight curtein, in the middle of which was

 the Lion's Gate, with its’ little octagonal stone

watch-tower, and where the wooden railings
fenced off the cxercise groand of the Convales-
cent Hospital, 1 found the little Brambler chil-
dren playing, and stood watching them. That
took up fnﬁy-t«n minutes. Three tall, gaunt
soldiers, thin and pale from recent sickness, were
on the other ride of the fence watching them
too. One of them bore on his cap the number
of Leonard's regiment.

1 asked him if he knew Captain Copleston.

He laughed. *“Gentleman Jack ¥ he asked.
¢ Why, who doesn’t know Gentleman Jack ? 1
was in the ranks with him. Always a gentle-
nian, though, and the smartest man in the re-
giment. It was him as took the Rifle Pit. That
was the making of him. And no one grudged
him the luck. Some sense, making Aém an
officer.” -

From which 1 gathered that there were other
officers in the regiment who had not commended
themselves to this good fellow’s adiration.

The Bramblers, headed hy Forty-six, now a
sturdy lad of twelve, were celebrating an imagin-
ary banquet, in imitation of last night's tre-
mendous and unexpected feed.  The eldest Loy
occupied the chair, and ably sustained the out-
ward forms of carving, inviting to titbits, a little
more of the gravy, the addition of a piece of fat,
a slice of the silver sisle, another helping, press.
ing at the same time a cordial invitation on all
to driuk, with a choice of liquors which -id in-
finite credit to hisinformation and his inventive
faculty, aud sending about invisible plates and
imaginary goblets with wm alacrity and hospi-
tality worthy of a One-cyed Calender at t'he
feast of a Barmecide or o skper at a theatrical
banquet. It was an idyllic scene, and one enjoyed
it ull the more because the children —their break-
ings-out were better ulready-—entered into the
spirit of the thing' with such keen delight, be-
cause one knew th 1 at home there was uwaiting
them the goodly remprant of that noble round
of beef; und Vucwse the historiographically
gifted Ferdinaud had found fresh and worthy
subjects for his pen, which might result, if judi-
ciously handled, in many legs of mutton.

By a combination of circumstances needless
here to explain, Forty-six subsequently became,
and is still, a shorthand reporter. He does not
go into the Gallery of the House, brcause he
prefers reporting public dinners, breakfasts, and
all those Functions where eating and drinking
come into play. You may recognise his hand,
if you remember to think of it, when yon read
the report of such meetings in the uccuracy, the
fullness, and the freling which are shown in his
notice of the viands and the drinks. 1t -is un-
necessary to say that he has never parted with
the twist which characterised him as a boy, and
was due to the year of his birth, and he may be
seen at that Paradise of Reporters, the Cheshire
Cheese, taking two steaks to his neighbour’s
one ; after the stenks, ordering a couple of kid-
neys on toast, being twice a8 much as anybody
vlge, and taking cheese on a like liberal scale.
He is said, ulso, to have views of great breadth
in the mattor ol stout, and to he always thirsty
ou the exhibition of Scotch whisky.

When 1 wax tired of watching the loys and
girls, 1 strolled part of the way back, and sat
down on the grassy bank in the shade, while the
thoughts lew across my brain like the swallows
flitting backwards and forwards hefore we, in
the shade of the trees and in the sunshine.

Lronard and Celia on the Queen’s Bastion to-
gether, 1, apart and wlone. Of two, one is taken
and the other Jeft. They would go away together,
hand in hand, alonga flowery lane, and 1 shonld

be left to make my lonely pilgrimage without
them. Who could face this thing without some
sadness ? All around were the sights and sounds
which would weave themselves for ever in my
brain with recollections of (elia and of Leonard
and the hrave days of old. How many times had
she and I leaned over the breastwork watchin
the little buglers on the grassy ravelin beyonﬁ
the moat l]{n‘actising the calls, all a summer af-
ternoon ! How inany times had we laughed to
see the little drammer boys marching hackwards
and forwards, each with his drum and pair of
sticks, beating the tattoo for practice with un-
ceasing rub-adub ? Down in the meadows at my
feet, where the buttercups stood tall and splen-
did, we had wandered knee-deep among the
flowers, when Celia was a tiny little girl.  The
great and splendid harbour behind me, across
which we loved to sail, in and out among the
brave old ships lying motionless and dismasted
on the smooth surface, like the aged ove-legged
tarssitting on their bench in the sunshine, quiet
and silent, would for ever bear in its glassy sur-
face a reflection of Celia’s sweet face. Listen :
there is the booming of guus from the Block-
house Fort ; a great ship has come home from a
long cruise. Is every salute in future to remind
me of Celia? Or again—do you hear it ? The
mufiled drum ; the fife ; the dull echo of the
big drum at intervals. It is the Dead March,
and they are burying a soldier, perhaps one of
the men from India, in the churchyard below
the walls. Backwards with a rush goes the me-
mory to that day when Leonard stood with me
watching such a sight, and refusing to believe
that such a2 man, poor private that he was, had
failed. No doubt it was a brave and honest sol-
dier—there is the roll of musketry over his grave
—God rest his soul! Down below, creeping
slu?{ishlz along; go the gangs of convicts armed
with pick and spade. No funeral march for
them when their course is run ; only the chap-
lain to read the appointed service; omly an
ignoble: and forgotten grave in the mud of Rat
nd; and perhaps in some far off place a
broken-hearteA woman to thunk God that her
unfortunate, weak-willed son ‘has been taken
from a world whose temptations were too much
for his strength of brain. Why, even the
convicts will make me think of Celia, with

