5

378

CANADIANJLLUSTRATED NEWS.

Drervner 15, 1883.

UNDER THE SYCAMORE.

BY STRELLA OF LACKAWANNA,

He will not waken;
The gale has shaken
The leaves from the stalk of the white rose-tree:
And sharp and shril
. . Rings the wood bird’s tritl:
Yet he will not waken and speak tome.

Toall my Ylem!ing
He lics unheeding,
Who never was deaf to my ¢all bofore;
1 listen and wait
. [Till the hour gruws late!
No: only asigh in the syosmeore.

T eall him- ¢all him:
O clods that wall him
From my warm arms, will ye tell him so?
The gmss is wet
With my tears—~and yet
He will not answer: he cannot knos.

To all my pleading
He lies unheeding,
Who never was deat to my eall before
He will not awake,
. And my heart must break
Under the pitying sycamore.

MY LORD BELVIDERE.

1.

Phichus Adelphns Bellasis, the sixth Farl of
Belvid-re, occupied chambers in the Albany,
Piceadlly, Cousidered from the point of view
of the peerage, my Lord Belvidere was but a
poor man ; contempluted from the lower level
occupred by the commonalty he was very com-
fortably, even luxuriously provided for. The
heuse of Bellasis claimed to be of most ancient
descent : its titles were not acquired, however,
until early in the eighteenth century, when for
sundry sorvices rendered to the State, a certain
Hyperion Bellasis. goldsmith and jeweller, who

was said to have mnade = fortune by trading large- |

1y in Trish diamouds was created Baron Bellasis,
Viscount Bellamont, and Earl of Belvidere, all
in the ypeerage of Ireland. The large fortune
possessed by ths first Farl had suffered much in
the hands of his less prudent and thrifty succes-
sors, and of late years the family estates in the
province of Connaught had not proved specially
productive. Bnt during the long minority of
the sixth Earl his property had beer heedtully
nursed for him ; he was the owner of valuable
lands io Huntingdonshire, and of a town house
in Piinlico, now usually the occupation of his
lordship’s grandmother, the Dowager Countess of
Bellamont. His lordship’s mother had been dead
some years, For some time before her demise,
the delicate state of her health had compelled
ker ladyship to seei: a southern climate; she
had remzined abroad, visiting England only at
long intervals, She died at Rome, and was in-
terred in the Protestant cemetery there, beneath
the shadow of the well.-known pyramid of Caius
Cestins.

Lord Belvidere was of low stature and spare
figure ; his complexion was colorless, his features
insignificant. There was little light ip his large
short-sizhted, pale blue eyes ; bis hair was of a
sandy flaxen hae, and a fee ble mustache straggled
about Lis upper lip. Yet a cettain air of refine-
ment attended him ; he was graceful of bearing
and movement he was always tastefully and care-
fully dressed, and it was held that he wore in.
variably the look of one of gentle birth snd
breeding. Hewasa youngnobleman of dilettante
inelinings ; he was wont to dabble in literature,
in poetry and the fiue arts, but not venturing
very f{ar or deeply into those troubled waters—
not muvh above hisankle, so to speak. 1ndeed,
it caunot be said that he had in any respect
greatly distinguished himself. He had quitted
Oxtord without taking a degree ; he had tra.
velled and could make commonplace observations
in varicas foreign tongues ; he had written one
or two very tolerable articles in a high-class
Inagazines . small circulation. In politicy he
had not found that he could take auy interest;
he was wout to profess himself a liberal, for that
seemed the hest coursea man could pursue whose
opinions were inchoate, indistinct, unsettled,
incoherent; but he was not a representative
peer, ard he had never courted an English con-
stitiency.  Altogether he was accounted as a
very worthy yonug nobleman ; he had many
friends, and, generally, he was much liked ; but
he was by no means viewed as one of the shiniug
lighti of the peerage ; noone ventured to reckon
him among the *“coming men” of the time.
However, there are so many so-cslled *‘coming
men ”” who never come to much, if they come to
anything or ¢ome at ajl.

1L

Lord Belvidere had returned to his chambers
from a calm amble in the Kow on one of the
satest of hacks.

