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BY CELJIA'S ARBOUR.
Bv WALTER BEsANT AND JAMES RICE, AUTilOitS 0F " READ'-M ONEYMo îio"

"9THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY." &C-.

CHAPTER XIX. read under theeois, iinr to look ont over the
l'F OTFXCOLLECTION. ranul)umts up the Harbour at Iiiglu tide, and you

TUE POT! FEXwill louve nil' giviag me nmusic lbasons- and when
Iu thie days tbat folowed things went on ex- Leonard coules home lie will not lcie uy Lenuiard

ternally us if notlîiug lad happened. Celia's un> more. OuI>' lot lim nîevem' know, dear
suitor wlked withu lier in the town, wa seen Laddly."
witb bier in public places, appeamed in churclu -lie shah nover know, Cia. But-the word la
mnrning and eveing-the second function must not spoken yot, and I thuîk it nover will lie."
have exerciaed has anal heuvily-aad aaid n She abonk lier bead.
word. Mr. Tyrrehh, deceived b>' tîis uppearan ce " There la our Wordsworthî. 0f course lio
of peaco, esamed bis woated aspect, and was must lie given up ton. Whîeu the wbohe life ia
soif-reliant, and sonuotimues as blustorous as ever. ot the eartli, earthy, whut rooiiu cnnld thero lie
Clis alone seemed to emember the sulijeet. there for Wordsworthl! Wlîy," she lonkeil
For anme days she tried to moud and talk as umoag the sonnets, I"this must have beemu writ-
usual, but lier choek was puher, and lier manner ton especiahi>' for us. Listen-
distraite. Yet I could su>' nothia g. The wound 0 Friend 1 1 knnwnont which wsy I muast look
was ton freali, tho an xiety was stihi there, it was For cnrnfnrt, boing, as I1unm, opprest

To th!nk that now aur life isonolv dressedonue of those blows wbidb, thugli thueir wnrst For show .
effeots mu>' le uverted, louve acars-belind whiciu
cannot lie eradicuted. The scar ln Cellu's anal The hnmely beauty of the gond nid causa

waa hatfor he irsttim lu er ite supicin 1 gone: our peuce, our fearfal innorenewu tat or he irsttim inberlifea sspiion And pure religion breathing househnid iaws.had been forced upon bier tlîatlier father was
nt-had not been-. Lot us not put it luto Faucy the bnuaehold hawa of lierr Eiiuliuer,"
words. abe added, bittori>'.

To speak of sncb a suspicion would bave beemu She was in sud sud dospiriing mood that iîîn-
an agon>' ton bitter for bier, and even ton bitter ilig.
for me. Yot I knew, b>' the manuer nftthema, I took the book from lber liad-wlîut great
by the words of the Gorman, thut lue was, in thinga there ara in Wordsworth, sud whut rab-
anme way, for anme conduct unkuown, of whichb bsh !-aud found another passage.
lie was nw ashamed, under this mnan's power. 1I', Those flrst affections
could not tell Clla what 1 kuew. How was alie Those shadowy reeliections,
to tell mue the dreadful suspicion that rose ike a Which be they what they rnayin te nglitunbdden awu ? Ve ere Are yet the fountain light of ail om dayspectre ith ihubdeaf1. ewr Are yet the rnasterliiht of ail our seeing,
qnl> more silont, we sat together withnut speak- IJphnid os-oherlsh-and have power to make
ing; somotimes 1 caught ber oye restlng for a Our nonu>'y arm seein moments in the beiog

momet onber athe wit a pinedwondr, Of the eteroal silence :tuh that wakemomet o be fater itha panedwonerTo perish nover:snmetirnos she wouhd break off the munsic, sud Whlch neither listlessoess nom mad endeavour,
su>' witli a sigli that she cnuld play' n more. Nr man nor boy,

Que aftemnoon, thmee or four daysafater the Nor all that is at enmity wliii, loy,
firat npening of the business, I found ber lu the duCao utterly abo]ish or de,4trny."
librar>', a smah roora on the first floor diguifiod "Do you think, you ahi>' Celia, if thîlmga came
b>' that title, whemo Mr. Tyrroîl kept the few to the ver>' worst-if you were-let mue su>' it
booka of general literatume lie nwned, and Clla ont fom once-if you wero tied for lite to thula
kept l bers. She had gathered on the table maii], withu whom yon have n symipath>', that
aIl the books whichu we were sn fond of readiag youu wnîîld forget the beautiful thinga whici you
togther-chiefly tlue pots-and w-us tuking have moud mand dreamed? They eau iever bc
themaap onue atter the other, turniug over tbeim fomgotteuu. Why, the>' lie ail about your heurt,
pages with loî'iîg, regretftaI loka. the great thouglits of God aind Ilaven, wliat

