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ron, with' three rosy-checked daughters de-
voted to croquet.  There were a clergyman
and his wife, from the ueighbourhood—very
plensant people, with nothing stiltéd or nun-
duly professional ahout them, both vicar and
vicar's wife past maaters of looss croquet, the
vicar playing a severely wathematical game:
and there wag a young squire, of sporting ten-
dencies, whose vstate lay some forty milex off,

and whosc income was said . to be somolhlng )

like fifteen thousand a year; a frank, blue-
eyed young man, with a predilection for gor-
geous necklies, and a loud, jolly langh.

The l)mhwnmls were 1o arrive early next
day. 1 heard the county people speak of them
once or twice in the course of the evening
with that janguid tone of indulgence with
which it is the fashion to talk of those who
are received into a world which fancies itself
above them.

# The Dashwoods visit n great  deal ™ Mrs,
Melton, the county matron, said to me. Wihey
are received everywhere, Lhough 1 believe he
begau life quite ar a working man,  And
people really like them,  Mre Dashwood is
vory fond of socicty, and entertaing people nt
his own place in o most sRumptuous manner.
1 bave never been there myself, bat some
people like that kind of thing.  Rather o
forid style of hospitality, you know. Thege
newly rich people are apt to err in that
direction™

CHAPTER 111.
= Faly ss n star. when only wne
I+ shining in the sky,”

I wag curious to see Misx Dashwood, after
what Hugh had told me, and was really con-
ecerned about my friend’s difficnltics.  The
book for the Leger did ot inspire me with
much hope, for T had a rooted abhorrence of
the turf, DBut 1 did hope something from
Dimer's attachment to Miss Daghwood, and 1
thought my fricnd’s fortunes might be me-mh-d
by such n marriage, without derogation to his
honour, I the Iady bhad wealth, Hugh had st
least n good old name wherewith to endow
her, and a position in the connty whivh must
needs be a considerable ¢levation for the
manufacturer’'s daughter. It did not seem
to e that the allinnee wonld be an unequal
nne

I 'was on the terrace, in frout of the house,
when the Dashwoods arrived at noon next
day, and I saw the younyg lady alight from ber
cavrimgie,  She was very pretty, very griceiul
and  clegant, too, mannfactarer’s daughter
though she was,  She was fair, with a radiant
hloom, and the loveliest blne eyes' ] ever be-
held : not grey, or any one of those numerons
viague tints which pass for blue; but a real
aznre—the perfect blue of a summer sky, or s
forget-me-not blossom. Nor was their éolour
the preatest charin of Mirs Daghwood's eyes,
That lay in their expression—the invocent,
rirlish trustfuloess, the sunny brightness of
evvs that had never tricd to hide or simulate
au cmuotion - She was very young—eighteen,
I shouid say, at most—and had:a bewitching
\nmhmlnnx and freshness of manner, 1 did
not wonder that Hugh Damer loved her.

They came ‘along the terrace, Miss Dash-
woind leaniog on her father's nrm, Hugh walk-
ing by her gide. - It wax their firrt visit to
Charleigh, and the manufacturer was cager to
explore the honse and grounds.  Hugh lost
no time in presenting me to his fricnds, and
I aceompanied them round the blooming
gavdens, whereoall the bright carly antnmn
flowers grew: luxuriantly ; and through the
ancicnt panelled ‘reoms, and corridors and
galleries lined with dingy old pictures,

Mr. Dashwood nappeared delighted swith
evervthing he saw, and exhibited no small
amount of mtnlhwnw and good taste,

“ Now, thir ix the kind of thing 1 like,” liee

aaid, nvaruly i % this is something liken hullﬁt'
A man can fancy this a home, ” That's
worst of n new plm‘n—-lct a man spend whit
mouey he will upon it, it Jooks only g0 much
bricks and timbere  Money ‘won't huy the
home-tnok, and no architect knows how. to
give it, Now, there's my house at Dedham——a
very fine house in its way, I daresay, and so
it onght to be, considering what it has cost
me ; butat its best it looks like a public insti-
tution ; and I've no donbt strangers who see
it from: the train put it down fer an asylum for
idints, or lunatics, or something of that kind.
Its cold, and stony, and cheerless komehow,
thowgh iUs warmed with hot water pipes from
gareet to cellar, and there isn’t & modern in.
veution in the way of comfort or Inxury that
has heen omilted,
the shivers whenever Laara and - happen to
he ulone there; and :I'm never comfortable
unless we've got a houseful of people.  Now,
1 could live in a ¢orner of this place, and fel
myrelf gnug and cosy.  There'r: that cedar-
wood parlour, for instance, with thu blue-tiled
tireplace—a man might spend hix life there”

“Yon really tike Churleigh, then;Mr. Dash-

wood 77 waid Hugh, smiling o little at the

manufacturer's omhmnmn, but not “with. a-

joyous smile, -

i Like it! 1-shonld think Ido,. indeed.  If
there were only auch n place ng thig in the
market, Dedham Park would roon be to et
on Jeage”

“You may have Churleigh . itaelf, {f you
like," Hugh snid with an lnd\ﬂ'vn-nt n!r “A

the.