““Any oue called ¥’ his lordship asked of his
faithful servant Curtis.

"Yes, a party had called,” Curtis replied,
with some hesitation of manner.

“When you.say a party, Curtis, am I to under-
stand you to mean a lady or a gentleman 3’

*The party was a female, my lord,” explained
Curtia.

** She left her name " ‘ :

*‘Name of Nibloe, my Jord. Susanpah Nibloe,

she said your lordship would be sure to remem-
Ler the name, and your lordship would he sire
to see her, and she would call upon your lord-
8hip again.”

¢ Name of Nibloe, Susanuah Nibloe," Lord
Belvidere repeated, musingly. ‘ Now when
and where did I ever hoar of the name of Nib-
loe, Susannah Niblos ! Has she ever called hore
before, Cuartisi”

¢t Never to my knowledgs, my lord."

] seem to know tho name.  Some old ser-
vant, probably.”

¢« She's elderly, my lord, but not so very old ;
about fifty, perhaps: and stout in proportion,”
observed Curtis. ¢ Highly respectable looking,
if | may sn, my lord. Might be n_housekeeper,
my lord, or even a monthly nurse.”

*“Thank you, Custis, 1 think I understand
the sott of person. Well, if she calls again aud
I happen to be at home, of course 1 will see her.
Nibloe, Nibloe, Susannah Nibloe—pow, when
aud where did I ever hear the name of Nibloe {”

The subject hanuted and perplexed his lord-
ship for the remainder of the day.

1L

It was evening ; a shaded lamp shed a soft.
ened mellow light upon the scene.

Lord Belvidere was siting tu his comfortable,
well carpeted, warmly curtained study ; a cap of
coflee stood upen a litile table beside him ; he
wns smoking a cigarette, the while with an
ivory paper-knife of a large and ornamental sort
—it had almost the aspect ot 8 harlequin’s wand
-—he eut the leaves ot a new magazine in which
an article written by himself was printed. e
was lookiug forward to some few hours of casi-
ness, wamth, quiet, and literary entertainment,
when Curtis announced the return of Mrs, Nib-
loe.

““ T must sce her, of course,” said his lordship
with a sigh, as he closed the magazine : he had
been much interested iv his coutnbution to that
work. ‘¢ Show Mrs. Nibloein."”

There entered a lady whose face for the mo-
ment seemed to be all smiles as her figure ap-
peared to be all courtesies and obeisances.  She
was of tlorid complexion ; her hair was anburn,
but perhaps by a lawyer would be described as
rather her own by purchase than by descent,
her costume was of the variegated, radiant and
flambovant order. In other respects she justified
Curtis's account of her; she was fifty perbaps,
and she was stot of form ; she might have brea
a housekeeper, or even a mounthly nurse. She
owned s bright ana relling eve, much vivocity
of expression, and a voice of fruity quality,
somewhat husky in certain of its tones.

* Your lordship has qnite forgotten me, 1
fear 1’ she said interrogatively.

““I'ray be seated, Mrs. Nibloe,” he replied
with evasive politeness. ‘1 recollect the name :
at Jeast 1 thiuk I may say that | have some ve-
collection of the name of Nibloe.”

‘¢ Perhaps the name of Moss may be wore
familiar te your lordship 1’

¢ Possibly,”” said Lerd
vague glance at his visitor.

*“ My first was Moss,” explained the lady
‘¢ at least it would have been first if things had
happened as they ought to have hippened. |
was always known as Mrs. Moss until | married
Nibloe. | call Nibloe my secoud.”

* And Mr. Nibloe survives ¥’ hiszlordship in-
quired. Not that he was in the least interested
coucerning the existence of Mr. Nibloe, but he
felt that it behoved him to say something.
© *“ Deary me, no,” answered the lady, “I'm
a widder again. Nibloe conldn't abide married
life. He was in the sealaring way of business.
He marriecd me tor my money. 1 didn’t know
it then, but I know it now. We did not live
very happily together. So in a fit of temper—
Lie had always a nasty temper had Nibloe—he
ran away from me, weant to sea again, and was
drowned. That was the last of Nibloe.”

