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^"Ssr:„z:z2r =«s»saB>ra5^Ss21to the (rand Stand.’^dMra Bànglcy Coffih as we walked localisms, to assume that you know anyUitng. ___
uD the nrboriaï approachto it ‘ A sovereign ! Of course they “ Boffln’sls a pastry-cook’s," Utdy Torquilin informed me,
have to do it, you Snow, to keep the mob out ; but really, when and I immediately elected tor Boffin s. It was something idyl- 
one thinks of it” it ia too much? lie, in these commonplace days, when Dickens him been so long

I t hought this a real kindness of Mrs. Bangley Coffin, be- dead, that Boffin should be a pastry-cook, and that a pastry- 
cause if I had not known it was so much I might have let Mr. cook should b# Boffin. . , „ ,,‘■S’Sssr.ir
of the Grand Stand, where at every turn the Misses Bangley some latent insincerity. „
Coffin expected to see a man they knew. He remained semi- “None of your impertinence, miss, 
detached and clinging for about a quarter of an hour, coming High ! ’ . ... .
up with an agreeable criticism upon a particular costume, dart- People who know their way about Oxftwd wtu understand 
ing otr again to talk to a large, calm man with an expansive how we found ours to Pembroke from the High, i nnd that I 
checked shirt-front and silk hat well on the back of his head have forgotten. But at last we walked out of the relative 
who carried a note-book. Then, once, Mrs. Bangley Coffin bustle of the high ways and by-ways into the quietest place I 
addressed him, thinking him behind her. ever saw or felt, except a graveyard in the Strand — a green

“Joey, love!” said she. “Joey, love! said she again, square hedged in with buildings of great dignity and solidity 
turning her head. and very serious mind. I felt as we walked around it, to ask a

But Joey was utterly and wholly gone. I believe he ex- respectable-looking man waiting about on the other side where 
plained afterward that he had lost us. Mr. Sanders Horton’s rooms were, as if I were in church.

“There!” said Mrs. Bangley Coffin, with incisiveness. “ Yes’m. This way’m, if you please," said toe respectable- 
“ Now we must see somebody we know ! Pet, isn’t that Sir looking man. “ Mr. ’Orton’s room is on the first floor h’up, 
Melville Cartus 1" ’m ; ” and as Mr. Horton himself had come out on the landing

It was, and Sir Melville came up in response to Mrs. Bang- to receive us, and was presently very prettily shaking hands 
ley Coffin’s eyeglass and bow and smile, and made himself with us. we had no further difficulty. He immediately intro- 
extremely agreeable for about four minutes and a quarter, duced his friend. Lord Symonds, who seemed, if anything,
Then he also took off his hat with much charm of manner and less mature, but whose manners were quite as nice. Then we 
went away. So did a nervous little Mr. Trifugis, who joined all sat down in Mr. Sanders Horton’s pretty little room and 
us for a short time. He said he was on the Fitswalters' drag, watched the final evolution of luncheon on the table, and 
and it was so uncommon full he had apprehensions about get- talked about the view.
ting back. Whose drag were we on, and didn’t we think it “You have a lovely lawn,” said I to Mr. Horton, who re- 
was drawing near the halcyon hour of luncheon t sponded that it wasn’t a bad quad; and when tasked if the

“ Nobody’s,” said Mrs. Bangley Coffin, pointedly. respectable-looking man downstairs was the caretaker of the
“ We came by train this year. Joey is suffering from a fit college. “Oh, nothing so swagger ! " said Lord Symonds, 

of economy—the result of Surefoot’s behavior at the Derby. It “ probably a scout ! ”
is about time for luncheon.” And the materialization of a quad and a scout did more

Whereat Mr. Trifugis dropped his eyeglass and looked ab- than all the guide books I read up afterward to give me a real- 
sentiy over his left shoulder, blushing haid. Then he screwed izing sense of being in an English university center. We 
the eyeglass in again very tight, looking at us with amiable looked at Mr. Horton’s pictures, too, and examined, compli- 
indeflniteness, took off his hat, and departed. nientarily, all his decorative effects of wood-carving and old