‘ing-room,

Yet the place gives me:

“eal langhter ving

place nearer London would ‘anit me much
better. 1 should searcely care to sell. the old
house to a stranger, bul to a friend it's a dif-
forent thing.”

¢ What, Mr, Damer!"” Laura Dashwood vx-
elaimed, wonduuup,ly ‘¢ you would reslly sell

o hmm- that hmx M'en in_your family so

fong 72"

4 Why not, Miss Duxhwnod, if this particu-
Iar member of my fumily doesn’t Imppw to
want it ?"”

“Are you in earnest,
(ieorge Dashw nml

i Entirely 8o,

“ And you will sell the place as it shmdn—
pwturva and old oak cabinets, tapestries - and
hangings complete??

ARG standa—with every stick, and every
g,

He sighed, and his face darkened for a

moment.  Perbaps he was thinking  that
among thoge “rage” there were draperier

which his mother's hands had embellished.

« Well, sir,” said the manufreturer, with an
air of undisguised elation, ¢ 1 can only say
that when you have quite made up your mind
to sell, you have bul to name your price, and
George Dashwood is vour parchaser, [ don’t
think there’ll be much bargaining between
us”

I agked Hugh afterwards what made
talk of sefling Churleigh.

“Why, you sue, dear boy, if things go against
me in the Leger week, T shonld have to part
with the old place, and to do it quicikly, in
order to meet my engnrements ; so I thought
it wonkl be wise to take advantage of Dash-
wood's fianey. Besides, if Churleigh must go,
I would rather sell it to him than to any one
else.  There'il be s Kkind of mournfu) pleasure
in fancying Laura happy in the home of my
childhvod—happy with & husband, perhaps,
aud a brood of children. 1 ean fancy her

him

walking in the dear old gardens or sitting
under the cedar, yoonder, with the little ones

at her knees—while T am a lonely battered
exile, tighting the battle of life somewhore
Leyond the sea. It's haed, isn't jt. Fred?
But it isn't inevitable yet. Who knows that
the Leger won’t bring me a small fortune ?
Neo wan's ill luck can go on for ever, and Pye
been losing steadily for the Jast two years.”

1 wixh yon had something better than the
Tuart to trust to for your deliverance, Hugh,”
I said, %1 wirh you would confide in Miss
Dashwood's love, and her futher's gencrosity,
He seems to e 4 man enpable of taking a
tiberal view of things”

He shook his head gloomils,

“No, Fred ;) itian't possible for a Damerto
become n dependent apon his wife”

After this T heard no more of my feiend’s
troublea. He gave himself uputterly tothe de-
Hght of Laura Dashwood’s socivty, and seemerd
to enjov lite with a reckless, boisterons kind
of happiness in that tvicf fen days of ight
autmmnnd weather—a seaxon in which there
stitl remained muacl of the warmtls and glory
of summer. o

Churleigh was aovery pleasant honse to stay
in—the servants nnmerous and well-tmined,
the conl, shadowy gardens delicions at all
times, the billiard and smoking rooms  the
prifection of comfort, and the old-world air of
the place n perpetual soothing infigenes, which
guve a vague, indescribabie charm to evers-
thing. DBut for we thery wan a sadness brood-
ing overall things, and § could not but re-

memier how speedily this fair heritage might

pass into the keeping of a stranger,

Many times duriug those gay idle days, for
every one of which some new pleasure was
devised by the Master of Churleigh, T sitw a
cloud upor Hueh Dumer's brow: but it was
only a transient shadow: and, however gloomy
his thoughts may have been in those ftrul
moments of cire, Laura Dashwood had the
power to chase the dark shadow from the faee
T knew so - well, - Hugl's high spirits were
noticed. and admiced by every one; It was
impossible not to enjoy life in his compuny,
people said 5 his gaiety was infections,

T hat fellow can never have known a carve
in his life,” onie of his friends vemarked to me
iand yet 1 nover knew woman drop his moncey
more persistently than he did Iast year,  But
then, vou see, the fetlow is mmmnuudwll\'
rich" .

We had pienics and water p.lr(il'\ curpet
dancys night after nigbt in the long Tow draw-
with the six Freneh windows set
wide open, and the seent of the fowers, und
all‘the cool, dewy odonrs of the night wafted
incupon ws as we danced.  We hud moondit

waltzes on the luwn sometimes, when it was

very-pleasant. to. sev: Miss Dashwool's aevind
form revolving in the strong grasp of Huogh
Damer's powerful arm, and to hear her musi-
aut upon the ~tifl night «ir,
What a delicious life, if it conld have gone on
for.cverl

LY es, Fred, if ¢ could only go on for ever!™
he said to me on the night befoee the first mee
day;ns wa stoad together on the deserted Tnwn,
where wethnd ‘been s dancing ¢ after mid-
night, while the servants were extingnishing

‘the Jights in the dmawing-room, one by one:

“#Rut to-morrow will gee the beginning of the
end, T-daresny.  “Unléss: my loek whanges.