““ Poor Nibloe!” murmnred Lord Belvidere
sympathetically. But, upon the whole, he was
not disposed to marvel at the running away of
his visitor's hasband.

“ And now may I ask,” said his lordship
after a pausve, ** to what | am indebted for the
honor of Mrs. Nibloe's visit ¥"* .

‘“] was anxious to see you lordship once
again."”

“ That anxiety is, I am sure most gratifying
and flattering to me. And—way that all, Mrs.
Nibloe 1

“ Ah!" she cried, with some abruptness of
manner, ‘] see that your lordship has eclean
forgotten me! Why, I was your lordship’s first
narse. 1've rocked your lordship to sleep in
these arms many and many’s the time, Why,
wheu your lurdship was but & blessed infant,
your lordship was never so happy 8s when in
your Mossy's arms.  For Mossy was what your
lordship always cailed your faithful nurse in
thewn happy times, Mossy was almost the first
word as your lordship ever spoke.”

“Did 1 take the liberty of ealling you
Mossy ' Lord Belvidere inquired vaguely.

*¢ | fear that your lordship has forgotten all
absut me.”’

“ Let me say that I only dimly remember
you, Mrs. Moas—Mrs Nibloe I should eall you.
Many years have, of course, elupsed since the
time you have referred to. 1 hope I um not un-
grateful for any kindnesses I have received in
the past fromn you, or indeed from any other
person.

~ “Your lordship has very good reason to be
grateful to me if you knew all.'’ )

“ If 1 knew ali 1 g there anything, then, I
do not know and should know ¥’

- % A mauy things,” Mrs. Nibloe replied frank-
ly. But'it’s dry work talking,” she added.

¢t Pardon me, 1 should offer you some refresh-
ment. You have been walking far perhaps, and

.

Jelvidere, with a

are fatigued doubtless. You will take some
tea ! or a cup of cotfee I’ hia lordship rang the
bell.

¢ Coffee T It would keep we awake all night,
1 dare not touch it. No if it’s anything it must
he just the merest thought in life of gin, hot
and sweet,  ['m subject to a stitch in the side
which takes me at odd times, and that’s the
only thing 1 ever found to do me au{ good."

His lordship in grave tones gave the requisite
orders to Curtiy, who opened wide his eyes.

*“ | suppese we have gin in the houss,” said
Lord Belvidere doubtfully , “* If not you will
got some,”

‘“ And let the water be as hot as hot,” inter.
posed Mrs, Niblos, addressing herself to Curtis,
“ there’s a dear good young man.”

The reflreshment, brought and consumed, had
a stirring and unlecking etleet upon Mrs. Nib-
loe. Tt was as though her words were set loose ;
they came flocking forth liked escaped prisoners
or released schaolboys, and a way to her heart
seemed opened, Her sentiments and emotions
were, 50 to say, proclaimed public property,

“ My own boy * she exclaimed, gazing tondly
at his lordship, whosomewhat wineed the while
vethe felt that the atlaction of an old servant
munst be consideratoly viewed—was in itsell a
thoroughly respectable and warthy thing., *‘For
you really are my own boy,” M:s. Ntbloe eried,
““if the truth was told and every one had their
rights.”

“I really don’t understand you, Mrs. Nibloe.”

LW you kiss me 27 she demanded,

" Well, really,” his lordship hesitated, ©if
you insist upon it—if it is absolutely necessary.”

“ You ar+ my own, own child, Harry Muass,
that’s what von are, God bless vou ;" and as she
spoke zhe tell, or rather she threw herself, upou
his Jordship, circled hig neck with herarms and
burst into tears,

After this manifestatlon of emotion she be-
came garrnlous, aud at great leugth, employing
many words and permitticg herself’ varons di-
gressiops and  irrelevaneies, she told a very
strange starv. His lowdship listened with amaze.
ment, with slaru, almost with horror. He tried
hard to belisve her, but he found himself gra-
dually driven from the position of ineredulity
he had token up in the first instance and had
endvavored to occupy and maintain.

