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“Welcome to dear sir, welcome to
Lonken, my / rem

London!” continued Mr:

tor had time to uttér another word. “xmnmwl

oohndmmn-uiuubb"
4 Donls iention it said Richard Barton, snemi-

ipgly at a loss to know what trouble was referred
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honor. Assbdm,f:mprwdwhurﬂnmﬁm
the lips of a young man.”

| “Thank you,” said Richard Barton, simply and
quietly; “I am glad you did not lau '8t me?

| Mr. Chappell changed the subject. Then you
begin to like London, after all ?”

|| “Iamnét quxte sure. There are a great many

jpeople in it, but they are all strangers. Do you
ever find it lonely

| “Lonely! Why, the strects
Where you come from—"

“ Ay, where I come from, the streets, compared
10 your London streets, are deserted. Yet here I
walk imong the erowil, and feel lonely, devilish
lonely. Where I come from it is, ‘How are you,
Dick? ! Good-day, Barton? ‘Fine morning, old
‘boy? and I recéive the grip of a friend’s hand
| every hundred with hearts in them,
mind you, But here, nobody gives anybody o
ipleasant look ; every body looks npon every other
Wyuuiwﬂaw,u something to he hustled
shont apd pushed aside; every body is in every
other body's way. Why, to me the yery houses
m 1o be jealons of their neighhors, and to be

thebr olbows into each other's vibs. | am
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U0 talle of them by-snd-by, | wanied 10.see the
theatres and the great actom Fye vead v it
Ubowt: | would give mueh for the privilege of
ihaling by the hand somie grent atithers Whom
sotild naie, and for the W of ﬂmkm
et fox fhe many hotss they have made
Mm iwmnm“wﬂmmmamm,—
% st b6, they st be; they eoid tiot
wiite Do yoti Kiiow any of them, si¥ 7
| e 4nd g6 will you when you hits iff society”
(My. Cliappeil hiad it on is Tipe to say, “Yeou will
fligis very ordinaty persons, after all |’ it hie
mﬁcuwwumwdﬂwmym
mint’s {litislons He had 4 feeling of both admira-
fion and contempt for bis visitor's freshness.)
| ¢ Mre. mmmummmwmdy yout
Wiahies in this respect. You will come to my house
bmwmnmmdm:cr—-ﬂmmm.m—
8 little music—=quite asimple affair. My wife will
be delighted ; she hias a passion for celébrities, and
1 dare say one or two lions will drop in in the
courde of the dvening. Then my son Frederick
pﬂhhwyoudm:t he knows every inch of Lon-
, 1 shall not wondnh hear you say, after a
little while; that it it the only city in the world
worth living in”
|| “T am sure I am quite ready to think so; it has
brightened considerably since I have been in this

are crowded |
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“mfmﬁgm ' sejoiried Mr: Chap-
mmmm we want you to like us.
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hSomwbn surprised at thc question, after the
youn; man’s enthusiastic outburst, Mr. Chappell
pcplhd “To see its wonders, and to enjoy life as
'hymmolnm should do.”
|- “No,” said Richard Barton, with e different
kindofm there were both .sorrow
in his tones now. “Notwithstanding
iwhat T have said, it is doubtful whether I should
lhave cromed the seas, but for one other settled and
specific purpose.- Born in the colonies, and living
the free life many men lead there, 1 think I should
khnhuothwllnsnddle 1t is only
[wmmhwmdlthright
they should. Four-ifths of those who are now in
ﬁmlmi- speak of the Old Country as home,
simply for the reason that they were born here, and
| thousands look forward to the time when they will
be able to return. - 'l‘i::;ll;chgmhgiv:kﬁ
ear, not shared in
mml’mm'h the fair South. 'We taste

e plumuﬂmyuh erowded cities do not dream

in | take which bl

'of. Noj; I have come to England to perform a task i

:kwhhhju-ﬁu-dum mistake ; but a mis-
ted the hopes of alife. When I
| send in my card to the person I am in search of, it
vmtuhmbd}nhdvnidnﬁgum of Venus'

‘[lndBleelms. hmmd’myunkl
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turn away again. L Muam"
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|| “You may depend upon it, my dear sir,” said

Kr Chappell, cheerfully; “you may depend upon
““Thank you. In the mean time, as T do not

mlhmymouymholdle,lshdl be glad to take
yodi advice in the matter of investments.”

Ch: rubbing his hands.
mﬁnhnwoﬂlmm betngexclunged,a
short dialogue was taking place outside the door.

room, paused to exchange a few words with Trail.

