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“ Your virtuous indignation, Brandon, i3 quite
refreshing,” said Burgoyne. ¢ How long have
you been here, for instanco?  Malf a year?”

s1twas . bad taste, anyhow.” said Greatorex;

tenced bad taste.  Its always the way with
your nouvesux riches, A man who lad been
wealthy all his life would have hnown better,”

» Yourself, par exemplde,” retorted the Guands-
man, insolently,

“ Just so, Sir Charles; but then I'm to the
mouey-marhet born, o hardly & case in point.”

“ Whers did this I'refadden get his fortune 2°
asked Brandun,  # Pyve heard that sume follow
left it to him a hundied years ago, and that it
has been accumulating over sinee; but that's
nonsense, of course.”

“Sounds like a pecuniary version of the Sleep-
ing Beauty,” vbserved the Laronet, purertheti-
cally.

# 1 know no more than you do, Mr. Brandun,”
replied Greatorex. €1 have heard only the
comuton story ¢f how this money has been lying
at compound interest fur a century or more, and
has devolved to our pre-Adawite fricnd at last,
biringing him a3 wany willions as he has fingers.
Some say double that sumn, but tea are cnough
tor my credulity,”

“Does he bank with Sir Samuel?”
Braudon,

“ No.

asked

Qur shop lies too far cast for him, [
suspeet. He has taken Lis millivus to Drum-
nmund’s. By the way, Sir Charles, what have
you decilded upon duing with that brown mare
of yours? Yuu seemed half inclined to part frum
her a few days ago

* You mean the Lady of Lyons?”

41 do.?

« Sold her, Mr. Greatorex.?

“ Sold her, Sir Charles??

“ Yes—cab and all.”?

The banker turned very red, and bit his lip,

« Would it be a tiberty to ask the name of the
purchaser?”? said he.

* Perhaps it would,” replicd the Guardsman.
“ But I den'twind telling you. It's Mr. Trefalden.”

= Trefalden! Then, upon my soul, Sir Charles,
its tao bad!  Im sorry to hear it. I am indeed.
I had hoped—in fact, I had expected—upon my
soul, 1 had expected, Sir Charles, that you would
have given we the opportunity. Money would
have beenno object. I would have given o fancy
price fur that mare with pleasure?

“Thank you, I did not want a fancy price,”
replied the Guardsman, havghtily.

* Besides, if you'll excuse me, Sic Charles, 1
must say T don't think it was quite faircither”

“ Fair?” echoed Burgoyne, * Really, Mr. Great-
orex, 1 do not apprehend your meaning ?

* Well, you know, Sir Charles, I spoke first, and
as for Crasus Trefalden, who scareely knows a
horse from abuffalo—r-"

«Mr. Saxon Trefalden is the friend of Lord
Castletowers,” interrupted Burgoyne, still more
langhtly, “and 1 was very happy to obhigehim.”

If Sir Charles Burgoyne biad not been a baro-
net, a guardsman, and a member of the Ereo-
theum Club, it is possible that Mr. Greatorex of
Lombard.street would bave given him the retort
uncourtcous ; but as matters stood, hie only grew
alittle redder ; Jooked at his watch insome con-
fusion ; and prudently swallowed his annoyance.

“Oh, of course—in that case,” stammered he
— Lond Castictowers being your fricud, 1 have
nothing more to say. Do you go down to bis
place in Surrey next week, by-the-by 2”

% Do you 77 said Burgoynce, sinoothing his flax-
cn moustache, and looking down at the small
city man with half-closed cyes.

“1 hope so, since his lordship has been kind
cnough to invite me; but we aro so deucedly
busy in  Lombard-street just now that——
prehaw! twelve o'clack already, and I am duoe in
the aity at twenty minutes past.  Not a moment
to Josc. ‘1 know a bauk,’ ¢t cetern—but there's
no wild tine there for anybody between twelve
and three!  Good morning, Mr. Braudon. Good
worning, Sir Charles®

The baronct bent his hiead about aquarterof an
inch, and almost before tho other was out of
Learing, said s

“That man is bourgeois to the tips of Lis fin-
gers, and insufferably familiar. \Why do you tole-
raic him, Braadon 7

“«Qu, he's not a bad fellow,” replied Brandon.