She greeted me witli ber aweet amile. tlîi boauatiftul eartlu migit lie and w-bat youî ynur-
IlI ama thinkiug, Laddy, wliat to do îvitlu self w-ouli wisli tn be ; the>' ai-e Nur guardian

these books if-if-I bav-e to su>' what Papa angels, w-li staund ike Itliurieh to uard off evil
wauta me to say. " dreamsansd basenesses. Thme>' canuiot lie driu'en

"Do witb themu, Cis ? away liecanse you have phaced tleiematlere, senti-
"Yes," suie repiied," it m-ouhd lie fonhialu to noie nf yoar lite, If-if be-were tell tinies as

keep thinga w'hiclî are nt i-ciy oruameutal sud cold, teuu tiuues asusnnaortliy of yon as ie seems,
wnuhdn longer lie usefml." lie coale, not tondh your iuuncr life. He couid

«cOur poor poots are a gond deal knocked nul>' make ynar nuter lite anliaîpy.. Amîd tlieu,
about," I said, takiîg tmp the volumes in iope of Cella, 1 thumk-I think-i think that Leonurd
(iverting lier thînuglits ; "I 1nlw'ays told you w'ould kili hlmn."
that Keats wwsaî't umade for luying li the grass," Il If Leonard will came aym>'nor'e abomut nie,"
and iudeod that pnnr hbard show'ed signantfmua>' suie uurmnmed tlimough lier tours. "But lie
dews upon bis scarlet chotli bnund liuck. iihi ot. I salsl lie degmadod ini lis eyea.Ilie

" Ho la boat for reading on the gr-sas, Lsddy. wil-nnue homo witli bappier recolhectioîîs n
Think of the ma>' hînaî'aof jo> w-e have had hiihter scellesanad wnmou far botter amuI mort
witli Hypeoiuander the elma. Aud nnw-, I supb- leauîtifuh tlîan 1 eau lie, eveîî u ia nisumoy."e
pose, we shaîl nover have un>' more. Life is ver> '" Ceia," h cied hîothy, "tlîat la ankind of
short, for anme of us." ynuî. Von cannot meun it. Leonam-d eaunover

Il But-Cis-wy n more hînuir of pleasume forget ynu. There w'ilhlibenSceuica an happy
sud poetry !" lu lis mecolectiomî as the sueunes ntf ils boi'luod;

"I do îlot kuow wheu tîmat man a> deaime nnue whiom lie îvilh monie long to see thîaî litthe
an ansîver. And 1 knîv that if lie dlaims it ut Celia-hittie nouger uoîv, sud-oh! Cis-Cis,
once-to-morrow-iuext day-wliat answer 1 ama bow beautital yon are!'
to give. 1 watcli mu> fathuer, Laddy, sud I ead IlLuddy, youî are the licat bînther iii ail the
the unswer inu bis face. Wbatever happons, 1 world. But do nt flatter nie. l'on kmow- I
rmust do what, la beat for hlm." like to thiuk m>'self pretty. h arn so vait."

"lPut off the auswer, ('is, tihi Leonard cornes I amn not flattering you, iii> deur. 0f cours~e,
home. " 9 1 think >'ou are tue moat beautiftil girl in ail the

IlIf wo can," suie sighed-if we eau. Promise w'old. Ah ! if I could nl>' draw you aud put
me onue thing, Laddy-pmmse me faitlifulhy. al your soni into yoar evy s as ai groat painterIf I have-if 1 muet cosent-neyer lot Leonard wou id. If I wero RupliselhI woald make yoa St.
know the reason -nover lot au>'onue kuow ; lot Catliarine-uo, St. Ceciia-sitting et the organ,
ail the world thiuk that 1 have accepted-im- lookiug up as you do somotimes wlîen we read
becauso I loved hlm. As if an>' womnau c.oad together, or when I playr Beethoven, sud yourover love hlm !" anal opeus ike s flower..

