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learmug.  Languoges § picked up with oxira-
«rdipary facthty, an i tuis alone redeemed o
frous the churacter of un wreclaimable dunce.

* You can leurn, sir,it vou will,’ was Macch's
cunstant rewmark, wfter I had arrived ot the
exafted pusition of a senior Yoy, to whom
fluging und such cogrs ve wousure were 1o
upprophiate, and for whom vut of bounds wus
not.  * You can leurn, or clso why do 1 sew
yuu puning vver Arabio unl Saosorit duriug
Ilay-huure, when you had much bet-
tir bo ut cricket?  You must have braios
somewhere, but to save my hie, I can’t find
them  Youcauspeuk halt-a-dozen lapguagoes
I g infurmod, noarly as well as I can g ok
Lutip, uand yet f I set youto do & Rulo of
Three * sum, you mako move binnders tuao
tae lowest bitle dunce in the school ! Eger-
ton, I can't make you out, )

It was breaking up dny at Everdon. Vic-
tor and [ walked with our arma over each
other's thouldere, up and down, up and dvwn,
1t tho old playground, and as wo pacedthoss
well worn flugs, of which wo knew every
flone, mny beart sank within mo to think it
was for the last, Inst tme. What is thero
that we are not sorry to do for the lasttime ?
1 14 bated schoot s runch as any schuulboy
cauld. I had looked forward to my ewmsn-
cipotion na the captive looks forward to tho
otentug of e prison-door; and now the
Lisse was como, aud I felt grieved snd out of
spnnits to tinuk that I should sev the old place
10 moro.

* You must write to me constantly, Vero,'
saud Victor, with an  affcononate hug, as wo
tovk our hundredth turn. *We wmust nover
furget each other, however far apart, and
J1LX¢ Wither you iauss coms sgain to Ldel-
dorf. I shull be there when the shooting
pepe.  Oh, Vero, you will be very dull at
pome.’

*No,' 1 roplied ; * I hke Alton Grange, and
1 ke & quiet ufo. 1 am vot of yovr way of
tinnking, Victor, You are never happy ex-
ceptin a bustle, 1 wish 1 were moro hike
you, and I wmighed as I thought of tho con-
trast between us,

1 do not know what brought it to my mnd
put I thought of Constance Beverly Manor.
Singe thon our acquaintancs had indeed
progrossed but httle. We scaicely ever met
cxcept on certain Sundays, when we took
advantago of our liberty as senivr-boya to go
to ohurch at Flestsbury, where from the
gallery we coald gev rignt into the Beverley
pe w, and tuark the shaoge tine had w;ouzht
on vur furmer playfellow. After sexvice, at
1ot dour wo might exchange a suff greetiuyg
wi 1 o tew words befure shie and het gover-
1. o8 got into the carriage. And this trans-
cendant plusure we wera conteat tu par
clisoe with & broding walk of sowe five mules
on o Justy high road, and a patient endur-
wisee vt thie longest sermon from the worthy
tretor of Fleatsbury, an exoelient inan,
okilled in oansitry, apd gifted with extraor
dinary powers of discourse. Victor, I think,
¢ ia Luoscexpoditivusin Lis own good-uatur-
ed way, aad scomed to care bat litile whetuer
Y+ went of pot.  Ono hot Sunday, 1 reoul-
lact, Lo nuggested that we should dispsuso
it altorngon church altoygsther, and go to
Lat'ic iustead, & proposal I scouted with the
utwost indignation, for I lavked forwaru to
ur weotings with & gassionate longiwng fur
b cu I could not account even to mys.ii,
wr. 1 wir.ch I nover fur an instant dreawmed
of aitributing to the oharms of Miss Boverloy.
1 koow now what tempted me toask the ques-
tson, but I felt mysalf becoming brighs sonrlet
a3 1 mquired of my schoolfellow whether he
hind uot other friends in Somersetshire be-
s des myself whom he would regr.t leaving.
Hir reply ought to cet my miod at eane, 3 1
was disturbed at the suspicion of his_onter-
tainiug any penchant for Miss Beverloy, for
Lo answered at once 1u his own off-hand way
—* Nons whatever that I caro & sxpence
about, not even that pri littlo girl and ber
goveruess whom you drag mo five miles
overy Sunday to soe. No, Vere, il I could
take you with e, I ehould sing for joy the
wlLols way from hors to London. Asit is,

