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my darling,—look up and give me a kiss, my little Fairy—you are not
airaid of papa, are you?”’

¢ 8j- -Si——don’t let him lake Cecil 1

Ericsen soothed and careased her, but of course he could not under.
take to grant her prayer. He wondered what kind of womaun the
mother could be who regigned hcr child to a father who was unkind
to it ; but perhaps the mother had no choice.

Everybody on board noticed Cecil, but she never left her cavalier's
side for wore than half & minute, and then ehe kept watch on him
lest he should move away, or made him promise that lie would atuy
till she came back ; nothing tempted her to go out of his sight. One
pleasant-faced lady asked her to come and speak to her own little
girl.  Cecil hesitated, and gcemed in no mood to accept the nvita-
tion.

¢ Go with the lady, Cecil,” eaid Ericsen, laughing up in the lady’s

face.

The child alipped obediently off his knee, but leld up her finger
warningly,

« You atay here,” she eaid, with her head on one side.

‘“Yea; I will stay herel”

8o Cecil allowed the lady to lead her away ; but when her conductor
was about to take her below, the child cried ont, and tried to snatch
away her hand.

- *No, no 1” ehe eaid, looking baclk to where she hiad left Ericsen,
“No,nol’,

“ But, my dear,” gaid the lady, “I'm not going to hurt you. My
little girl is downstairs.”?

But Ceeil scemed to suspect a conspiracy to separate her from her
friend, and she scarcely understood the explanation.

* No,no 17 she repeated, passionately, and snatching away her hani,
she ran back with all her might to Ericsen ; and when he caught her
“p'i!ll his arms, ghe clung about his neck, crying excitedly but not
noisily.

He kissed and fondled her, and when he had soothed her into calin-
ness again, explained that the lady would not have taken her away,
and there was notliing to fear ; but his heart ached while he spoke
for he thought—what would it be when the father came for her, an
she must be given up to him ?

“T wish I could ke(‘? you,” he whispered to himself in English.
“You have taker. my heart by storm, you winsome baby. How I
would love you, and make your life all sunshine!

But that was impossible ; ina few hours he must give up his Fairy
to a man who scemed toregand her as a nuisance and a burden.
wild idea, too, for . young man of one-and twenty to take upon him-
self the responsibility of & young child. As toscandal, 1t was charac-
teristic of Eugene Ericsen that ﬁe did not take thisinto consideration.

At tea, Ericsen sat next the lady from whom Cecil had fled so
rapidly, and apologized for the child’s conduct.

«¢ She thought you were going 1o take her away,” he caid, ¢ andshe
}mn‘,l,ly understands English, 20 nothing you could say would reassure
her.

“ Oh, T saw how it wss,” the lady answered, snnling. * You have
male a complete conquest. I don’t know what the poor child will say
when her father takes her.”

Ericsen bit his lip under his moustache and glanced down at Cecil,
who of course sat by his side, and then across at her father, who was
atthe other side of the table, talking to a man next him. Ze did not
concera himself at all about his little ane.

After tea a few of the passengers went upon deck again, among
them Ericsen and his young charge ; and by-and-by when it was be-
ginuning to grow dark, he asked the child if she was not tired.

¢ Cecil doesn’t want 1o go to bed,” she said, looking frightened.

: _Heaven kuew he did not want to put the hitle creature away from
im.

He smiled. .

«You shall go to sleep here, inmy arms, he said, “but T must get
something warm to put round you.”

He carricd her down to the lady’s cabin, and there easily borrowed
a warm ehawl, in which to wrap his charge ; then "he stepped across to
the steward’s room, and asked the name of Cecil’s father.

¢ Longmore, sir,”’ was the answer, ¢ but it seem morelike as if the
young lady belonged to you than to him, air.”?

Ericsen laughed, and went on deck again. He choce a secluded

corner, and there sat dowe—he himselt had donned an ulster, for -

spring niﬁhts at sea are cool—and wrapping the shawl well round
Cecily bude her go tosleep.

“You go to sleeptoo? * she said, wietfully.

“#Yam nottired; Iam gl:-own up; you know.
good night, and shut your blue eyes, carissima.”

He bent his head to hers, and the child kissed him several timnes,
and whispered;  Buona notte, sarissimo,” and he kissed her fondly,
and ¢aid nothing, for his heart was very full just now, and so the
violet eyes closed, and the child slept. :

Give me n kiss for

¢

CHAPTER V.

" YOU MUST CONE W1TH ME!?