Mr. F‘redmck justified the confidence which the
ymmgclerhoﬁhhnk placed in him in the mat-
ter of dress. He was the very pink of fashion, a
model of ease snd elegance. A handsome young
gentleman: also, with fair hair scrupulonsly ar-
ranged, and a skin as white and smooth as a lady’s.
Somewhat of a contrast to the young gentleman now

! d wsth his father; Richard Barton had brown

| “Well— Haha,ha! I can't help
¢ l‘oﬂhehbnfme,whnltlumkoht I’vehdmy

pocket pi

i llr.,()lupydlnunlﬂndmcﬂyundemlm vhat
pleasare there could be in this reminiscence; but

| as he was anxious to please and conciliate his visi-

t smiled, as if he really saw a joke in i

“Tﬁaclcvereﬂmak"’ mnwd Richard

Wt‘ﬂl
.mmm e aete ach ale

o gentleman, I ammre you—had first taken my
| - handkerchief from nay pocket; and while he handed

| ::hatk,tom,mlony‘m Bharp trick, wasn't
o ie? wnym'qrwm-pdupm mind
uzmum hlnswml’oﬂh
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“You have adventy
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But here Rich-
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waid, A, well, poshaps
1mm-nuu you. You will only lsugh 8¢

me, You wowt? Hﬂllr # fags)’
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places the, theatres—filled with

: # soft tone, “
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hair and an embmwnad skin, and was nothing of a
dandy.

“My father in, Trail?” asked the young ex-
quisite.

“Yes, sir.”

A W 2. gf As + Pwd
into the young man's face. !
“There’s a gentleman vuth him, sir,” proceeded

Foom. Now, what do youthink [ came to London | i

1 ghall be most happy to give it,” replied Mr. |

Frederick Chappell, Mr. Chappell’s eldest son, hadij’
sauntered into the hall, and, before entering the |}

# I¢s a bargain, then. If I-am to be your men-
tor, I should dub you: Tclemachus.”

“ Let me see,” ol d Richard Barton, with a
certain air of thoughtfuiness upon him, “Telema-
chus was advised to go to Sparta for information
of his father. Well, I shall want assistance. We
are friends, then.” This with a cordial look toward
Frederick Chappell. “Tt is a bargain.”

 Though,” observed Frederick, “ you have no
need to desire friends while your pockets are lined
with gold, That guarantees you a welcome every-
where. Friends will fly to you like iron to a' mag-
net, and will stick to you as close while the attrac-
tion lasts.”

“That is true in many senses,” said Richard
Barton, somewhat sententionsly; “jt is the way of
the world, I knpw. -

“ There’s no danger of Mr. Barton losing his
attpaotion,” said the banker, entering inte the humor
of the conyersation ; * he has too much of it.”

% Can’t have, dad. T wish I were in his place.
Look” With an air of comical distress, he pulled/
out the lining of 45 empty pocket, snd extended it
for: ohseryaghon between two Bngers. " For The
credit of my neme you might give me some money,
ded. H1 wmwbxwrb;:i,[;;vwm :::il: m;)
ing dingrace 19 the Honse, t 2 shilling

“ Yon forgel interposed Richard Barton, n?tb
impuisive generosity, " that | have 4 pocketful/

g, E dowt, P horrow of you by-andby/’

At which &l the géntiemen laughed in concert:
M, Ghappeli sonior st down and Wiole mm,

whem 1 mmwmimmmmwmmm

¢ Here, yon extiavagant scatip’

“Fhank you, dad: Now iy mind is sy
1f uil fathers were fike you, and il sone like me;
What 4 happy world this would b 7

“ Fow the sond;" sepited the banker, diyly. ‘Yot
Tads cati airitise yourseives, 1 have tio dotbt. 1 have
bristicss eleewhiers. Help me on with my éont;
Frad, Good-day, Mr. Barton. You will exctise mie.
Do niot forget to cotde fo-mottow evening. Mike
ty hose you home while you dre here. We
dine at six, and you will always find a knife and
fork ready.”

And mth these and other woods as cordial, Mr.
Chappell senior, shaking hands with Richard Bar-
ton, and bestowing tpon him many a kindly look,
took his departure, and hailing.g cab, was whirled
in the di of the Stock Exch

CHAPTER VL

FREDERICK CHAPPELL AIR# HIS VIEWS ON THE
SUBJECT OF “ woMAN.”

FREDERICK CHAPPELL was by no means i

tinad

¥

forget, our to-morrow's appointment. At twelve,‘
_| then, to the tailor, to be made a man of ; afterward
| 'to look at some chambers I know of. They are in
Pall Mall, and  will st you exactly. They are
very close to my own set.”

“You don’t live at home, then ?”

“ Occasionally; not as a rule. Can’t be bored.
We will drop in upon a friend of mine on the way
—one| Armstrong, an American. Eccentric fellow,
Armsirong. Americans go in for eccentricity, it
seems/to me—ebpecially rich ones. Look at Pea-
body.| But mopey covereth a multitude of sins,
social and mhcr .md“Almntroug is as rich as
Croesus.”

“ A common’ mluuke that, I-take it. Croesus wa®
not a rich man;’ .

“ Nonsense.”

“ Not nonsenise,
maon I8 rich 7’

“ That man who has enuugla money.”

“ Has a man enough who-is not contented ? Fair
pla) now.”

A eonrsg lw hasn't)” replied Frederick, 8 litle
m.m , secing the trap.