ai cun LUCTE £ R ITRULY [0 G0 BETE "L Inust
cutt, Eeerton , | must tind & enveer 3 1 aw
too goud for an ushor—an usher,’ lis repeat-
ed, with a stroug oxpression o diegust ; ¢ I,
who feol £it to fight wy way anywhere—l
have mistaken wy profossien—L ovught to
bave besn an officer—a cavalry officer ; that
wonld have suited me botter than this dull,
insiptd Ife. I must consult my cousm about
1t, perbaps we ghall weet agan 10 some dif-
fercut ecoues. Whnt say ({ou, Do Roblau,
ghould you not ba surprised to sce e at the
lioad of & regunent 2

Victor could concen! his murth ne longor,
and Manupers turned somowhat sugrily to
me * You seern to bo very happy as you
are,’ I answered, sadly, for L was contrast-
wng R well-grown, upright figare aud simple
froshi-culored face, witlh my own repuisiveex-
terior, aud thinking how willingly 1 would
chango places with lum, althnugh he was an
ushar ; * but whetever we meet, I any sora I
shall bs glad to sce you again ° In my own
heart I thouzbt Menners was protiy certan
to be at Everdon if I should revisit it that day
ten years, as I was used to theso vistonary
gchemes of his for the future, and bad beard
bun talk in the samo stramn every vacation
regalurly stnce 1 first came to sclool.

But thero was little time for such specula.
tions. The ohaises were drivinground tothe
door to take tue boys away. March bid us
an affectionate farewell in lus study. Victur
and I wero presented respectively with a
richiy bound copy of Horatius [laccus and
Virgilius Maro—copies which, 1 fear, in
after life wero never soiled by too much use.
The last farew«ll was spoken—tue last pres-
eare of the hand exchunzed—oud we drove
off on our differont dastinations ; my friend
bouud for London, Paris, and ks beloved
Hungary ; myself, longing to sce my iather
once more, and taste the seclusion ard reposs
ot Alton Grange. To no boy on earth could
a sohool-nfe have boen more distasteful than
tome; no boy could bave longed more
ardently for the peaceinl calm of a domeslio
hearth, and vet I felt lonely and out of spirits
even now, whon T was going home.

CHAPTER XII

ALTON GRANGE.

A dreary old place was Alton Graoge, and
one which would havo Lhad a sobsring, not to
sy saddeniog, cftect, even on the most mer-
cunial tetnperament. To oane natarally of a
melancholy tora of mind, 1ts aspsct was
pusitively dispiriting.  Outside tue house
tue grouuds wore overgrown with pusntations
snd shrubberies, anthianed, and 1usunixting
10tu » wilderness that was upot davoid of
beauty, but it was & beauty of a sombre and
ancocsiortable cuaracter. Every tree aud
shrub of the darkest hues, suemed to shut
vut the sunlight frum Aiton Grange. Huge
cedars overshadowed the siope beuind the
house ; hullies,janipers, nau yew hedges,
kopt tue garden in perpetual mght. Old-
fashioned terraces, that suvuld nhave been
kept in perfect repair, wero shding 1nto de-
cay with moulderiog walls and unpropped
vanks, whilst 8 broken stone sun-dial, where
sun never shonc, served but to atiract atten.
tion to the geacral dilapidation arcucd.

It was oot tue old famiy place ofthe Eger-
tons. Tbat was in & northern county, sud
uad been sold by wy tatherin his days of
wild extravagance, lonyg ago ; but he had suc-
ceeded to 1t 1n 1ight ot bus mothor, atatime
when Lo bad resolved, if possible, to save
some rownant from the wreck of lis pro-
perty; aud, whenn England, he had re-
sidod here ever swoo. To mo 1t was home,
aud dearly I luved it, with all its duilaess and
all its decay. Tho usice corresponded with
tho exterior. Dark passager, black wains.
cotings, everywhere the absence of light;
small as were the windows, they were over-
hang with creepers, and the walls were cov.

seen & harsh expression.

alinost unoarthly.

on me for support.

before, and it frightened we.