Herstory was to this etfect : He was not the
real Lord B-lviders ; his nume was Harry Moss;
he was her own child, whom she, emploved as
nurse in the Bellasis family, bad substituted for
the infant heir to the peernge.  She haed, ag she
stated, stolen the aristocratic infant from its
eradle, and placed there in its stead her plebian
and illegitimate offspring.

Where, then, was the rightful heir, the real
Lord Belvilere? -

Wholly ignorant of his origin, of the rauk he
wag entitled to, he bore the name of Harry Moss,
and he gained a very humble and precarisusg, in-
deed rather what may be ealled a deadly liveli-
hood, by teiling as a *“writer ” at alaw stadn-
er's in Cursitor street, Chancery lane.

When, after some hours, Mrs. Nibloe with-
drew from the Albany, her speech was a little
hazy, her guit uncertain, and her wonted bright-
ness of eve was certainly veded,  She had con-
cinded her stery aud the decanter of Geneva
which Cuartis had prodoaced was very pearly
empty. - A strong odor of spirits was over all
the room.

She left Lord Belvidere—for it will be con-
venfeut still to  describe  him—a  shattered
creatnre.  His uerves were all unstrung, his
cheeks were blanched, his voice was a mers
whisper, his heart throbled pamfully. Alto
gether he was most miserable.  He staggered to
a sofa and threw bhimself-full length upon it,
covering his face with his hands.

It seemed to him impossible to doubt the
truth of Mrs. Nibloe's statement—it was set
forth with such convincing circamstantiality,
He could not persuade himself for a moment
that the woman was capable of inventing so very
remarkable a narrative. )

His lordship passed a wretched night.

iv.

What was to be donet Lord Belvidere was
qnite clear upon one point: He must- consull
hiy selicitor. The next morning found his
Lordship closeted with Mr. Fuoskett, of Furni-
val’s Inn, who had during mauvy years acted as
the confidential legal adviser of the B llasis
family. Forkntt was a thickset gentieman,
witha rich, deep, strong voice, very white hair
standing erect, keen. brown eyes, a red face, and
rude, gnarled features. His manner was pleasant-
ly frank and hearty, if a little abrupe,

To Mr. Foskett Lord Belvidere repeated fully
and at leugth Mrs. Nibloe’s extraordinary
story.

“*The woman's mad,'’ said Mr. Fosket,
simply s ““mad, withour a doubt.  There are 50
many inad-women ine th world. In poiut of
fact, every other woman yout ineet is more or
less mad.  And they’re fond of going about tell.
ing storics of this sort. A woman no sooner be-
comes u mother than she thinks something
strange has happened to her child; that it has
been changed at nurse for somebody else's, or
sawe nonsense of that sort.  Your Mrs. Nibloe
wanted a good shaking, my lord, I'hete’s a
wonderful lot of women going about who want
o good shaking. She's mad, depend upon it.”
Mr. Foskett was a bachelor.

Lord Belvidere shook his head. [le was not
to be persuaded that Mr+. Nibloe was mad,

“ Then she was drank,” said Mr. Foskett de-
cigively.

His Lordship was unable to accept this ex-
planation of the cage,

Something must be done, he xaid. Inqniry
must be made,  Mrs, Nibloe's story must be
sifted. 'I'hat it was true, in part ot auy rate, he
conld not doubt, The womaa had certa:nly bren
in the service of his mother. He had some re.
collection of hor himself, but he was not, he ad-
witted, very clear upon the subject.  And thoen
this young man, known as Harry Moss—whom
she declared to be the real Lord Belvidere—
must be looked for and discovered.

1 don'"t kuow that it is our business to lonk
for him,"" observed Mr. Foskett, ** No doubt
Lhe'It be fortheoming fast enough, Ay arule
claimants are not mach troubled with modesty
or foud of kevping in the backgrounmd, 1f there's
anythivg in the case at all—which 1 very much
question-—your Lordship may rely upon meeting
with this Mr, Harry Moss befora long.’

