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CHAPTER XVI—DO ROLLING STONES EVER
GATHER MOSS/—THE TORQUAY LODGING
HOUSE.

Back w Esgland—back to the old familiar
place ; this going back to the old place comprises a
great deal that s very sad and painful sometimes,
as you well knaw, gentleman or lady reader, if
you tave left that old place with the hope of
mending your health or your pockets. Ag, it is
not at all a pleasant thing, I can assure you, this
coming back, especially if you have old scenes
witl the bope of doing better in the new.

As lopg as the world lasts there will be cen-
sorious, uncharitab’e people, who must fiad fault
with their ceighbor, and the way he wanages kis
affairs ; and, at the same time, these sort of peo-
ple are the very last who will give him a helping
hand, though they can make a _dozen trite re-
marks—such as that of the amizble Rocheflou-
cauld, who said that f misforlune was but another
word for imprudence ;> or the well-kaown pro-
verb, * Rolling stones gatber no moss;’ &e,

‘Well, you sce, Marion had a little of this sort
of thing to endure. She had been-a bit of a
rollinr stone in her way ; and there were some
two or three celf-styled [riends who, baviog pre-
viotely nidiculed the idea of. gomng to Treland,
and dragging old Mr. Craxg with her., when she
could as easily have got a situation in Eagland,
were now quite ready to find out that she had
best have stayed at home, till she praved to them
that she had really gathered a Jittle mnss, asshe
bad a hundred pounds 1 her possession.

¢ And what was she gomg to do with it
surely stay quietly ia Lioodon, and seek another
situation,’ o

¢ Nothing of the sorti my healih 13 breakigg
under constant exposure 30 the weather. [ shall

buy alittie furniture, take a small cottage 1o

the country, let part of 1t, and give lessops j—

thus I can live comfortably, and support my fa

ther ti)l better days shall come.l’

¢ All very foolish, growled the catechist; -
¢ you'll not be able to bear strangers about you
when you get them. Suppose your father were
to become very ilf, or your owa health should
break up stil more than at present, whal then

¢Ay, what then, suppose the meoa were to
fall from the cky ¥ rejnined EVIgrmn, though, an-
noyed at the discouragement givea lo her, she
immediately added, somewhat gravely, ¢ Do you
not thiok 1t a better thing to encourage young
people, than cast down their spirits by a lhous-
and suppositions which, after all, may never comne
to pass? 1 may =0t succeed j it I do, I shall
prefer a quiet country Iife to that which I ust
lead w Loudon. "Luerefore, please dow’t ima-
gioe {or me hovrors which may never gxist.’

The end of it all was that, a lortnight after
her arnival w Liondon, Marion prepared for her
journey 1nto Devonshire, Herbert and Lalian
havieg vamly endeavored to make her change
her resolution, and, leaving DMlr. Craig on their
‘hands, retire immediately to Namur,. as the good
‘atins had consented to receive ber without a pen-
sion.

Marion, howerver, would not bear of it ; the
poor old man, haif in his dotage, clung to her
with a childhke confidence. Should she leave
lun, when perhaps a little, only a little longer
endurance would settle everything without auy
inteference on ber parr?

Poor Mr. Craig, he had overheard tlus offer,
so kindiy meant on the part of Herbert ; he had
tieard, too, Marios’s rejection ot the offer; sull
he was unessy, she wignt be over-persuaded, he
thought ; what if slxe‘shoult{llare tired of -hn 7
And so, when evening came, he satapart thiok-
ing of the past—of old days, when he was a
rick man in Mauchester—of his rash specula-
tions, by which'he bad risked his large property
—of the holy of which be bad been guilty,
not drawing n his expenses whilst there had been
yet lime to retrieve ks shattered fortunes—of
the tremendous crisis, caused by the depression
in the cottdu trade—his own bankruptcy—and
then o1 all the dark trying scenes of the Jast two
years—and be asked himself the pawnful ques-
tion, ¢ Was be living too long for Marion? “But
no; he dashed away the thought as gquickly as tt
had entered his head; s Marion was true as
steel, He was coofident. sle would not desert;
bim in the evening of hi's. days, to 'ioll'qw out ‘her:
views just a little quicker: Herbert was ‘very
good, and Lalian was /75 Lilian as well as Ma-
rion ; but Lilian is married, and cannot do in her
busband’s bome just as she would do were she
‘sgle ; he sbould pot like, be was sure he shiould