-whom 1 have so many times watched them

come and go.

And the life of the garrison and seaport town
is in these things. The great man-o’-war, com-
ing home after her three years’ cruise; the
launch in the Dockyard ; the boys practising
the drum and the bugle ; the burial of the pri-
vate soldier : the gang of prisoners—everything
is there, except Wassielewski and the Poles.

All our petty provincial life. Only there?
‘Why, there isall comedy of humanity, its splen-
dour, its pride, its hopes, its misery, its death.

I could look at none of these things—nor can
I now—without associating them with the days
and the companions of my youth.

Sad were the thoughts of those few minutes—a
veritable maureis quart & hewre—for 1 saw that
I should speedily lose her whe was the sunshine
of my life. T thought only of the barren honrs
dragging themselves wearily along, without
Cehia. gl‘he rose of love that had sprung up un-
bidden in my heart was plucked indeed, but the
pricking of its thorns in my soul made me feel
that the plant was stillalive. Was, then, Celia
anything more to me than a sister? 1 never
Lad .a sister, and cannot tell. But she was all
the world to me, my light, my life—although I
koew that she would never marry me. What, I
said to myself, for the half-hour was almost up
—~-what can it matter so long as Celia-finds hap-
piness, if 1do not? What selfishness is this
that would repine because her road lies along the
lilies while mine seems all among the thorns t
Atter all, to him who goes cheerfully among the
appointed thorns, a thousand pretty blossoms
spring up presently bheneath his foot. And
among the briars, to lighten the labours of the
march, there climbs and twines the honeysuckle.

While 1 was sitting, with these thoughts in
my brain, this is what was going on at the
Queen’s Bastion.

Leonard and Celia face to face, the faces of
both downcast, the oue hecause she was a girl,
and knew beforehand what would be said ; the
other, beeause he reverenced and feared the girl
before him, and because this was the fatal mo-
ment on which hung the fulfilment of his life.
Above them the great leafy branches of the giant
elm, prodigal in shade.

Leonard broke the silence.

1 have been looking for this hour,” he be-
gan, stammering and uncertain, *“forfive long
years. 1 began tohope for it when I first left
the town. The hope was well nighvdead, as a
child’s cry for the moon when he finds it too far
off, while [ fought my own way from the ranks.
But it awoke again the day I received the col-
ours, and it has been a living hope ever since,

until, as time went on, 1 began to think that:

some day I might have an opportunity of telling
you—what 1 am trying to tell you now. The
time has come, Celia, and I do not know how
to frame the words.” :

- She did not reply, but she trembled. She
trembled the more when he took her hand, and
held it in his own.

““ My dear,” he whispered, ‘my dear, I have
no fitting words. 1 want to tell you that I love
you. Auswer me, Celia.”

*“ What am 1 to say, Leounard ¢’

*“Tell me what is in your heart. Oh, my
darling, tell me if you can’love me a little, in re-
turn.” -

“ Leonard—Leonard "' She sail no wore.
Aud he caught her to his heart, und kissed her,

in that open spot, in broad daylight, on the
forehead, cheeks, and lips, till she drew herself
away, shamefaced, frightened.