«J1¢’s o snob, pur ct simple—a snob, with tho
wardroboe of & tailor's assistant, and tho manners
of a valet. You called youug Trefulden o snob
just now, and I told you it wasamistalke. Apply
the title to this little money-jubber, and I won't
contradict you. Tho fact i3, Brandon, I abomi-
nate him. I wish it was possiblo to blackbnll
him out of the club.  }f I'd been in towa when
he was proposed, I'tl by hangedif ho should have
ever got i, I can’t think what you fellows were
about, to admit him1”

Charley Burgoyne was & Ly man; for him
this wasa very long and energeticspeech. But the
Honourable dward Brandon only shouok his
head in a helpless, irritable way, andrepeated his
former assertion.

“[ tell you, Burgoyne,” ho suxid, ¢ Greatorex
isn't 2 bad fellow.”

Sic Charles Burgoyne shrugged his shoulders,
aud yawuned.

wQOh, very well,” he replied. ¢ Have it your
own way. I hate argument.”

« Castletow ors likes him,” said the young man.
“Castletuwers asks him down to Surrey, you
SL‘(‘."

“ Castletowers i3 too good natured by half”

“ And Vanghane—-"

“ Vaughan owes him money, and just endures
him.?

The Honourable Edward Brandon ru“bed his
head all over, looking wore helpless snd me ~ i
ritable than before. It was a very small herd,
and there was very little in it.

« Confound him!’ groaned he. «Hohas taken
uy a paper of mine, wo. I must be civil to bim.”

Sir Charles Burgoyune gave utteranco to a dis-
mal whistle; thrust his hards deep down into
his pockets; and said nothing.

“\What clse can Ido?” said Brandon.

“Pay him.”

“ You might as well tell me to cat him {?

“Nonsense. Borrow tho money from some-
body else”

i wish I could. I wish I knew whom to
ask. I should bo so very grateful, you know.
It's only two hundred and f£fty.”

And the young fellow stared hard at the Guards-
man, who stared just as hard at tho Duko of
York's colutun over the way.

“You can't suggest any one?” he continued
after a moment.

«1, my dear fellow? Diable!
idea?

% You—couldn't manage for me, yourself, I
suppose 7’

Sir Charles Burgoyne took his haeds from his
pockets, and his bat from a neighbouring peg.

“Edward Brandon,” he said impressively, ¢ I'm
as poor as Saint Simcon Stylites?

“Never heard of the fellow in my life,” said
Brandon, peevishly. “Who is he?”

“ My dcar boy, your religious cducation has
been neglected.  Look for himin your catechism,
and, ¢ whea found, make a note!”

«] tell you what it is, Burgoyne” said Bran-
don, suspicious of “ chaff;’ and, liko all weak
people when they are out of temper, slightly
spiteful—* poor, or not poor, youro a clover
fellow at a bargain.  Talk of your not wantinga
funcy price indeed ! What's five hundred guineas,
if its not a fancy price, I should liko to know 7

“Mon cnfant, you know nothing about it??
said the Guardsman, placidly.

1 know it was aa awfullot too much for that
mare and cab.?

“The mare and cab wero dirt cheap at the
mouney.”

% Cheap! cheap—when to my certain know-
ledge you only gave a hundred and twenty for
the Lady of Lyons, and have had tho best part
o1 {wo scasons out of hier sincel?

The Beauty listened with an imperturbable
smile, drew on hisgloves, buttoned them, adjusted
bis hat, and, baving dono all theso things with
studicd deliberation, replied :

« My dear Brandon, X really eavy yourmemory.
Cultivate it, my good fcllow, and it will be a
credit to you.  Au revoir”?

With thig he went over to tho nearcest glass,
corrected the tio of his cravat, and ssuntered to-
wards the door.  Ho hiad notreached ity howerver,
when ho pauscd, turned, and came back gain,

I haven't an

¢ By-the-by,” said he, ¢ if you'ro in any present
difficulty, and actually want that twohundred and
fifty—do you want it 7?