“Little beast!” said Mrs. Bangley Coffin, candidly, china, doing our duty, ns is required of ladies visiting the 
“ There’s not the slightest reason why he couldn’t have given menage of a young gentleman, with i enthusiasm. Among the 
us all luncheon at the Lyric inclosure C’ various photographs of other boat-rpees on the walls was one

Then I began to see why it was so necessary that we should in which Mr. Horton pointed out “ the Torpids,” which I could 
meet somebody we knew —it meant sustenance. It was, as not help considering and remarking upon as a curious name 
Mr. Trifugis had said, quite time for sustenance, and neither for a boating crew.
the Bangley Coffin family nor I had had any since breakfast, “ Why are they called that ?” I asked ; “ they seem to be 
and if it had not been for that consideration, which was natu- going pretty fast.”
rally a serious one, I, for my part, would have been delighted “ Oh, rather ! ” responded Mr. Horton. “ Upon my word, I 
just to go round, as we seemed likely to do, by ourselves. don’t know. It does seem hard lines, doesn’t it? Symonds,

“ I think we must try the drags, said Mrs. Bangley Coffin, where did these fellows get their name ? ” 
and we defiled out into the crowd beyond the gates, whose But. Lord Symonds didn’t know exactly either—they’d 
dress is not original, that surges unremuneratively between always had it, he fancied ; and Lady Torquilm explained that 
the people who pay on the coaches and the people who pay on •• this young lady ” (meaning me! could never be satisfied with 
the lawn. We made our way through it, and walked slowly in hearing that a thing was so because it was so—she must al- 
the very shadow of the drags, on top of which people with no ways know the why and wherefore of everything, even when 
better appetites than we had were ostentatiously feasting, there was neither why nor wherefore, at which we all laughed 
We were all to look out for the Pipply hats, and we did — in and sat down to luncheon. But I privately made up my mind 
vain- to ask an explanation of the Torpids from the first Oxford grad-

We saw Mr. Trifugis, and noted bitterly that he had not uate with honors that I met, and I did. He didn’t know either, 
been at all too late. An actress on the Lyric drag gave us a He was not a boating man, however—he had taken his honors 
very frank and full-flavored criticism of our dresses, but it was in classics, 
unsatisfying, except to the sensibilities.

“ Shall we try behind, mamma?” asked one of the young
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(Continued from page 100.)
Mrs. Bangley Coffin was tall, with a beautiful figure and 

pale gold hair. The Misses Bangley Coffin were also tall, with 
prospectively beautiful figures and pale gold hair. I never 
saw such a resemblance between mother and daughters as 
there was between the Misses Bangley Coffin and their mam­
ma. Both they and their mamma had on dresses which it was 
perfectly evident they had never worn before, and of which 
they demanded my opinion with a frankness that surprised 
me.I I “ What do you think,” said they, “ of our Ascot frocks ?

I admired them very much. They represented, among 
them, nearly all the fashionable novelties ; and yet they had a 
sort of conventional originality, if I may say such a 
which was extremely striking. They seemed satisfied 
my applause, but promptly fell upon me for not meriting ap­
plause myself.

“We saw you," they said, unitedly, “in that frock last Sun­
day in the pant ! ” and there was a distinct reproach in the way 
they said it. “ It’s quite charming ! ” they assured me—and it 
was—” but it’s not as if you hadn’t quantities of them ! Do you 
mean to say Lady Torquilin didn’t tell you you ought to have a 
special frock for Ascot ? ”

----- “She said I should do very well in this,” I declared, “and
that it would be a sin to buy another—I had much better give 
the money to Doctor Bamardo ! ”

The husband and father of the Bangley Coffins was a short, 
square-shouldered gentleman, with bushy eyebrow, a large 
mustache, plaid trousers, and a gray tail-coat that was a very 
tight fit round the waist. He had an expression of deep saga­
city ; and he took from an inner pocket and fondled now and 
then a case containing six very large brown cigars. His look of 
peculiar anticipative intelligence, combined with the cigars, 
rave me the idea that we should not be overburdened with Mr. 
Bangley Coffin’s society during the day, which proved to be a 
correct one.