“not hikey to Live in the howse of s son-in-law,

“however.good he might be. .Thus much, snd a

great - deal more; ‘the poor old .gentleman, "bad

thought as he'sat there beside'ibe window, a'few
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nights before they left London, with lis vener-”
able head bent down on his hands, buried in deep
and bitter thought ; whilst Marion, whose active
mind never aliowed her to be idle long, was bu-
sying herself in those various occupations which
have to be made when about to leave home.—
At last her work was finished, the sunhght was
dying away, tiotiog with its golden radiance the
clear blue heavers, clear despite the Loadon
smoke, and shedding a bright crimson tint over
the bowed-down head of Ler father.’

¢ What makes bim so t7¢ste to-mght?’ she
said to herself; *he is seldom so quiet; and I
bave been so busy both with head and hands, I
bhave quite forgotten my poor dear charge.’

Then advancing to his side, and stooping down
so low that her bright golden curls mingled with
his silver Jocks, she kissed his brow saying—

¢ What 1s the matter, papa? What makes
you so sad to-night? Why, shame oo me to
have so long forgotten to talk to you.’

¢ Nothing is the matter, love, except that my
heart is very sad.’

¢ And why sadder than ususl 7 she sad. ¢1
think we ought to be more cheerful.’

I am thinking about this change, Marion j—

{ Herbert 15 very good, but only a son-in-law after

all. I fee) wy poverty now, Marion, more keenly
than ever,’

¢ What do you mean, papa? What has ITer-
bert to do w:th us, or %hy should you feel our
poverty more thun ever ? 1t has been much worse
than at the present moment, gloomy as the fulure
may be.

¢ It has thus much to do, ehild, that now, when
age is creeping fast over me, I bave to give up
even the poor home I have enjoyed with you,
and reconcile.myself to seek a Lome with Her.
bert.’

¢ With Ierbert, papa! what can you be
thinking of # exclaimed Marion.

$Did I not overhear Lilian sayicg this very
afternoon that she and Herbert wished I would
live. with“them, and that-thus you~could get to
Namur at once P said the old man, looking up
at his daughter with « something of anger in lis
face. B o

A sudden light flashed wpoi Marion ; she was,
howerver, much shocked at the utter waant of in-
telligence now betrayed by ber fither, who had
evidently taken it into his head that she was
waking preparations to go into a convent  instead
of to take bim with ber to Devonshire, and,
throwmng her arms around s neck, she ex-
claimed —

¢ My dearest father, what cen have made you
think that tins idea of poor Lilian’s would ever
be acted upon! It was her wish, nol mine.—
Why make yourself yp miserable ? Never have
I been otherwise thad cheerful and contented,
feaving the future alvaygic the hands of Gadj
besides, Jo you forget thah we hotir leave Lion-
don together for Defgfshire on Wednesday
mormng ? R

For a momeet the olf man mused, as if striv-
ing to collect bis scaltered thoughts, then he
placed his hand to Lls torehead, and suddenly his
face-lighted up, = .-

¢ Ab, yes,? he*s¥id ; ¢ I remember pow, love;
how very stupid of me to forget it. And here
have 1 been making myseif so miserable, because
I'“thoughl you were going to leave yonr poor old
fatber. Yet, darling,” be added, a sorrowful
look apgain passing over his face, ¢ 1t 15 a sad, sad
thing to keep you strugzghng on with me, instead
of your bemng bappy i your own way.’