Our quirt mex! in the old onk parlor—our
sauatar after dianer throngh the durk walls
and shrabbevies—sll was so like the olden
tirue, that I folt quite uboy again. My futhor
lighted up for & time into his former good
spirits and amusing sallies, but I remarked
that after every flash be sank into a deeper
dejoction, and I fancieJ the tears were in bis
eves as he wished ma good-night at the door
I little thought when
I went to bed that it was his babit to sit
brooding thers ti}l the early dawn of morning,

of the painting-room.

when he woald retire for three or four bours
to his rest.

dull enough at Alton Grange.

cari0sity, nay tnore, my ‘nterest, was intense-
ly excited ; I longed, yet fearad, to Enow
what was the subject of this hidden pictare ;
twenty times I was ou tke point of asking my
father, bat sowething in his manner gave
me to understand that it was a prohibited
snbjeot, and T forbore. There was tbat in
bis bearing whica at once checksd curiosity
on & subjret be was unwilling to reveal, and
few m+p would have dared to questivn wmwy
father where be did mot hiwmself choves to
bestow his confidence.

T read muchin the old library; I took
fong walks once mere by myself ; I got back
to my dreams of Lanucelot and Gaenever,
and kuighte and dawmes, and *deeds of high
emprize.” More than ever I experien:ed the
vagne longing for sometbing bitherto nn-
knowsy, that had uoconsciously been grow-
ing with my szrowth, and strengthening with
my strength—tho restless oraving of whion I
soarcely guessed tLe nature, but which
weighed upon my nervous, seusitive tempera-

but known then the lesson that was to be
branded on my heart in letters of fire—could

gusw my fetters, and yet nol wish to be free
when all that wes good, and noble, and kind-
ly in my nature, should tarn to Uitter self-

when love, fiercer than hatre
and sting the coward that had not strength

man—bad I but known all this,
havo tied & willstons round wy neck, and

ered with vy ; dawp in winter, darkness in

energy, and manhood, for a glance of her

Ay ITTIAU BEWIYS 8690T0T LI greatebt do-
sire to st into bie son some of his own
love fur the art ; but 1 had bhardly time to
think ol this oro I wasin his arms, looking
up once more in the kind lace, on which I
never 10 my whole hfe romembered to have
Hs was altered,
though, and thinoer than when I had scen
bimn last, apd kis hair was now quite grey.
go that the contrast with his flasbwng dark
eyo—brighter 1t soomed to me than ever—was
His hands, too, were
wasted, and whiter thun ihey used to be, aud
the whole fignre, whioh I romembered onco a
tower ol strength, was now sunk and fallen
in, particalarly about she chest and should-
ers. When ho stood up, it struck we, aleo.
that he was shorter than lie uged tobe, and my
heart tightened fora moment at the thought
that he might be oven now embarking on that
long joarnsy from which 1here 1s no  return,
I remombered bim such & tall, haodsome,
stalwart man, and now he scemed 8o sarunk
and owaotated, and quito to totter aund lean

* You sre growu, my boy,’ said he, looking
fondly at moe ; ¢ you aro getting quite a man
now, Vere ; 1t will be sadly dull for you at
the Grange ; but you must stay witl your
oid father for a time—1it will not be for long
—uot for long,’ he repeated, aud his eyo
tarned to the screened canvag, and a glance
sliol from it that I sould burdly bear to sse—
so despairing, vet eo longing—so wild, and
vet o tond. I bad never seen hiwm look thus