# Croesns waq pot coptent.  Therefore Crasws was
Bot 8 vich man: A man with fifty pownds » yesr
and content isricher than Crasns was with al) bis
mitlipns/!

" & eoloniat philowopher, by Jove F. eried Fred-
eridky with just & shade of surcaom in-his tone:
"Wm will bel & mm =When ¥ou are properly

Come, now; a syllogism. What

dressd. T praphesy that in & ontle from this day | sidered

yfmmﬂhs mummmm in Tondon. A
um e m»ﬂmg emd mf yous!

“ }w aid fumt mh # langh:  Your

""ffx the girls 7

“ Bvery man Fack=1 beg n.m piedoti, every
wornti 31l of thet”

Richard Bartoni did "not reply immediately.
Some eynical chotd in his compativi’s manher
jarred upon his fietyes,  When He spoke it was |
dowly, and in a soft torie.

“1 dor't believe it flippant expressions toward
wotnen. That talk is too common nowadays, tn-
foriunately.” :

“ Verdant youth ’ thought Frederick; but he
did not utter his thought aloud,

“ You will dot mind my saying this, I hope”
eeded Richard, ly. “Put it down to my

having lived onit of the great world, or to my being

old—(uhioned.'{ /

“ All right, iold fellow,” said Frederick, with

to disregard an introduction, under such favorable
dmmnee-, to a wealthy, inexperienced, and
y g young gentl Some two
or thm yem older than Richard Bmou, he was
immeasurably older in experience In the world’s
ways and wiles, iu all that uvond of life’s wisdom.
He had matriculated i (he d paths, and was
learned in them. When he said he would borrow
of Richard Barton, by-and-by, he made the state-

and | ment in all sincerity. He was not averse to bor-

rowing, being nearly always in need, notwithstand-
ing the handsome aliowance his father made him.

To be in debt did not troubié him ; it was fashion-
able. He owed with an easy mlnd—the very re-
verse of Richard Barton, with whom to .owe what
he had no present expgotancy of paying would have
beén torture. Bug I néed not proceed with my
analysis ; the characters of these . young men nnd of
dthers in this story will be developed by th

casy cond i “You will know better after
you have been in London a few weeks.”

“ I sincerely hope not. 1 think I should regret
my trip to England all my life if this kind of know-
ledge were to come to me, and T grew g beljeve in
u'"

“Upon my soul,” exclaimed Fr
talk like o married man, with a fam
daughters,  Are you?”

“No,” replied Richard, with a smile.

“/In love, peshaps! I have heard it attacks
some men in the way you have been speaking. You
caught me just now with a syllogism. . Answer me.
Inlove? | |

Richard Barton parried skilfully.
question, Confess yourself first.”

" My dear fellow,” said the young exquisite of
twenty-eight, ! I commenced to love so long ago
that T can not remember the date. I have been in

»
rick, *‘you
y of virtuous

“ A delicate

through their words and actions. Having an. hour
to spare, Frederick Chappell was qum willing to
devote it to his new friend,

The first thing he did when his father loit them
was to examine the outside of Richard Barion with
8 critical eye.

“ What tailor is mpowble ?” he asked.

“ Formy clothes?” replied Richard Barton, who
noticed the observance, and was - amused b) it
“They were made in the colonies.”

@« I thought so ; they are vile, outlandish.” .

't abuse my native land,” said Richa:d,
wnlus:mle, %X am much attached to it.”

“Iam ready to believe that it is the happiest|
spot under the sun ; but they can’t cut trowsers and
coats there. - Abuse “your native land I will not;
abuse your tailor T mnst.”

% Are they so bad 7% asked Richard, looking at
his despised garments.

“ My dear fellow, you must not go into society
with such surroundings. You have a position to
maintain. I shall take you to my tailor, who will
make a man of you. - 'Where are you stopping ?” *
* ¢ At a hotel.”

4 Bad form. You intend to stay in London?”

“ For some time'at least, Twelve months, say.”
« Probability is, if you stay twelve, you will stay
twelve twelves. T make an appointment with you.
To-morrow at twelve we go to my tailor—"

#Can T exist till that time?”’

#Try. It'sabore, I know. Any special grief
on your mind?”

f“ A terrible one—just fledged.” Richard struck
his breast dramatically. “Have been hatching it
all by life, and it has only now popped its head out,
A grief fall-feathe:

# Confide in me, Telemachus.”’

“ 1 ask you,” said Richard, witha ely smile, “can
I exxst untll twelve to-morrow. to be made a man
of 7’

I will help you—wnh my society.”

¥ Do. Heaven knows what will occur to me if I

Trail; “a singul
Fromforugnpnﬂp,lbelme"

This being a matter of small importance ‘to Fred-
erick Chappell, he made no comment on it. - With
his hand upon the handle of the door, he was about

very

o | to enter the room, but paused to say carelessly,

“You delivered my letter ?”
“To ‘the young lady, Miss Laura, sir— Oh,

“Dld you see the young lady herself?” -

“ YH, sir”

“Was there any answer to the letter?”