Thon ho had not deceived ber with bis smooth "Laddy-Ladd>'."
and plausible nianuer. 1I would mauke yoam lips trembling, sud yoar
49I4 îPromise yon 80 mucb ut est," I said. boud a littho bout back, an as to show the swooet"No onue shall kuow, poor Cia, the reason. ît outines, sud mako alh the womhd fullin luoveshahliab a secret lietween ns. But ynn have not withî you. . . . Don't cm>, my own dearsaid «'Yos' ta hlm yet." sister. ee0- LeoIr d---Ilhi om1gluso

tiny rutles of wavelets, and driving about the horse. Probably the original of this portrait was
white-sailed yachts like butterfiies. The fresl inlu is day au extremely profligate person. But
sea air brightened lier clieek, and gave elas-tieity lie lias long since gone to bis long-no doubt his
to her limînts. She forgot lier anxieties, laughied, very long-account.
sang little snatches, anîd was as merry as a child 'That is 'The Daugliter of Herodias Dauc-
again. ing.' I have always considered dancing a most

" Let us go and call at Aunt Jane's," slie cried, immoral pastime, and in tlie days of xny youtli
wlien we left tlie beach, and were striking across found it s0, I regret to say.
tlie furze-covered comon. " 'The Mission of Xavier.' He was, alas !a

To cal upon Mrs. Pontifex was neyer an in- Papist, and is now, 1 believe, wliat they are
spiriting thiag to do. She had away of pickiag pleased to call a saint. In otlier respects, lie

eont texts to suit your case anîd liurling tliem at wss, perliaps, a good mai], as goodaess shows to
ayoarIliead, whicbi sent you away far more des- the world. That is. a poor gilded exterior, hid-

l)pond(ent ab)out the future than bler liusbaud's ing corruption. How différent from our good1sermions. Tliere is always this difeérence between Bisliop Ifeber, the author of that sweet imiss-
ra woman of Aunt lane's persuasion and a man of i-o--aa-ry poein which we ahl know by heart,

the saine school ; iliat the woman really believes and can neyer forget.
8it al, and the man lias by birth, by accident, by From Greenland's icy mountains-

mental twist, for reasoas of self interest, talked From Greenland's ioy inountaius-
himself into a creed whicli lie does not liold at From Green]land's-abem! --- ioy---

eheart, so far. as lie lias powver of seîf-examination. --but my memory fails me. That is, perliaps,sMr. Pontifex liad lost that power, 1 believe. thue resaît of an imperfeet meal."
Tbey lived in a villa over-lookiag the coin- "Sit down, my dear anche," said Celia. "Youmon. Mrs. Poutifex liked the situation princi. nmust be fatigued. Wliat was Aunt Jane think-paliy because it enabled lier to watcli the "Sali- inlg of to have no dinner 2"

bath breakers," viz.: the people wlio walked on "Your great-aunt, Celia, " said Mr. Pontifex,
Sunayafernoa ad he ntiningsineswith a very long sigli, " is a woman of-ve-ry-wlio strolhed armi in armu upon the breezy com- remarkable Cliristian graces and virtues. Shemon on summier eveaiugs. The villa had for- excels in wliat I may çall tie--te-abem-tie

merly possessed a certain licauty of its owa, being very rare art of compelliag others to go alongtcovered over witli creepers, but '.rs. Pontifex witli lier. To-day we fast, and to-morrow weremoved thimen ah], and it uow stood in naked may be called upon to sulidue the natural man inugliness, square and flat-roofed. There was a some other, perhaps-at least 1 hope-mn a lessgardea ini front, of rigid an 1 austere appearance, trying method."
planted witli the less showy slirubs, and neyer We bothl auglied, but Mr. Pontifex sliook bisallowed to put on the holiday garb of summer liead. "«Let me point out one or two more pic-flowers. Within, the bouse was like a place of taxes of mry collection," lie suid. "1There aretonubs, go cold, go full of monumental maliogany, nearly one thousand altogether,. colhected by

o urisigreat joyaMrs. on itifexas ot.lirmy brother Josephi, who resided in Rome, tlieTo ou grea joyMrs.Pontiex wverut liervr eart of the Papacy-you nover knew Jo-liusband, tlie servant said, with a little liesita- se ph, Celia-during the last ten years of bis lifo.tion, was at home. That landscape, the trees of whicli, I confoas," Tmen we will go in," said Cehia. " Wbere appear to me unlike auy trees witli which 1 amis lie, Anne V"'~ persoually acquaited-is by Salvator Rosa ;" Well, Miss," she said, in apology, "ut pre- that Madonna and Child-whom the Papists
seatfact, snthe ofondt henlipy r.Pn ignorantly worship,-is by Sasso Ferrato ; thatIn fctther wefoun th unhppyMr. on-group "-(ýit was a sprawvling mass of intertwistedtifex. He was standing at tlie table, with a miost lixbs)-" is by Michael Angelo, the celebrutedgloomy expression on bis severe features. Be- master; the waterfall which you are adiniriug,fore bim stood a lialf-cut, cold boiled leg of mut- Celia, is a Ruysdael, and supposed to be price-ton, lielhad a kuife in one baud and a pie ce lesa ; the pig-alas ! that men should ivaste theirof bread in anotber. talents in delineatiag sucli animls-is by Te-«"This is ail," lie suid, sorrowfully, " that I niers ; the cow by Berghem ; tliat-abem !-tliatshall get to-day. Mrs. Poutifex said that there infaumous female " (it ivas a wood nympli, and awas to lie no dianer. She lias goiie to a Dorcas liad copyl "«is a E ubens. The Latin rubeo ormeeting-No, tbank you, Anne, 1 cannt eut rubesco is-uilless my niemory again fuils me-ay iaore-abem-aay more boiled mutton. The to bluali. Riglitly is that painter s0 uamed.hunnan halate-alas! that we poor nortais No doubt lie bas long siace-but 1 refrain."shouid tbink of sncb itlings-does not accept 4«hDo you tiîink, Celia," 1 asked on the waylioiled muttomi witii pheasure. But wliat is mnan home, " that Mr. Poatifox dwelis wîtli uleasuretliat lie should tara away from bis food ? A sini- in the imagination of the things whici are ai-gle glass of beer, if you pieuse, Anne.' ways on bis lips ?"1