¢ You, dear old [ather, will you be quet, and
let me talk P said Marion speaking in the coax-
ing tone one would adopt when talking lo a
child. ¢1 @m happy m my own way; tlere,
will that contest you? T am qute happy at
thinking thut we are both geing to the beauvtiful
ceuniry. It is only you who will make me the
reverse, if you (ake such silly 1deas wto your
head.

Thus gently combatting with ler father’s in-
firnity, the good Marion soothed away ins frou-
ble; and the next day but one, early in the
brig ht spring morning, they left London for Ex-
eter, on the way o 'L'erquay. :

It Lad been a-mool pomnt with Marion whe-
ther she should not have selected some watering-
place in Lancashire—such as Lytham or Black-
pool—as the scene of her future labors § but,
on second -considerations, she changed her
m;ad. . : »

,&"ou'see"sh'e was no saint, this Marion that we
are telling you about. T question whether, if in
the end she does.get to Namur, she won’t find
that there 1s a terrible. amount of work to be
done; for the plam fact 'was, she would notre-
‘turn'to'Lancashire lest she stould come in cou-
tact with any of their . former . Manchester ac-
quantances, who'bad all of a sutlden forgotten,
whem his bankruptey took place, that they had
ever Styled:themselves her father’s (riends, and
“been ‘sumptuously regaled’ by bim’ o bis: rich
house .at Bowden, , It..was. very natural; yow
“know; though ' not 1 accordance with Marion’s:
Usiandard of perfection, that "she should feel in
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this way ; but then, poor girl, she was so often
below the mark, ¢Bad enough,’ she thought,
¢ for those cold-bearted people to know that I
have to give lessons; but more terrible spll,
were I (o get them, or any of their friends, into
my own house.

So it was, then, that she determied on re-
moving to Torquay—a place to which she was
quite a stranger, but of the beauties of wkich she
bad heard much.

_Those who know the road between Yeovil
aund Exeter will bear witness With us as to the
beauty of the scenery ; but can there be alove-
ler scene than that between Exeter and Tor-
quay, with the noble sea and over-hangmg cliffs
greeting the eye at every tura in the road 7

At last the journey is over; and, gazing {rom
the window, Marion beholds, a httle distance
from the stalion, cliffs covered with creeping
plants; and crowned with a cluster of white vil-
las, hanging as 1t were between earth and
heaven.

* What a lovely spot!’ iavoluntarily burst
from her lips; and Jovely it was, especially
viewed 1n the soft sunset of that faic May even-
g, the light fleecy clouds breakiog here and
there, and the cleur blue of the borizon, dyed
with its own gorgeous hues, shedding a golden
light on the broad and beantiful bay.

For that one mght Marion put up at the
Queen’s Hotel, facing which arose a <hff co-
vered with the wild primrose and profusion of
creeping plaats.

Early in the moroing she sallied forth to ex-
plore the place, and engaged a cheap lodging in
the Avenue Road till ske could meet with a ha-
bitation, which she very quickly found on the
chits. It was a pretty cottage, aflording just
sufficient rooms for herself, her father,and a
servant, and also for one family. This cottage
she furmished 1o the simplest manner ; but every-
thing was neat and clean, so that her rooms
did not stand long unlet, and evesfefthed a good
price.

So far all was cowlewr de rose, and Marion’s
spirits were high ; but of course her new life had
its drawbacks, and she will find out what they
are quite soon eaough.

Marion was wholly inexpericoced, had never
been accustomed to bave strangers about her
before. It won’t exactly do, she tkinks, to take
for a gwide as to charges that hard woman with
whom she had lodged herselt in the Avenue
Road. Marion considered ber charges extor-
tionate, and so they were.

* Would she not make a reduction 1a her bill
Marion suggested, sorsewhat timidly.

¢ No j she should insist on the whole amount,
which Marion paid with great disgust, consiler-
ing herself imposed an, and no longer wonder-
ing that barsh things were said about persons
who let therr houses not being always very hon-
orable ; for the world, unbappily, views hings
en masse but too often.