“The young lady seemed surprised, sir, but said
she would come.”
" “Verygood. Seemed surprised? What ehe did
she say, then ?”

“Nothing: else, sir. I meant she laoked sur-

”

Frederick Chappell , and again was on the

point of entering the room ; but nlthough he nmde

s

am th upon the burden of myselt, with this
new grief to weigh me down.”

Richard Barton was evidently devoid neither of
animal spirits nor 'a certain kind of humor ; -and
Frederick Chappell wag disposed to be tolerant of
any eccentricity id one so well accredited.

# Be consoled,” he sald, as he lolled in hisfather’s
arm-chair ; “I will come to you this aﬁernoon, we

love a thousand times.”

“Then if yon had married all your lovers you
would have more wives than Solomon—ought to
have had”

“What an awful reflection! And what a collection
they would mdke! Dark and fair, tall apd short,
thin and otherwise, Even Salt Lake would be too
hot for me, with such a mixture.

“ For my part,?’ said Richard, reflectively, “I
:lnnk it a pity men don't marry younger.”

4 The woman’s champion " cried Frederick, with
a 1oud laugh. | “Keep on your progmnme,mdmy
prqpheqvﬂlﬁlllou the letter. By Jove!
tha woman will be mad about you—especially the
single girls, Yau'will be held up s an example-
for all Good Young Men, with capital letters. Your
photograph will bé hung in every maid’s bedroom ;
there will be reams of letters written about you.
“Mothers will take you into their confidence—while

you are single. Danghters will dress for you, and
smile upon you. How they will adore you! They
will vote you a statue; and every single daughter of
Eveand every match-making mamma shall throw
in their contributions. They will festoon the statue
with plaits and chignons, and work; ‘m yellow hair,
the device, ‘ Behold the Maiden’s Friend? Al
this shall happen to you—while you are single.
Long may you live so, and may your shadow never
grow less!” Frederick langhed heartily at his
description, and said presently, in a more sober
tone: ‘‘ But of eourse, my virtuous friend, you
would not have those men marry whe can’t afford
n.

““Certainly not,” said Richard, scarcely knowing
whether to feel amused or offended at this kind of
badinage.
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of one grates upon the other, and it might almost
be said that, with their oyes elosed, they could de-
tect the baleful influence. It i8 often a singular
feature in this instinctive repulsion, that the parties
know no ill of each other. As in the present in-
stance. Here were two men of equal fortune, pre-

bly of equal st ig in society, who but a
quarter of an hour since were absolute strangers to
each other’s existence ; and although they met on
friendly grounds, WItll no known motive for any
thing but friendliness, and with every outward cir-
cumstance favorable for the eementing of cordial
relations, they were, within these few mi , very

hold up their small follies and magnify them into’]
great vices, and to utterly ignore their sweet and
noble virtues. Do not fall into the fashion, Pay
no heed to the utterances of sour cynics and shallow-
pated blmerﬂlen, for the world is full of _good
women.”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Frederick. “It's enough
to take one’s breath away. What a capital moral
exordium ! Mr. Barton, beware of the example of
the Bad Boy of this little comedy, if you wish to
make a friend of Mr. Armstrong. Be virtuous, my
son, 1nd you shall be happy. And now, if our

nearly on the brink of a quarrel.

Perhaps it is necesssary to be precise. If they
had guarreled, Richard Barton would have been
the open aggressor. He was the more impulsive
and hot-blooded of the two—the more sincere and
outspoken, the more i::’-dmd. . Frederick
Chappell was too well versed in the nsages of polite
society to commit a breach of good manners when
bis passions were not strongly excited ; and as, in
consequence of a decided in his nwrul pature,
be was not s quick a8 W Barton 1o take
offence in such » mattey ay this, }m ene for pversion
was somewhat pncertain.

The sitvation mey be thus bricly deseribed.
Richard Barton, hurt and wh the Hippaney
and apparent heartiessncss oF bie companion, m
yet angry with himeclf for showing temper ; and
being in 4 new world, of whese seeial Tnwe he con-
himaelf iugnorant, WAe ROk e that he him:
46 wis ok in the wrong:
and penis of justice whingered 1o him thet he was
aigenerots ad aneharitable, Fhis cvernics sonse
of the moral affbctions i & great orment 16 & man:
Ieis fike wearing & poreupines akin, with the | i
peiitit turnied irward. A Kbl of accusing consel:
étice id forever ot the Alert 19 prick the soul with
dotibts dnd to miake Gvery HOFVE giiiver. Frederick
Chappell was ot (hiid i Over the velvet
ki of his toral affections Al guestions of moral:
ity and its opposite glided Iy, no noteh beiig
in the way fo discorpose him, He was, if ny
thiing, amused 4t Richard Bastow's “ i