We started with a sense of disappointment, which seemed 
to come in through the windows and envelop the Bangley 
Coffins, because “some people” they had expected failed to 
appear upon the platform. Mr. Bangley Coffin looked partic­
ularly depressed.

“Don t see how the deuce we’re going to arrange! ” 
to Mrs. Bangley Coffin, with unction.

“Oh, there’s sure to be somebody, Joey, love!” she re­
turned, cheerfully. “ and in any case, you see, we have you ! ”

To which Mr. Bangley Coffin gave a dubious and indistinct 
assent. I did not get on well with Mr. Bangley Coffin. He 
seemed to mean well, but he had a great many phrases which I 

understand, and to which he invariably 
added, “As you say in America." It was never by any chance 
a thing we did say in America, but nothing could make Mr. 
Bangley Coffin believe that. I can’t say that we had much 
general conversation cither, but in what there was I noticed 
great good-feeling between the Misses Bangley Coffin and their 
mamma

“The bonnet of that Israelite at the other end of the car­
riage would suit you to a T, mummie ! ” one of them remarked, 
in a joke.

The bonnet was a terrible affair in four shades of helio­
trope.

“ Yes,” replied Mrs. Bangley Coffin, smiling quite good- 
naturedly, “ that’s about my form.”

The Bangley Coffins were all form. Form, for them, regu­
lated existence. It was the all-compelling law of the spheres, 
the test of all human action and desire. “Good form" was the 
ultimate expression of their respect ; “ bad form ” their final 
declaration of contempt. Perhaps I should misjudge the Bang- 
ley Coffins if I said form was their conscience, and 1 don't want 
to misjudge them—they were very pleasant to me. But I don’t 
think they would have cared to risk their eternal salvation 
updn any religious tenets that were not entirely comme it 
faut—I mean the ladies Bangley Coffin. The head of their 

ouse twisted his mustache and seemed more or less indiffer­
ent.
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..,, ... .................................... ...... It was an extremely nice lunch, served with anxious defer-

Who could possibly see us behind ? exclaimed Mrs. ence by the respectable looking little man who had come up- 
Bangley Coffin, who was getting cross. Nevertheless, we did stairs and nervously commanded by Mr. Horton at one end 
try behind, and somebody did see us — several very intelligent with the cold joint and Lord Symonds at the other with the
footmen. ... .... fowl. It began, I remember, with bouillon. UUdy Torquilin
„ Is there no place, I inquired for the fourth or fifth time, partook of bouillon, so did I ; but the respectable scout did not
"SSKS b,, T„ed

to think it so improbable that it was hardly worth our while to not, bouillon enough ? The thought checked any Utterance
,___ . . . , ... .... , „ upon the subject, and we finished our soup with careful indif-“Nobody lunches at Ascot, Miss Wick, she said at last, ference.

with some asperity, “except on the drags or at the club in- Presently Mr. Horton asked if he might give us some sal- 
closures.It s it s impossible. _ mon, not collectively, but individually and properly. Lady

...1 ngTf?.r 81X **.oure on an “I beg your pardon!” said Mr. Sanders Horton, in a pinkIngush race courbe had no place in it. I knew his generous a iron y * ''tuat's cream ! **
nîifhf nüv ot- H So ’it was, waiting, in a beautiful old-fashioned silver pitch-

n.JTm UP°n,,‘l t0i utui°st- So. after introducing Mrs. er, the advent of those idyls that come after. It was a critical 
fort C> Coffin’1 Proceeded to explain our un- moment, for it instantly flashed upon me that the respectable
tortunatt situation. scout had forgotten the mayonnaise, and that I had been the