«Do bave auotber slice of niutton, sir,'' saidl
the servant, in sympatbisiag tones.

"No, Aane"-tbere was an infinite sadness
ini bis voice. " No, I tiiitik voni." CIIAPTER XX.

"There's soume cold roly-pîol y in the cupboard, H RITFREO.
sir. Try a bit of that." TER11TO EOT

Slie bronglit it ont. It was a piece of the imuer The Poliah Barm-ack in 1858 liad ceased to ex-
portion, that wbich contains iost jani. ist. Thiere ivere, iu faet, very few Poles left inMr. i>ontifex sbook biis liead ini deep desponl- the towm to orccnpy it. A good mnany were dead.deucy. Some went uway ini 1854 to joi the Turks."That is not fori' , Aune," lie si, " h ai- Some, growu tired of the quasi-garrison life, leftways liav-e to eut tlie ends." it, and entered into civil occupations in the«'Then wliy do ynu stand it ?" 1 said. «' Youu town. Some, but verv few, drifted liuck to Po-are a iii.n, aud onglut to lie master ini yonr own lanîd anmade their peace witli the authorities.bouse." Some emigrated. 0f ail the liearded mou I knew"Yon thiik so, Joinny ?" lie replied. ''You as a boy scarceiy twenty were heft, and theseare yoinug. You are not, again, like St. Peter were scattered abouît the towu, stili in the -"eu--afieii-a nîarried 'na". Let us go upstairs." inymient " of the teupeace a day granted themilie led as inito lus study, wbicb ivas a large liy the Britishli Government. h seIdomi me t auyrooiu, decorated witli aunlimmeuse quautity of of tbem except Wassielowski, wlio neyer weariedpictures. The lîoîse, iadeed, was full of pic- of lis patornul cure. The old man stili pnrsuedtares, mmwly arrived, the collectionî of a brother, bis calli ig-tbat of a fiddher to the suilora. Thelately deceased, of the Bey. Jolin Pontifex. 1 times, iuowover, were cbaaged. Na"- agentswas uot learned in paimtings, bat I anu pretty were thiaga of the past-a subjeet of waihingsure timat the collection on the walisveere copies amng the Trilies. Sailors' Homes ivere estali-as flagrant as umythimug ever put up ut Cliristy's. lislied ; the old curîs had given way to anotherBut Mr. Pontifex thoaglt dîfl'ereuthy. aad a mauhier fashion of short bair. The Britisli1'Youî bave iot yet seen n'y picturo galery, suihor was in course of transformation. lie noJobnuy," lue said. "The collection was once longer made it a mIle to spead al bis uîoney asthe property of my brother, tho Rov. Joseplu Pou- lie received it ; he was sometimes a teetotaler ;tifex, mow,-alas !-in the bosom of Abraham. lie was sometimes religions, witb views of bislie was formerhy my coadjutor when 1 was in own about eloction ; lie sometimes read ; and,sole charge ut Dillmington. It was commonhy thougli le goueralhy drauk when drink was insaid liy the Puseyites at the time that thora was the way, lie was not otten picked up blind drnnka Tliief in the Pulpit and a Liar lu the Reading in the gatter, The Captuin said lie supposedDesk. So great-auenu !-was our pulpit power mon could figlit as well if tliey were always goberthut it drew forth thèse Fearful denuaiciatioîss. 1 as if tliey were sometimes drunk ; and that, ah-rejoice to suy that 1 was tlie-auem !-the- ways provided thore were no 50a-iawyers aboam-d,
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