¥o the time passed away trauquilly and
My father
was ever absorbed iu bis painting, but studied
now with the door lccked, and oven I was
only admitted at stated times, when thernya-
terious canvas was iuvariably screened. My

ment till i affected my very brawn, Had I

T bat have forcseen the day when I shoanld

contempt, sad hopeless, helglesl: u?pathy——
» shounld scorch

nor couragoe Lo bear his burden upright like a
had pstter

slept twenty feet below the mare at Beverley,
then pawned away hope, and life, and

11§ ladly witi & hook nose, who had been fier [*¥in 16 get 1t mended, with an _alacrity

goveruess, and was now o sort of companion,
Miss Beverley would have had all the con-
versation to borself. And I amn constrained
to adwit that once or twico I caugbt an ex-
pression on her calm, sweet faco, that could
only have been called up Ly the very incon-
sequent answers of which I was gnilty in my
nervous sbstraction. I was so taken upin
walching and admiring her, that 1 could
thiok of notuing else. She was so quiet and
soli-possessed, 80 gently and Iady-like, 8o cool
apd well-drossed. I asn remember the way
in whioh her hair was parted and arranged
to thix day. She ssemed to mo a being of a
superior order, something that never could
by any possibility belong to the wphero as
myself. She was more like the molmre of
Queen Dido tban ever, but the quesn, happy
and fanoy-free, with kindly oyes and upruf-
flod brow; not the deceived, broken-hearted
woman on her sslf-seleoted death-bed. Iam
not gowng to describe Lier—perbaps she was
not so beautifol to others—perhaps I should
have wisbied sll thie rest of the world to think
Lsr positively bideous—perbaps sho was then
not s0 transcendantly beautiful evea to me.
Nay, as I looked, I conld piok faults in her
features und coloriag. I bad served u long
enough appreuticeship to my father to be
able to coriticise like an artist, und I could see
here a tint that might be deepennd, thers a
plait that miglit be better arranged—1I do not
moan to say she was perfuct—I do not ms2an
{0 say that shie was a goddess or aun angel;
but I do mean fo say that if ever there was
a face on earth which to me presented the
itea! of all that ir swestest and most lovable
in woinan, that face was Constance Bever-
ey's.

And yet I was mot in love. No, I folt
something exalting. something exhilirating
in ber presence—sho seerned to fill the void
in my life, which had long been o wearisome,
but I was not in love with her—oertamly nnt
then. I felt less shy than usual, I even felt
a3 if I too had some claim to social distinc-
tion, and could play my part as well as the
rest on the sbifting stage. Sbe had thebhappy
knaek ot making others feel in good spirits
ang at thoir ease in her society. I was not

insensible to the spell, and when Bir Harry
| came in and asked kindly after his old friena
and promised o ocome over soon and pay
my iather a visit, I answered frankly and at
ouce. I could see even the thoughtless Raro-
net was struck with the change in my man-
rer, indeed he said us muoh.

*You must come over and stay with us,
Mr. Egerton,' was his hospitable mvitation ;
¢or if your father i8 so puorly you cannot
leave bim, look iu here any day sbout lan-
oheou-time. I am wach from home myself,
but you will always find Constance and Miss
Mivim. Tell your father I willrideover and
soe him to-morrow. I ouly came back yes-
terday. How vyon're grown, n.y lad, and
imnproved—isn't ho Constanoce ?'

1 would have giveu worlds to have heard
Constavce's answer, but she turned the sab-
ject with av enquiry after Bold (wbo was at
that instant -vaiting patiently for Lis master
on the door-step), and it was time to take
leave, 80 T bowed mysslf ont, with a faithful
promise, that T was not likely to forget, of
calling apain soon.