‘“My dear,” it was nearly all he could say—

‘and they sat down presently, side by side upon

the grass, and he held both her hands together
in his. ¢ My dear, my love, what has become
of all the fine speeches I would have made about
my humble origin, and devotion ? They all
went out of my head directly I felt the touch of
our hand. I could think of nothing,
ut—I love you—I love you. I have always
loved you since you were a little child ; and now
that you are so beautiful —so sweet, so good—my
queen of womanhood—I love you ten times as
much as I ever thought I could, even when I
lay awake at night in the trenches, trying to
picture such a moment as this. My love, you
are too high for me. - I am not worthy of you.”
¢ Not worthy ? Oh'! Leonard—do not say
that. You have made me proud and happy.
What can you find in me, or think that is in
me, that you could love me so—for five long
years? Are you sure that vou are not setting
up an ideal that you will tire of, and be disap-
pointed when you find the reality 2 -

Di.appeinted? He,—and with Celia ?

He released her hands, and laid his arm
around her waist.

‘“ What a mistake to mike! To bein love
with a woman and to find her an angel. My
dear, I am a man of very small imagination—
not like Laddy, who peoples his Heaaven with
angels like youmelf, and lives there in fancy »l-
ways—and I am only certain of what I see for
myself. What I see is that you are a pearl beyond
alivprice, and that Ilove you—and, Celia, [am
humble before you. You shall teach me, and
lead me upwards to your own level, if you- ean.”

When 1 came back, the half-hour expired,
they were sitting side by side on that.slope of
tall grass still. But they were changed, trans-
formed. ‘Celia’s face was glowing with a new
light of happiness ; it was like the water in the
harbour that we had once seen touched by the
rising sun ; her cheeks were flushed, her eyes
were glistrning with tears; one hand lay in
Leonard’s and round her waist was Léonard’s

And for her lover, he was triumphant ; it was
nothing to him that he was making -demon-
strative love in this public place, actually a
bastion on the ramparts of Her Majesty’s most
important naval station and dockyard. To be
sure there was no one to see them but the swal-
lows, and these birds. whose pairing time for the
season was over, had too much to do fly-catch-
ing—the serious business of life being well set in
for swallows in the month of June—to pay much
regard to a pair of foolish mortals. )

‘“Come, Laddy,” he cried, springing to his
feet and seizing her by the hand, while Celia
rose all as blushing as Venus Anadyomene,
““be the first to wish that Celia may be happy.
She has been so foolish, this dear Celia of ours,
this dainty little Cis that we love so much, asto
say that she will take me just as I am, for better
and for worse.” He took her hand again with that
proud and happy look of trinmphant love, asit he
could not bear to let her go for a moment, and
she nestled close to him as if it was her place,
and she loved to be near him. *‘ There is a fool-
ish maiden for vou. There isan indisereet and
imprudent angel who comes down from the
heavens to live with us on earth. Congratulate
her, Laddy, my dear old dreamer. 1am so_hap-

”

Celia slightly drew her hand away, and came
over to me as it for protection. 1 saw how her
roud and queenly manner was in some way
gumb]n-d, that she was subdued, as if she had
found her master. : .

She Inid her li'nd upon my shoulder, in her
caressing way, which showed me that she was
happy, and then 1 began to congratulate them
both. After that 1 made them sit down on the
grass, while I sat on the wheel of the gun car-
riage, and ] talked sense and reason to them. 1
told them that this kind of engagement was one
greatly to he deprecated, that it was highly irre-
gular not to go tirst to head-quarters, and to ask
permission of parents. That to confess to each
other, in this impetuous way, of love, and to
make promise of marriage were things which
even Mr. Poutifex, when the passions of his
youth were so stroug as to make him curse the

, had not to repent of . that Mrs. Pontifex
Ead always recommended Celia to follow her
own exawple, and wait till she was of ripe and
mature years before marrying any one, and theu
tomarry a man some years younger than herself ;
that they ought to consider how a soldier’s life
was a wandering one, and a Captain’s pay not
more than enough for the simple necessaries ;
tha! they wmight have to wait till Leonard was
a Field Marshal before consent could be obtain-
ed ; that the Captain would be greatly astonish-
ed; that neither he.nor 1 intended to allow
Leonard to carry Cis away with hiw, for along
time to come, nor had we dreamed that such a
thing would follow 'when we welcomed him
home. Many dmore things I added in the same
strain, while Leonard laughed, and Cis listened
half laughing and half crying, and then, because
the occasion was really a solemn one, I spoke a
little of my mind. They were yood, and bore
with me as 1 leaned over the old gun and taltked,
looking through the embrasure across the har-.
bour.

I reminded Leonard how, five yeurs ago. he
had left us, with the resolution to advance him-
self, and the hope of returning wnd finding Celia
free. Never any man, 1 told him, had such
great good fortune as had fallen om him, in get-
ting all he hoped and prayed for. And then I
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