Fhen, his innate love | little

ter has finished his sermon, perhaps he
will tell us some more news. * You will never find
our school-master at.a loss, MY, Barton ; Ke has al-
ways something ready. I shall begin soon to think
that he is ubiquitous, for he is evérywhere and sees
everything. A month ago I had oecasion to visit
Bow street police eourt, as & witness in an assanlt
case-—deuced hard lines it was, for T was not mixed
wp with it in any wey—and there was our school-
masier sitting on & bench, walching the poor
wretches whe were before the mginmu for being

umsuchtnyﬁmthdh'
them. Thnwyaur

“smart, as it is applied tous. Tt is
say of Americans, ‘They're cute,
* They're men, they arel *
many beans make five, they do!’
what sort of praise that is—such as might
man feel as' mean a3 @ m in
shower,” k

“Org don ey-iuinqunniuhv
erick, who, in bis calm
himself very nearly a

drunk snd disorderly, with s much interest 2 he | of

::“uld wateh the performance of the last opers
e’
¥ wenk into & police court lnst week/!

ﬂ!
*Fhere, Me: Barton! did 1 pot tell yon? - Now

4

Histen to his smnm

1t waa in the conntry, and one of your heawtic
Fal wdministsuton of justice, in the of 8 jus
tice of the peace, who knows a8 much of 1aw 8 iy | IeF
) Wk on the bench” .

#y /7 iterposed PM&M, “that, a8
4 Ameriean, M. AFHstiong imapmﬁmd ot
ferph for oie Engligh institutions, snd indeed for | loned

iitritions that 486 fet Ameriean

“imdm,ﬂ e;umd Mt. Astistiong; with t
dight frown, euwmm
h@mﬁce, whetever itbvyfneﬁ&d Coititfy tikes
#ig difference fo thie; 1 by iién . and m&mﬁ
Somme of your justices of €
#race to any civilized conntey.”

“You have tiof been 10 Amgries, Mr. Barton?”

4s he would have termed i, and was but slightly
tufiled by either his compamion’s tone or words.
He had decidedly the best of the situation.

The danger was averted by 4 timely diversion.

A visitor was announced in the person of Mr. Arm-
strong.

“ The very man I was Mng of” said Fred-
erick Chappell to Richard Barton; “ Mr. Arm-
strong, the American. T ean introduce you here;
you will like him,”

Mr. Armstrong entered ; a tall, spare man, with
clear, sharp-cut features, slightly furrowed by
thought, biue eyes, l-m shapely hands, and with
0o haiy on his face. T mentlon his hands becase'
they were eloquently expressive, and were in some
sense an index to his character, Every thing about
him was indicstive of power and self-possession.

“ Mr. Chappell not in? he dl(ed, a he entered,
looking around for the banker,

“ No," replied Frederick ; “I am left in posses-
nlon ”

Mr. A ly, and his eyes
rested upon Richard Barton, who was regarding
Itim with some curiosity,

“ 1 regard this meeting ana very interesting one,”
snid Frederick, in his demwling manner. “ Here
we are, representatives of three great constituencies,
aceidentally brought together, all speaking the
miie language, and h“i  at least something in
common. I represent which I place first,
s the most important Mﬁmy of the three.”

“ England has cause to hmﬂ of ita representa-
tive,” observed Mr. Am caustically. -

“ I ought to have warned you,” said Fredenck,
addressing himself to Richard, “that Mr. Arm-

dtrong is a wit, and is ﬂ!vlkged to say smart
things. Next to Englmd,x place America, repre-
sented by Mr. Armstrong; you stand for Australia.”

said

EF Pe | 1

“ that the representative | is ﬂle only one
of the three who would need prompting on. the
score of good manners.”

* Frederick Chappell laughed good-humoredly,
and took the hint. /

“ Mr. Richard Barton, nt.Armnu-ong i

“We reslly have som in said

el

“d F Aesiik

“No/ replied Richard, who follmved with in
{erest this battle of words between his new acquain-
tances. “1 hope to go one day.”

“'There” said Fred'ncl lronicslly, “yon wil
find justice administered
sbove reproach, beyond corruption, Unhsm me|
Why was I born an Englishman ?*

! “We have deep blots upon our systems,” said

Mr, Armatrong, “but we haye the excuse, at all

¢évents, that we are comparatively a new country;
and you must bear in mind that we have an enor-
mous number of men of mixed nationalities, and an

enormous territory 10 govern. Why, sir, we could | ¥
play dice with three Great Britains in a corner of | |

America, and neyer mis the space !’
“Bravo! bravo!” cried Frederick.