—

devotion that must have convinced her it
not tor her sake : and yet Iloved Miss Mu
dearly, she was 8o associated in my m
with Constauue, that except the young lac
own, that wizened uld face brought the bl
to my brow more rapidly than any other
the world. Oh!my heart aches when
think of that beautifal drawing-room, op
ine.1oto tho conservatory, and Consta:
playing airs on the pianoforte that msdo.
nerves tingle with an ecstasy that waselm
painful.  Miss Minim engaged with |
crochet-work in the back-ground, and I,
awkward, ungainly youth, saying nothi
hardy breathing, lest I should break :
spell ; but gazing intently on the fair yor
fuce, with 1ts soft kind eyes, and its thrill
smile, and the smooth, shining braids of |
biack hair parted simply on that pure br
Miue was no Jove at first sight, no
wentary infatastion that has its course a
burns itself out, tho fiercer the gooner, w
its own unsustained violence. No ; it gr
and stole upon me by degrees, I drank it
with every breath I breathed—I fou
against it $ill every moment of my life ws
stragele; and yet I oherished and pressed
o my heart when ull was done. I kne
was no equal for such as Miss Beverley.
knew I had no right even to lift my eyes
so much beanty and so much gooduess
the awkward, ugly schoolboy, or at best
sbrinking, unatiractive youth, in W
homage thexs was nothing for & wotnany
take pride, even if she did not think it
culous ; but yet—God ! how I loved
Not a blussom jp the garden, not a leaf
the tree, not & ray ot sunshine, nor & wk
cloud driiting over the heuven, but was ax
ciated in my mind with her who was all
world {0 me. If I saw other women, I o
corapared them with her ; if I read of beal
and grace in my dear old romances, or
over the exguisito casts and spirted stud
of my father's painting-room, it was but
refer the poet's dream and the artist's o
ceplion back to wy own ideal. How Ilong
for beauty, power, talent, riches, fame, ove
thing that could exslt me above my fello
that I might fling all down at her feet,
bid her @ample on it if she would. It
bitter to think I had nothing to offer;
yot I felt sometimes thers ought to be son
thing touching in my sslf sacrifics. I loo
for no return—1I asked for no holl)e, no fa
not evon pity ; and I gave my all.
Atfirst it was delightful : the halcyon dd
flitted on, and X was happy. Bir Har
when at home, treated me with the grea
kindness, and seemed to find pleasure
initiating me into those sports sod amu
ments which be himself sunsidered inaisp
sablo to the education of a gentleman.
tock me out shooting with bim, and great
was my nataral aversion to the slajiug
unoffending pariridges aud innocent hare
soon conquered my foolish nervousness abg
firing a gun, and became no mean profici
with the double-barrel. My ancieunt capi
the bead keeper, now averred that ¢ Ma
Egerton was the cooollest shot he ever
for 80 young a gentleman, aud coool sho
gonearaily deadly!" The very fact of my
caring a straw whether I killed my game
not, removed at once that over anxiety wh

* 8o she has not forgotten Bold,” I said to |
myself, at least twenty tines, in my bome-
ward walk. And I think, fond ss I had i
always buen of my dog, I liked him batter
that day than ever, )

¢ Fathor,' I said, as [ sat that eveningafter
dinuner, duriog which meal I felt conscious
that T had been more lively, and, to use an
expressive term, better company than wsual;
¢ [ mast write to London for a new coat, that «
black one is quits worn out.’

¢t Very well, Vere,’ answered wy father.ab-
stractedly. * Tell them to make it large
enough—you grow fast, my boy.’

‘Do you think I am grown, father? In-

‘| with whom to compare mysaelt, 1 begs

is the great obstacle to sucoess with all yo
sporismen. It was sufficient for me to kx
that & day’s shoorrg at her father's sacu
two interviews (morning and afternoon)

Constauce, and I loaded, and banged,
walked, and toiled liks the veriest disa
of Colonel Hawker that ever marked s 60
All this exercise hud a beneficial effect on
health and spirits ; X grew apace, 1 was
longer the square, olumsy-built dwarf;
frame was gradaally developing itself
that of a powerful, athletio man. I wasm
taller than Constance now, and not s
proad of that advantage. Having no ot}

hoi;:h:hnt I was, after'sll, not much

deod, I am not o very little of my age now.
And do yon know, I was the strongest boy

at Everdon, and coald lift & beavier weight '

than Manners the usher. Bt ‘father’-—and

looking than the restof my kind ; -ands
degrees & vague ides sprang vp in my It
that Constance might some day leam to
kindly dpon me. ! ‘