means of making Mr. Sanders Horton very uncomfortable in*

the reiu^rtEd abridged 8eClUSiOD °f had Und™6 “ Vinegar treatment
The Colonel did it all very handsomely — ordered cham ? *s *■} Boston, is it not, remarked Lord Symonds, potite-pagiic and more dishes than t Jice as !?• that the people live almost entirely upon beans?” Anddisposed of ; but the cloud that rested up<m the brows of Mrs. fn™iC°Ii>e^aVoli '‘''"xd quite generally untilthe advent of the 

andthe Misses Bangley Coffin did not disperse with the com ^lw' ^ was a larger, well-conditioned chicken, and when the 
forting influence of food, and they kept a nmm^eve upon the i,7!.ng ^Uemen apparently by mutual consent, refrained 
vomers and goers. 1 suppose they had waited too lorn? for froni Parla|c,nK °f it, the situation had reached a degree of 
their meal to really enjoy it ’ long for unreasonableness which was more than Lady Torquilin could
iuimcHLu^af/^waM-they "lid^hey^ranted^togoand hav^ f lon i-,,\ten<1 toteat nothingt" the inquired, with the air

in a row and*lwfhc Gold Cufwon^and stmriïy after Zk'an trai"‘"g’ y°“ know," Lord Symington went
early train for London, Mrs. Bangley Coffin declaring that she . 1\°!,°.'vs have got to train pretty much on the stodge,
had no heart for another sovereign for the Paddock. ddkefïd frimKhtlpSng'himldf to toe

XXI. same quantity with mathematical exactness. Then with plain
.1 .7 d.0"..1 know «liât we were about to let Miss Wick miss gravi,y "hich might be almost called severe, they
inLndy Toi^ili,VsrflaanVnwUdeatlidy'To^uiUnS"^ , 1 am not Pretending to write about tlic things that ought to
I thought Mr. Mafferton must be mistaken; I had never missed ha%e impressed me most, but the things that did impress me 
a boat in my life, and besides, we hadn’t been going anywhere '“Fi ■a.nd.7hSy «ere, at Mr. Sanders Ilorton’s luncheon, the
by lioat lately. The reason we had put off our tnp to Rich- hPtendid old silver college goblets into which our host poured
inond five times was invariably because of the weather. Peter i* , Ï1 bumpers of claret-cup, the moral support of there- 
( orke happened to be there that afternoon, too, though she spectable scout, and the character and dignity an ideal of duty
duin t liiake much of a visit, “oh ! you aborigine ! ” shebegan 7.vL.l,‘°S'S<7'S ?ve.lLln connection with cold beef. I came into
abo“! ,th® Boats, and I presently understood another of those contact with an idiom, too, which I shall always associ-
Knglish descriptive terms by which you mean something that wJ? V* /,lat occasion. Lortl Symonds did not belong to Pem-
.VOU do not say. 8 broke ( ollege. and I asked him, after we had exchanged quite

The discussion ended, very happily for me, in an arrange- a K(!?Y,(U'a! of î,ohLe con versat ion, which one he did belong to. 
nient suggested jointly by Miss Corke and Mr. Mafferton Hovv lovely these old colleges are,” I remarked, “and so
Ljulv Timimlm and I should go to Oxford to see “ the Eights ’"’ ll,x and impressive and time-stained ! Which one do you at-Mr. Marten on bad a nephew at Pembroke, and no douhtthe tcl"? Ia.nl Symonds?’"
>oimg cub would lie delighted to look after us. Miss Corkc’s ,• said I-ord Symonds. apparently taking no
younger brother was at Exeter, and she would write to the "ot“fe of ,n-v question, and objecting to the preceding senti-
dear boy at onee that he must be nice to us. “lent.
f i7U1A*,0S° -wt' |\avÇ rather a large, exaggerated idea of Ox- 7î1,’ you th*.nH 80 '• ï was “ot offended. I had 
ford in America, thinking about it, as it were, externally. As viC sonie time before never to be offended in
a name it is so constantly before us. and the terms of respect in England until I understood things. “ I’m very sorry, but they
which t he English dispatches speak of it are so marked,that its do s'nkc an American that way, you know."
linpoitanec in our eyes lias become extremely great. We ■ n. n — T?s did not seem to grasp my meaning. “ It is 
think it a city, of course no place could grow to such fame , ”'uï 'Not so old as some of ’em. New, for in-
^,v! :t7Vi,,be"'K.a and "*"> “S the importance of a city '‘"l,1 tl!?u85t J"U asked my college. Maudlin, just
1 î. rîii !. etits 'teclt in large blocks of fine buildings, chiefly thls.?!d1?,<?,f Maudlin Bridge you know.