“ You have no such excuse brnhmnmmmzln s
this country,”. continued Mr. Armstrong, “asthose | ¢

1 have adduced. You have had time, ripe experi-

ance, great intellects, a settled population, to per- | ¢
fect your institutions, which yet do not compsre too | |
favorably with ours. But I must pick up the |*

thread of my story, , As I said, I went into & coun-

try police court last week, whére a justice of the | ¥

peace was dispensing justice. The first case T heard.
was that of a gentleman who appeared to answer a

 dharge of amault upon ¢ woman. He denied the

charge, and said that the woman accosted him in
the street—it seems there had been a previous ac-
quaintance between them of not the most

kind—that he simply pushed her aside, and that|
she chose to fall into the road, so that she might| '
bring him, a gentleman, before'a magistrate. How-
éver, the woman had witnesses, who swore to a dif-

ferent version of* the affair, and who said that the |
He was convicted, and | serew

man brutally struck her.
dent to prison for a month without the option of 8
fine. The next case was that of a miserable look-
ing man in rags, who was charged with stealing a
turnip from g field. The man was munching the
hrmpwl\mthopolxeunmpmneodnpnnhin,ni
he was taken red-handed to the station. In his de-
fense the man pleaded he was starving, and from
\ulppenuneeﬂmwuymh&ym To my
mind his iction with it. He |
leaded , that the turnip was not in the

Mr. Armstrong, shaking hands eordinlly with
Richard—the young MM’. bright face had an
attraction for him—* ag wé hail from new worlds.
Have you been long in London ?”

“ Only a few days.” .

“ Yon two will suit each other capitally,” said
Frederick, in a bantering tone, “ I have already
discovered that young Australia . will believe any
thing.”

Richard gently eorrectéd hh he had almost got
over his sore feeling. “ Kg 10; not anything.”

“T like a man who believes” said Mr. Arm-
strong. “ I would send all skeéptics and sneerers to
4 land of their own, where they. could snarl each
eother to death.”

Frederick held up his ha.d, a8 thgugh to protect
himself from the words. His

 field, that it had tilted over—as naughty turnips
will sometimes unwisely ‘do—into the common | |

voad, and that it was damaged. Anyway,” he was
starving, and the temptation was not to be resisted.
The stomach is a stern tynnt. He was convicted,
and the justice fined him sixpence for the offense.”

“ Which yon aid !” exclaimed Richard, eagerl

“I did not say 80,” replied Mr. Amatmn‘, L £

gnvely

“ Well,” said Richard, “these examples do not
prove that this justice of the peace was unworthy of
his position. The senteneen were just ones,”

“ You believe that I have upoken the truth

“ Certainly.” -

“Then you will believe anything.

living miracle. I made a slight mistake, and

the conversation was the manner of a man who was

d Fred
“the all ion, the fon of ques-
tions. Whomaﬂ‘ordmmury? ‘Awife isan ex-
pensive luxury; and we can’t go in for expensive
Iuxuries without series consideration. Then divorce
is'sodear. If'you lived in the United States, where
1 have read you can get a divoree for a few dollars,
the affair would wear a different pl But

“ Then comes the g

indolently of his own superiority.
= Don’t be vindictive,” he said. “Before you
eome in, I was sounding your praises. Tell us
@ neys.”
! «] went to Cut-and-Come-Agnin last night. I
éxdf see you there.”
Cut-and- Como-Apj. said Frederick, in

here it is no laughing matter. Besides, my dear
fellew, when you marry you must marry a “woman,
and woman is a deception. Shejs made up to please
the eye; she is all paint and powder and stuffing;
she is like the cheap cotton prints which are wai-
rapted to the very first trial, all the coloq
éomes out of them.”

dine together, and go to the tl
Agreed to ?”

# With pleasure.”

¥ Ever been behind the scenes ?”

f* Never,” replied Richard, eagerly.

# 1 will take you,” said Frederick, calmly. * We
will go and see the mysteries and the glories of the
new burlesque, ‘Mythology in a Stew.” T'll intro-
duce you to the author, with whom you will be dis-
appointed, and to the actress who plays the leading
part, with whom youn will be enchanted. T promise
~what with grandees in paste, and milkmaids, and

aslwvolnlmh‘mhudle, i

feathers and silk tights md hlgh-huled boots, and

‘less within his hand.

“Oh, by-the-way, Trail,” said Fuderuk Chap-
pell, as though about to say something of little im-
portance which had accidentally escaped him, *if
she happens to call when my father is in, you will
sny that he is busy. If I am in, you will admit her,
You undérstand 7

Troil's understanding being strengthened through

peri- {hin palin by contact with u plece of wilver, he re-

plied that he understood, and added thet the young
Indy had paid she might be a few minutes late, an
she had ‘o long veheamal to go through, Then
Froderick Chappell turned the handlé of the door
and entered the room,

“ Ab, Mhmynn,"nuﬂubmhv. Lot me
introduce you to ench other. Vrederick, this is
Mz, Richard Barton, jusi avrived from the colonies,
with & pocketful of money, and in sad need of
friend to ploneer him through the mysterious laby-
ﬂmhuﬂ.ondonuh,olunywymwbc

Thymnonmlmd».

“ With such su introduction,” said Frederick
\with s light laugh, “ I shall be very happy to be
M. Barion's guide, philosopher, and friend.”