Owing to her Catholictsm becoming quickly
known, Marion found it extrewmely difficult to get
puptls, as she had expected, so that you see she
was thrown ratber too much on the little her
house would do for her bere ; thus was the frst
shadow thrown over her path, in her otherwise
pleasant home. )

The once rich Misa Craig, too, could net so
utterly forget the past as to like the employment
which feil 10 ber ot in the kitchen ; she felt her-
self pamnfully above her present position; and
though she strove perpetually to call to mind the
humble employments of tiiose priviteged ones in
the lowly huouse at Nuzareth, still her senutive
nature shrunk ofientimes from the performance
of such servilé duties.

¢ Broken-down rich penple!' Alas, alas, how
much of human misery do vol these words com-
prehend!  Bad esough, hard enough, are the
trials of poverty for those who bave never known
the comfort which wealth can bestow, Very
trying isit to the poor lady or gentleman —tbe
clerk, the governess, the artizt or the author—1to
keep up that respectable appearance which they
must of necessity maintain, for an outward share
of respectability 15 all the world to them. And
there are few who will ot deny that such as
these lrave oftentines more to suffer, and far
more dificulty in gelling employmeunt, than the
working classes, if thbe . Jatter be bat indusirious
and sober ; for it 18 an undoubted fact, that per-
sous who rhinister to what we may term the
Jluxuries of those above them in a worldly point
ol wew, Lave Jur more to encounter than those
whose lot it is to ‘contribute to their necesstties.
Take, for 1nstance, the domestic ‘servant and the
accomplished lady, each in guest of employment.
If the former. be but industrious and civil, gever
-need she lack-a good situation ; wailst bundreds
of poor governesses and ‘lady artists, with-all the
refined and delicate feelings which ' education
‘béstows and strengthens, -seek 1t oltentimes in
'vain. : . . P
... But-worse, far worse still than ths; s the.

state of ‘those ‘who have been rich; and then by

sorce hideous catastrophe are plunged in poverty, [CHAPTER XVIL.—IOW HERBERT FIRST B8y

such as was that.of poor Marion Craig. How
much to learn, how mueh to suffer, bow much of
human feeling to subdue! We have raid why
she did aot choose a place msing to notoriety,
hke that pretty Lytham, with its almost eptirely
Catholic population ; honest, kindhearted Lan-
cashire folks, who would have welcomed her so
leartily amongst them. Well, I have told you
why she did not ‘go there; she was not quite
bumble enough to make up her mind to encoucter
the Manchester people, her own former acquaint-
ances, many ol whom patronise Lytham and
Blackpool, and so went to Torquay instead.

Ab, Marion, Marion, all this rebellion of your
proud heart is wvainj for how true are those
words oi the author of that inimitable work,—
¢ The Following of Christ :”— Dispose and or-
der all thinks according as thou wilt, and as
seems best to thee, and thou shalt still find some-
thing 10 sufler, either willmgly or uuwillingly,
and so thou shalt stll fiad the cross,” So it was
that one bright summer evening, just after the
trains had come 1, there was a sharp ring at the
hall bell. The maid was asked what apartments
were to let, and, with a burning flush suffusing
ber cheeks, Marion came forward and recognised
an old acquaintance of ber father’s, accompanied
by his wife and two daughters.

An exclamation of surprise burst from their
lips ; and then the pamful question was asked,
Were they staying at Torquay ? how long had
they been there? they were so glad 1o meet
them again,

Come, Marion, it is surely time (o lay aside
your pride, for you must disclose the truth, and
accept the humiliation which bas come to you
quite without your seekiog for it; for you have
waodered a greal many miles iromn your old
place, lest you should eacounter any of those you
kuew in your rich happy home at Bowden; and
yet here they are tn Torquay, and,amongst many
other houses wish bitis in the windows, bave come
to you after all.