*If Mrs. Nibloe's story is true, of course the
young man is very much to be pitied—iy de.
serving of every consideration at our hands, Ha
hasall these vears been Kept out of the title und
}smpuny that are righttuily his. Probably he
s suflered much 3 he hay been doumed to a
life of indigenee awud privation, it may be, 1
have the sincerest compuassion for him,™”

“ Bat, of vourse, o title and property such as
yaur Lovdship eujovs are not abandoned without
a struggle, {\'c wust wmueet this claimant, if he
is to be reckoned a claimant, as other clatmants
are to be met—in a court of justive—-and he
must be dealt with aceording to law,  We shall
carry the case from court 1o court until we v
tain a ival decision upon it. A sutreuder with.
wut a tight is always o mistake, as | judge, and
1s pot to be thought of for a moment 1 this
matter,”

| would do nothing Quixotie,” said Lord
Belvidere, “*at the same time 1 will do nothing
unjust.  Pirectly 1 find that Fam standing tn
this young man's shoes | step out of them, Lt
him show that heis really Lord Belvidere and 1
change places with him, 1 will even consent to
call myselt Heary Moss, thougn God kpows it
will be hard.™

*Just so,"" asquiesced Mr, Foskett, with a
suspicious glance at bis elient.

“Awd then there s Lady Gwendolive to be
thongnt of,” sanl s Lordship.

AMr. Foskett was stient, He kuew, as indeed
every one Knew —lor the fact haa been apnouneed
1 the newspapers —that a matrimonmal alliance
was an the tias-—thatl was Bow it was stated—
vetween his Lordship mnd Lady Gwendoline, the
davyhiter of the Marquis ol Mountacute,

COIF Mo Nibioe's story as true, what am 1 to
aay to Lady Gwendoline ¢!

L think, my Lovd,” snggested Mr. Foskett,
*that quute the fisst thing te do is to discover
whether thys old woman's story is true or
not."

With an understanding that diligent inquiry
into the matter should be comwenced torthwitna
the solicttor Look teave of his noble client.

V.

When Lord Belvidere next met his Jegal ad-
viser it was observable that Mr. Foskett's brow
was sotewhut clonded.

“ft ia cunous,’’ he observed ; ¢ thare are
circumnstances in thig case | find 1t hart to ac.
count fur. At the sawe time, I venture to say
that there 18 very littlo this chumant could pos-
sibly carry into court with him.”

** You bave seen Mrs. Nibloe I asked his
Lordship.

*I nave heard Mrs. Nibloe repeat the story
she told your Londstup.””

“You have found Harry Moss 1"

1 have found the young man known as
Harry Moss. Oddly enongh, he works for & law
stationer whom 1 often employ. 1 can lay my
hand upon Harry Moss at uny moment.”

““He is amnice, worthy, respectable sort of
voung man {7 his Lordship asked, in a hesitat.
g way.

't Tuat is bardly how { should describe him,”*
aaid Mr. Foskett,

* 1 mean, of course, taking iuto account the
peenliar circnmstances ot his position.”

'L mean that, too,” said the lawyer. ¢ No,
he's not exactly what [should eall & nice young
man, ot e writes an excellent hand, and he
earns five.and-twenty shillinge & week—wlhen
he 13 sober.”

“ Hes not always sober I inguired lLord
Belzidere.

* Heis often drunk,” said Mr. Foskate.

Thy fawyer then set forth some further par-
tieulars of the case, the result of his investiga.
tion,

His Lordship was barn at Folkestone. The
lute Conntess of Belvidere had been taken sud-
denly il there ; she had just crossed the Chan-
nel and was on bher way to London, The nearest
medieal man was sent for,  Her child was born
prematurely, and  for some tiwe its life way de-
spaired of, the while the Countess herself lay in
a very preearious state, Mrs, Nibloe, theu call
ing herself Mrq, Moss, but believed to be un-
married, had been engaged as nurse to the child.
She had reported at the time that her own child,
to whom she bad lately given birth, was dead.
sne now cotfessed that her statement in that
respect was false,

“In fact,” commented Mr. Foskett, *‘the
woman's a tremendous linr, there's no doubt
ahout it, and overything she says must be re-
ceived with extreme caution. She would be
shattered all to picces in tho wituesy box. Her
evidence without corroboration would be of no
gort of value,”