“That's right, that's #ight” said the banker,
Ibriskly. “ Mr. Barton s quite & stranger in Lon-

“ mean, | n.u ‘don, unused to London ways and muuners, which

\are somewhat strange to him, You maust show him

“ 1 shall be very happy to do so,” replied Fred-
-'hi, airily. “ What do you say? Shall [ be your
‘mﬂn? A kind of index, to which you shall refer

ﬂ-lw “t‘ #bout, Fred.”

g“rbnll.J 1 hope

btnumio-ln‘n lin all your difficulties? You must provide me

B ""m m&ym et ex
i visiior's hand warsly, th.&xm

\with a proper uniform.” -
‘1 “ No, no,” eried Richard Barton, laughing ;

| be enrnest

other mod: 1 ies, to say g of & de-
ficiency of dnpery—(o show you a very prmy con-
gregation of sinners, 1 will tell them you are
worth & millinn a year, and they will all worship
you, They will prostrate themselves before your
Moneyed Highness, and lick the dust from your
M‘"

Richard Barton, delighted at the programme pre-
pared for him, laughed beartily at his companion’s
vivaciousness, which, it must be stated, was display-
od only in the matter, and not st all I the manner,
of his words, On oceusions such as this, Frederick
Chappell affooted ‘s slight ulm\vl llumgh Iw eonld
gh when

1 You have been to the theatre, of eonrse?” he
whed;

4 Oh yes, but not to see the burlesque you speak
of, 1 have been to two or thres. On the fivst night
Iwas in London 1 went to see n new modern
eomedy, and T must ponfess to being pomewhat sur-
prised at its tone. Every body sid sharp wnd un-
kind things of every body else. It wus s though
an assembly of eynios were spesking, who 1.4d no
belief in goodness, All that was best u liuman
nature was set up as o target, ot which every ncio:
in the play shot arrows of ridieyle and derision
The people in the thegtre seemed amused, certginly,
for they laughed and wpplouded ; and a lady et
to me obmerved more than once to her

Richard Barton had now almost made up his
mind as to his new friend’s opinions, supposing his
words to be a faithful peflex of them. He content-
¢d himself, however, by- u).lng,

“ You surprise me.”

“ Fact, upon my word,” said Frederick Chappell,
wha, §t may be stated, was thoroughly in. earnest,
“ gvery word pf it, You will soon find it ‘obit for
yourself. A modern, woman has apother peculiarity,
She is like u]mulo—-enn be mkun to pieecs, ansl
put together again.”

“ Well,” said Richard, “some duy 1 hope tomeet
Lwith a~—"

* Paragon?” queutxoned Frederisk,, mterrupling
him,

|“ With s'woman,” replied Richard, in'dh eament
tane, “ who will bot need to be warranted to wash,
and who enn not be taken to pieces, and put together
again.”

““What all of us hupe for, my dear fellow, and
nome of us get,  With money, of courne 7

“ Not with money of course, slthongh 1
not objeet to It

“ Well,” wald Frederick, who, having nired his
views npon woman, now gave her the bepefit of 4
‘M-Mmg toueh, “when I marry I mwst marry
mionéy, 1t would be too infernally inconvenient to
marry & poor woman,”

" And love, virtue, gooduess—"

# Con ol be bonght with money, my dear fel-

"

should

“ Then the want of money must indeed be ap ip-
convenience,! said Richerd Barton, romewhat
sternly. " But there is something worse than that)
" # Can't imagine it. Whet is it

“ Waot of heart,”

CHAPTER VII.
A BATELE OF WORDS,
Tur turn which the conversation béiween the
157 young men had taken did not promise well for

* How splendidly epigrammatic ¢ 1t did not strike
me in that way, L must confess. As for the draw-
ing-room conversation, I expect if such were in-
dulged i in society off the stage, the speakers
would be shown to the door with very scant cere-
mony." i i

“ My dear fellow, in society we are never rude.
We do unkind things occasionally, but they’are
always done politely. You have made me almost

future friendship, As inchemistry there are bodies
which fly violently from sach other when attempts
tre made to bring them together, so gmong men
there are nattires which it is impossible to bring
into unison,) Even when, notwithstanding thst
their inclinations urge them to. regard each other
with aversion, they strive, for orie. reason or an-
other, to c their hy, the pt is
invn’isbly:flﬂm No power can make their

opposing i The mere preoence

12 “nion “ is one of our high-class theatres ;'Mr.

An g is an enthusiast on the subject of tlxe
drama. Wlmz did you m?’

“Tt was the first night of an original drama
written by Mr. Chip.” 0

Frederick again played the part of Chorus.  “ Clip
is one of our best authoms. An original drama!
That is news indeed. Really original ?”

“ Without a shadow of deubt. Clip took it from
the French, who took: it from the Spanish. The
French had no right to it, so Clip nucheg‘ it It

‘{is Clip's clearly. Clever fellow, Cllp—" genius.

He has produced one hupdred apd ninety original
plays. Long live pumnd sors 1

“ We were speaking of the tlnures," said Rich-
ard, “Mr. Chappell has promised to tuke me
behind the scenes to-night.”