A really kind-bearted ifamily, though, were
these Tlowards, and sorry did they feel that they
bad oot at once comprehended that Miss Craig
had come down so low In the world, as far as
money matters went, as to let lodgings ; so,
affecting not to notice (he confusion of (his poor
proud Dlarion, as she faltered out that her father
and herself beli the house, but thai they let part
of it off, they asked her terms for the ensuing
month, On hearing which, the rooms were im-
mediately engaged ; and whilst they returned to
the station to give orders about their luggage,
Marion, smothering the sigh wiich rose to her
lips, prepared for the accommodation of those
who had once felt themselves honored by the
acquaintanceship of persons who had been in-
finitely above thew in pont of worldly wealth.

"There is no doubt, however, but that Mr. and
Mrs, Howard would have passed by Torre Cot-
tage, bad they konawn who were ils oceupants.—
¢ There was somelbing inexpressibly anooying,’
said the lady, ¢ in the thouglit of that delicate,
accomplished Marion having to cook and super-
intend things for them. ‘There was wo help,
however, and before niglit they were installed 1
their temporary home. _

T their astouishment they were not many
days in DMarion’s bouse before they discovered
that an utter change bad come over her. With
a kindly wish Lo save her trouble, Mrs Howard
kept as plain a table as possible; but Marion
surmised the reason, and Mrs. Howard expressei
her wonder, when several litrle delicecies occa-
sionaily appeared on tbe table, that the formerly
rich young lady knew how to watch over the
comiorts of her ladgers better than that person
m the Strand with whom she lived last year, and
who had never occupied Lhe position of a lady
alter all,

Mr. Craig’s belplessness and imbecility, too,
won their liearty sywnpathy. It was shown after
their departure from the house in the shape of a
bamper conlaining three dozen of choice wines
for hiraself, and a token of friendship for his
davghter. Marion bad perforce made a step in
advance'; sbe would now as soon have any of the
Maunchester people as  strangers — perhaps
sooner ; for they might exercise a little more for-
bearance towards her than the latter would be
ready to do. : ,

Hawerver, let vs leave her for a while, merely
adding, that there 1s nothing which brings nol its
own pecutiar difficulties—and Marion gradually
finds out what hers will he. She will not always
meet with kind-hearfed souls, chary of giving
trouble, or with those whose minds are refined
enough to treat with her asan equal. No; far
oltener, poor Marion, will your delicate frame,
so unused to such active employment, bend be-
peath the yoke imposed by those who'will never
think of -sparing you ;—far oftener, -unless you
become. utterly ‘dead to. ‘self, . will your proud
beort,. owning - its, own, .weakness, fail, becanse

you-cannot:brock being addressed :as an . inferior. , : ¢ )
-Views, many-persons never-troublieg to-read thesss -

to those now above you as to worldly means.
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WAS REVIEWED-—A FEW WORDS'TO ROGL.
BEGINNERS., ‘

Slowly, though surely, the Leslies Bebedl
break 1o the clouds that had hung over thesr I
tunes, aud a bright gleam shone through,, »
vealing the silver lining 'vey & th, ,

Mr. Richmead zax proved himself a wars <
friend ; bad recommended others to Herbast
studio ; and, moreaver, had labored 'so stresmomt« -
mn bis bebalf, that he bad procured from a friemd-
au introduction, to one of the leading. periodizass,
and thus the first of Herbert’s papers on the fop-
arts was alreacy mn type. TFor these fie wan w.-
be paid a given sum weekly, which sulficed fp.
remove them to a more comfortable lodging 3 1@
Lilian consoled herself with the hope that, a8 me
very great distance of time, she should be able 3o
release Marion from the bard life she was awarg -
she was leading at Torquay ; and, if her fatbes -
should still cling to her sister as itherto, s
could at least, have the happmess of krowing that -
bher own brighter prospects would help consider—
ably to the amelioration of their sorrows , for -
had determined that they should share one ¢can--
mon home. Mr. Richmord had also let tlaxgs.
into much of the manwurring which, as in everp—
thing else, lies hidden under the surface i (i
literary profession ; had bid him not be -
couraged, but push energetically forward; (a7~
ing him to remember that true talent never zyu-
1sts without a corresponding energy and perse- - -
verance.