Five a. M.; a'dull, misty dawn, when the # Cygnet” hove toalongside
St. Katharine's \\;l\m'f, and in about ten nunutes the custom-honse
officers came aboard ; but Ericsen was an experienced traveller and
did not hurry himself. Hewas not going to wake Cecil before it wus
neceseary, and he wanted to keep her with him as long as he could.
Now that the actual hour of parting was come, it cost lum mote than
he could have thought possible to give the child up. He dreaded
every moment o hear her father’s step, her father’s voice; he could
not think calmly of the child’s piwous wail, her pretty hands
stretched out to him in vain. He strained the little sleeper closer 1)
his breast, and bent over the Pcac}fu\ fittle face, and often his liy s
ressed the white brow; but there vas no help for it; he must give
ier up when the time came, .
. But ho must wake her now; the baggage was being examined; he
must restore the shawlto the lady who had lent it, and find Mr. Long-
more. So he gently woke Cecil. She gat up and rubbed her eyes,
and then Jooked up ot him, inquiringly.

“ We are in London, Cecil,” he stt gently, ““and papa will want
his little one.”

She seemed bewildered for an instant, and then burst into passion-
ate weepirg, clinging to him, and beseeching him not to let papa take
her, and he had to soothe her as best he could, his own heart sorely
aching, promising her that he would ask papa to let her come and see
him. 1at, at any rate, was some comfort; but when he rose up to
carry herdown below, the poor child nearly burst out afresh, und
pressed her wet cheek to hisas if ina Jast appeal; the infinite pathos
of the act almost broke down the young man’s self-command; he
could not speak, butent quickly down the companion-way, restored
the shawl to its owner, and asked the stewardess if Mr. Longmore
had been inquiring for the child. .

« No, sir” she said, * no one has asked for her, and there’s nothing
here of hers, but this,” Lriuging forth a pretty velvet cap. “Shall {
put iton her, gir??

¢ Please.”

H]e put Cecil to the ground, and the cap was set on her chestnut
curls.

“ He'’s a queer fellow, anyhow,” remarked Ericsen. ¢1I suppose
he is outside, Havc any passengers gone ashore yet 27

¢t Five or six, I believe, sir; we hadn’t many aboard, you see.”

Ericsen went for his own valise, and came out on the lower deck.
There were or.l‘y three passengers there; two ladies and a very youn
man, Ericsen’s valise wasnot opened; he lelt it in safe custody, an
began to make inguiries for Mr. Longmore. The steward “ fancied
he had gone ashore, thought he saw hin.—more than half an hour
ago;” the mate and the captain had not noticed anyone in particular,
the boat was searched, but there was no trace ol Mr. Longmore; all
the passengers had left; Eugéne Ericson was thelast ; he entered the
saloon and saw the under-steward there.

«Mr, Longmore?” he said, ‘¢was that the gentleman as come
aboard with this little lady ?

“ Yes,”

“Then I'm almost as sure, sir, 83 I can be of anything, that he was
among the first to go ashore. I noticed httle miszy-when he came
aboard with her, as'she’s such a beauty; and when I see him going
ashore I says to a porter as was near, { That gentleman had a little

irl with him, I &'pose that good-looking chap [ sce her with "It bring
Eer along,’ those were my very words, sir. Ithought you nught know
him, you see,”

“Thanks, very much.” .

Ericsen looked down at the little form beside himj; involuntarily
his hand closed more tightly over hers, a curious feeling was creep-
ing into his heart—was it exultation ?2—a sense of possession ?—and

et he was strangely perplexed too. Was it posgible that.this man
ngmore—a gentleman he certainly was—could have deliberately
abandoned his child ?

«Jvs odd, sir,? said the under-stewaru.
neither.” .

“No,” Ericsen said, - it couldn’t be a8 mistake.” .

e turned away and sat down, lifting the child to his knce; the
uider-steward went out, wondering very much what the “young
swell” meant to do with the child.

Whatever the future might bring, there was only one courre clear
to Ericaen now; be must take the little one home with him. But
what if she were vever claimed ? What if she were left on his
hands ?

Perhnps for a minute he did hesitate; a man must be thoughtless
indeed who does not feel a sense of responsibility in being answerable
for the moral well-being of & human creature ; and was he, Eugéne
Eriesen, fit to be the protector of this young child ?

But there was no time for such thoughts now, and they were usc-
less. The thing was that Cecil was in his care now, abandoned de-
liberately by her father—he recalled now with a strange thrill Long-
more's Jook at him—aud he could not leave her~had np wish to do

# Couldu’t be a mistake,