# Indeed I” pxclpimed Mr. Armstrong, with a
keen Jook at Frederick, who, in this ipstgnce at
least, did not seem quite at his ease; ““ what the-
atre?”

“ I dov’t know,” mplh‘ Richard ; “ where a new
burlesque is being played, and vheu hé promises
to show me a very pretty congregation of sinners.”

“'By which he means female sinners, M, Chap-
pell, T balieye, has peculine views with respect to
sctresses, Yot why %0y peeplinr? He
bolds them In common with many ofher young

gentlemen,”

“ Bpare me | wpare me I
tone of mock sppesl,
¢+ Mr, Armstrong paid no attention to the sarcasm,
T never neglect an opportunity to speak In defense
of the maligned. As My, Il says, T toke

eried Fredevick, in s

d the The gentleman was fined |

five shillings for the brutal assault on the won:n, i

mwmdhendw s

men--men |

" i pasany o whidh o
mmmmﬁm

i "Mwadﬁdaggn: M'ﬂ
Wit would you
#mm uimu

You are a |

and he paid the money with a smile, and walked 1!
out of the court with his friends; - And the starving | . 3 "

man was sept to prison for three months for the|
| brutal assault on the turnip. Longlive that justice| ' .o
of the peace, and long may he reign! * And now 1] _

should like to ask what subject you young gentle-
men were discussing when I entered. You appeared
to me to have arrived at an awkward phase of it.”
Richard Barton turned red at the remembrance
of his irritability.
“A great mb]ect, a wonderful subject,” replied
Froderick'; “two, indeed—money and woman.”

“You place them in'the order of merit?” observed |

Mr. Armstrong.
“Undoubtedly. The first is the most stupendous
theme that I am acquainted with.”
“Iumgmtlydiapooedtoagreewﬂhyou The
theme 45 stupendous. Honesty, virtue, charity, and
all the vices lie beneath it. Truly, such an argu-
ment is illimitable. If you d'it on a day
that would last for five thonsand years, and talked
till the sun ‘uympkled and the moon came out on
erutchies, you could not do it jusfice.” !
Frederick Chappell yawned lazily and said, =
‘It is a good job for some of us that we don’t live.
in the times when the devil used to tempt men wiﬂs
‘money-bags,” . i
“You would have made o bargain with him.”
“No'doubt of it,” said Frederick, very readily.

“For twenty thousand a year, and another t-ny-

thousand to bolster it up, I would sacrifice much.”
“ Principles, even ?” 1

“Yen; and every other virtue I may happen to'} ¢
" £

% Burange,” said Mr. Armstrong, who for » ress
son of his own teok Frederick at his word, and ape
peared 1o be not disinclinéd to wrangle with him=
“ strange thet men live who are not subscribers to

your fuith | - Here is & ense within my own uyldn :

enoe, Alm (uy in ladh), entyblished for
d, roputed

grent intervest in the drama. 1 love th , und 1
sm acquainted with o Bumber of good women on
the stage. 1 know more thin one who, in the
illness oy inenpacity of thelr husbands, work hard
and cheerfully for food for thelr children, for the
warm chghipg yhich protectsthem from the eold,
for the Hitle boots whiah voyer thejy tender feet,
Fhall T be silent, mon,ﬁn!buv om spoken of
in & body as a pretty congregation of sinners? The
words themselves conveys s répronch which would
not be lessened by the tone In which Mr, Chappell
is eapuble of uttering them” .

Frederick lnughed ; nothing that Mr. Armstrong
could say seomed to discompose him, Mr. Avm«
strong contitined; and now addressed himeelf
specially to Richard Barton ¢

“1 am tn older man :- you by many yeats,
and, 1 doubt not, older in experience by a lifetime,
and somethitig in your fjee dens me to take
a liberty with you. Invﬂﬁt you are abotit to
enter you will soon learn, if you have not léarned
it already, how common it is to vilue women only
for those qualities which are least creditable to
than,yon will soon ) m commion it is to

portner, who has the direction of affairs, has for

years been playing Old Harry with them to support
his extravagance, Crisis comes; the defaulter fligs,

ndhmluudolnmin. Johnson, the white- |1

nnd ,mnghmn ——— Mhldl-‘
with his wife's consent, glvuupn

m«‘mmwm thy ‘ totiched,
pays every Hability of savanty

yenrs of age, 8 beggar VIM 4 ﬂ“ﬂl‘, but w0t | ;
| dishonored, What is your opinion of him?”

Prederick (shrogging his shoulders): “He is o
stupld old sap, He might have stuck to his wife's
settlement, No one would lnvnluugh the worse
of M-."

Richard (enthusisstically) :  He is a noble fellow. |

1 should like to know him”

Mr. Armetrong turmed-his back upon Fudnl&, §

and held out hjg hand to Richard, saying,
“Yourverdict’sa good one, sir, ond 1 1ikeyou forit
Frederick glanced at the clock, and wished that

his visitors would ‘go, - Mr. Armstrong, however,

showed no dispaiﬁon to leave.