At lnst the first portion of the article writtex
by Herbert appeared. The first ! and rerezn-
ber, O reader, how much depended on his swe-
cess for the long future spreadbefore hins—
either one of three things; a sort of medioraw
success, which should snatch luvm from the misery
which surrounded bimself, lus beloved Lilian, apd -
her lamily, and establish his claims in some o-
gree as a worthy claungut on pnblic favor, Budl -
as an artist and an author ; an utter fainre, Yom -
result of which would be extremely hurtfo} i
him in both capacities, and would even leave hime.
worse off than in his original pesitien ; or a Brik-
Irant sticcess, such as tolls to the lot only of .=
favored few, and 15 too often pot so much {3
result of any peculiarly striking talent as of sows -
fortuilous chance, unusual good lortune, or evex -
of some powerful interest, 1 a eountry in whick -
s0 very little1s accomplished, unfortunately, wnb-
out it, '

It happened, theo, that on one pleasant Sép.
tember morning, just as Herbert was making Bue -
preparations for going to hiz studicy the frwe-
pumber of the Magazine was sent him,
per post, from the publisher, zccompsnied by -w
couple of newspapers. lle opened, of course
with the nervous eagerness which a young aatiiox. -
1s sure to feel, the magazine in question ; winksi:
the delighted Lulian, her big black eyes beamiime
with pleasure, leaned over ins shoulder; for net
content with hearing Herbert read his artrele-
aloud, she needs must read it toe. Thetr he:
opencd one of the newspapers, fechug ecglident. ¢
that he should. there see, as indeed there wag
review of that article of Ins wlich he had .gusy
perused with so much delight,  "'What did he ser.
fiowever but half a column pregoant with all-the: -
spiteful satire wit which (he reviewer’s pen be -
comes envenomed when be wishes to cut vp.
as the term goes. Not osly was poor Hes
bert’s article abused through thick and thing sz
points perhaps where 1t might be justly assailakle
but where praise ought duly to bave been metzi:
out it was withbeld. He koew nothing of the
subject concermng which he wrote; he waz.
wrong on every pomt; and the reviewer esdesd
by odvising him to study the matter ut issue feoxe~
is first elements before be should Tenture torpze
pen to paper again.

All koow how that poor, talented creatwe
Keats was affected by the lash of the reviewer 3,
how he allowed the uemeriel abuse he had ve-
ceived to have such an effect upon bim tha% #
was the cause of Ius death; how that nolde
Byron, gifted as he vadoublediy was, was treek-
ed by them, and bow keenly he felt their spitefud -
abuse ; and as Lilian noticed the effect the atzp~
ciously false article bad upon her husband, she- -
dreaded what the consequences might be,ze- -
membering as she did how similar articles bo® -
affected those to whom we have alluded. Fag
tusately, just as Herbeit’s fit. of anger subside®
into one of melanchaly, she heard a;double knorks. -
at the door, and imwediately afterwards themr
kiod friend Mr. Richmord entered the room, be-
fore. whom she placed the obnoxious paragraph.

¢ Why, Leslie, you surely don’t mean to le§ ase= -
see, you cast down for a-picce-of low spite Jike
that he said, tossing the paper to the furthes-
ead of the room; ¢ I thought you too wisg.~—
Why, any person .can: see: from.lbe wholesade
castigation. levelled: at - your-work, that thers i
personal -feeling at the bottom of it; one-halfef’
these . wholesale: sweeping . condemnations ase
emanations” from - disapporated euthors., Ao, -
after all, the public really go so little .byjthe;ye- -
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