% Oh, by Jove, don't II Never wanted it so
much in wy life”

% Well, then, there's Trefulden.  Ho's ag richas
the Bank of England, and flings his money about
liko water. Ask him, Brandon. He'll bo sure to
lend it to you. Valo?

And tho baronet onco moro turned on Lis
heel, leaving lis irritable young friend to swear
off his indignation as bestho could.  Whereupon
the lonourable Edward Brandon, addressing
himself apparently to the Duko of York upox his
column, did swear with ¢ bated breath” and
remarkable fluency ; rubbed his bead frautically,
till Lo looked liko un clectrical doll; and finally
betovk himself to tho biliard-room.

When they were both gone, & gentleman who
had bLeen sitting in the adjeining window, cn-
trenched behind, and apparently absorbed in, the
Times of tho day, laid bis paper asido; catered a
couple of nawes in his pocket-bok, smiling quict-
ly the whide; and then left the roow. e pau-
sed on his way out, to speak to the Lall porter.

“1 have waited for Mr. Trefalden,” ho said,
“ (ill I can wait no longer.  You aro sure hie bug
not goue up-stairs 7?

“ Quite sure, sir.”

“Bo so good, then, as to give him this carg,
and say, if you please, that ['will call upon lim
at bis chambers to morrow.?

Tho porter laid the card aside with tke new
wember’s letters, of which there wero several, It
hore the name of William Trefulden.

CHAPTER XVil. BAXON AT HOXE,

“ Mr. Trefalden.”

Thus announced by astately valet, who receiv-
cd him with marked condescension in the aute-
clhamber, and even deigued to open the door of
the reception-room beyond, Mr. Trefalden passed
into Lis cousin's presence. Ie was not alone.
Lord Castletowersand Sir Charles Burgoyne were
thero ; Lord Castletowers leaning familiarly over
tho back of Saxon's chair, dictating tho words of
o letter which Saxon was writing ; Sir Charles
Burgoyno extended atfulllength ou agofu, smok-
ing a cigarette with his cyes closed. Both visi-
tors were obviously as much at homo as if in
their own chambers. They had been breakfasting
with Saxon, and tLe table was yect loaded with
pités, coffce, liquours, and all the luxurious ct
czeteras of a second déjediner.,

Saxon flung away his pen, sprang forward,
scized his cousin by both hands, and poured forth
a terrent of greetings.

% How good of you to come,” ho exclaimed,
“ after having taken tho troublo to go yesterday
to tho club! I was so0 sorTy to miss you! I meant
to hunt you up this very £ “ternoon in Ghancery-
lane. I havo been an ungiuteful fellow not to do
50 & week ago, and P'm sure I don'tknow how to
excuso myself. Tvo thought of you, cousin
Villiam, overy day >

¢ I should havo been sorry to bring you into
tho dingy atmosphere of the city, said Mr. Tre-
falden, pleasantly. ¢ I had far rather sco you
thus, enjoying tho good things which tho gods
bavo provided for you.”

And with this, Mr. Trefalden shook bandswith
Lord Castlctowers, hoped Lady Castlctowers was
well, bowed toSir Charles Burgoync, and dropped
into an casy-chair.

% You were writing,” ho sald, ¥ when I camo
in. Pray goon

Saxon blushed scarlet,

“ Oh no,” ho said, shyly, ©tho letters can wait?

4 So can I—and smoko s cigar in tho mean-
while?

% They—that is, Lerd Castletowers—ivas help.
ing mo to writo them—telling mo what {0 say,
in fact. Ho calls mo tho ¢ ImpolitoLetter Writer,!
and says I must learn to turn fino phrases, and
say the clegant things that nobody means?

“ Tho things thatnobody means are tho things
tbat overyboay likes? said tho Earl.

“1 havo often wished,” eai@ Burgoyne, from
tho sofs, # that somo clover person would writea
handbook of civil specches—a sort of ¢ Ready
Liary you know, or ¢ Perjurer’s Companion? It
would save a fellow 8o much troubloP

o be continued.