1 S' °Led *° business, in a widely extended and highly-perfected » 1 ", ...i81,1-' " ■^lId,'VI7 you, he kind enough to spell your
telephone system, and in avenues of Queen Anne residences college. Lord Symonds ? I am but a simple American, over 
« ith the latest modern conveniences. Both our voumr eentle- huro Part,y f°r the purpose of improving mv mind.” 
men inn s weie fractional parts of the Eights, and were, [to be continued.]

ladies.
did not in the least

Tv

look.
1

“ fan you tell us,” I begged, “ where we can get something 
to eat ? ”I

! There is no doubt that in the end we did get to Ascot, and 
left our dust-cloaks in charge of that obliging middle-aged per­
son who is to be found in every ladies’ waiting-room in Eng­
land. There was some discussion as to whether we should or 
should not leave our dust-cloaks with lier. They were obvious­
ly unbecoming, but, obviously also, it might rain. However, in 
the end we did. Mrs. Bangley Coffin thought we might trust 
to Providence, and Providence proved itself worthy of Mrs. 
Bangley Coffin’s confidence. Again as we joined the crowd 
that surged out of the station I noticed that look of anxious 
expectancy on the face of the Bangley Coffin family. It was 
keener than before, and all-embracing. I even fancied I no­
ticed an understood division of survey — an arrangement by 
which Mr. Bangley Coffin looked to the north and Mrs. Bang- 
ley Coffin to the south, one young lady to the cast anil the ot lier 
to the west.

“ We really must keep an eye open." said Mr. Bangley 
Coffin. “Coming this way ? Oh! Halloo, Pipplv, old man! 
Hare you?” with extreme cordiality to a short' very stout 
gentleman in gray, with a pink face and a hooked nose, and a 
white mustache, and a blue-spotted necktie—a New Yorker, I 
was sure, before he spoke.

Pipply responded with very moderate transports, and 
shook hands hastily with the ladies attached to Mr. Banglev 
Coffin.
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Mrs. Pipply s with you, I see," continued Mr. Bangley 

Coffin, joyously, “and that charming sister of hers. Kitty we 
must see whether they have forgotten us, mustn’t we?" aiui tie 
and Kitty advanced upon two very much accented fair 
ladies in frilled muslins and large flowery hats. They were 
dressed as fashionably as Bond Street could dress them, and 
they were as plump and pretty as could lie, but perhaps just a 
little too big and blue of eye and pink-und-white of complexion 
ouite to satisfy the Bangley Coffin idea of " form.” It would be 
difficult to account otherwise for what they did. For the Pip- 

S plys, they were very amiable, but, as you might say, at bay: 
and after reproaching the Bangley Coffins with having never 
never, never come to see them, after promising solcmnlu to do 

r so at Cannes, where they bad all bad such a good time togeth- 
er- Mrs. Pipply proceeded to say that she didn’t know whether 
>\e >\erv driving if not, they had room for one. and we might 
arrange to meet again somewhere.

“How good of you!" said Mrs. Bangley Coffin, and looked at her two daughters.
“We’re reatlv obliged to you !" said Mr. Bangley Coffin

ami bent a gaze of strong compulsion noon his wito ' ’
you"S ,lad,ios .smiu'd' hesitated, and looked at me 

couldn t go. I had not even liven introduced. There was an 
awkward pause the k„„l of pause you never get out of Fin­
land—and as t he l ipplys, rallier 1 mtted and rather in a luirev 
were moving off. Mrs. Bangley Coffin covered their retreat is 
mo t*T’ w!l l,l lv '"'blushing statement that slie was afraid we 
must try to keep our little party together. And we lost the
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