There was & time when ' 1 thonght it must
change—that fortune must take a'sudden turn
somehow, as the hour

in my favenr, Hut)

Mr. Damer ? " asked:

Sfound that gallant lad,
Thinzardons share of the work; to render unto

Jappiness and long life;
coming to bide with me in consequence of

‘draws near, I haven feeling that my fate is

fixed—that there's no such thing as a turn. of

‘the tide for me—that the river of life ¢can only

drift me one way—steadily down to the dark
ses of ruin "

¢ That'a all nonsense, old fellow,” I answer-
ed, cheerily ; ¢ mind you, Iam thelast of men
to hope much from the fortune of the Turf;
but still - there is no reason why yon should
not be a winner for once in'a way! i

“No reason, perhaps, Fred,” but 1 have a
rooted conviction that my ill-nck will pur-
gne me to the last. 1 have been too happy in
that sweet girl’s socicty—madly, recklessly
hnppy Oh, God, old friend, whq,re shall T be

in a week’s time ’?"

His tone went to my heart—I could see bis
face in the moonlight, deadly palc nnd the
lips working convulsively,

4 Let the worst come to the worst, Hugh,
youn will face misfortope like a man—I am
sure of that !”

¢ Face it like a man. That means to drag
on the remnant of one's days somehow—to
tarn adventurer and live by one's wits, or to
descend to gentlemanly beggary and live upon
one’s friends. Of course it is unmanly to blow
out one's brains and make a clean finish of it
—unil vet that's the most convenient end for
one's self and xocicty !

" v For God's sake, Hugh Damer,
me hear you talk like that!”

¢ JUs wicked, I suppose. Bat then, you see,
the whole course of my life has been wicked.
If my mother could have known what that
life was to be when she nursed me through my
childigh illnesses, and prayed all night long
for the passing of the danger, don’t you think
that she would rather T had died in her arms,
a child, innocent, untarnished—than that 1
should live to be what I am !”

¢ It is never too late to mend, Hugh, With
such a wife as Miss Dashwood you might be-
come a8 good aman as your mother ever hoped
vou might be, in her fondest dreams of your
futnre.”

o might—I might, with such a wife, Yes,
Fred ; bat that is too bright a fate for me. 1
had my chance and lost it. If 1T had known
Laura Dushwood sooner, perhaps—but it's the
idlest folly te talk of what might have been
—and to-morrow ¢ makes me or unmakes me

don't let

quite”  Come, light up another regalia,
Fred, and we'll have no more of this dreary
talk.”

T be contivued.
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CHAPTER XXIV,
CAPTALS CONEY AND EMILY INKLE'S GRAND WED-
DING AT COXWAY ~— THE STATES, GREAT
KRITAIN. AND CANADA REPRESENTED.

Draive the day while the rescued castaways
reposed, and-Clapper Hayvern’s people unrig-
ged the complex apparatus, the captsin him-
self searched around for the youth who had so
bravely and well accomplished the perillons
division of the wark; in mind annoyved at
the lad's disappearance hefore he had leartied
his name, and vowed lasting . friendship.
But the eaptain also required repose; and so
the day of the rescue passed;

Nextmorning he settled accounts with people
who had sold or loaned tackie and material,

I'o the Hon Mrs, Pensylding, who overflowed
with grmtitude at recovery nf her dmuzhter
and wonld have paid all costs anid ten thou.
sand dollars besides, Clapper Hayvern veplied -

« La! bless your heart, Madam ! We ben’t
pirates in Cavada: no more be we poor. In
a hundred townships along the lake shore; any
one of their “Reeves, or Deputy  Reeves, or
private gentlemen sach as 1 wounld: esteem

paymentof ten times the costs in such | canse.

an honour;  As # man-of-war retired  with
some  private fortnne of my  own, the op-
portunity to do.n service to a friendly power
comes as-a fair wind to a ship becalmed.
who performed the

him his dues for giving me so much. help,
tor: long life feels like

being privileged to assist in giving this here
country the honour of doing & neighbourly
tiurn to that there conntry—meaning  you,
Honourable  Madam ; meaning my . Gracious
Sovereign the Queen, by this here country—
God bless her! God bless you, Madam 1 And
biess this and that Innd: oul shore of the
lakes and our shove j—well, 'what was 1 saying ?

CIf that brave lad were fmmd that I might com-

pengate him for-this real gift-of tong life and
gladness; I'd go aboanl my craft—a steam
yacht for experiments and service of triends—
dowu at-Swush Point she lies—the i Blaek.

If1.

‘Eyed Susan her nn.mc,and give yon Madam, E

and daughters, and friends; hearty welcome on.
arrival.. May I pray the bonour mo

¢ Be assured we shall do ourselves the honour
of a visit to the ¢ Black-Eyed Susan,” Captain
Hayvern, when Sylva is a little stronger, and
the Senator has rested a day, The Senator
arrived in the night, harrassed by anxiety for
Sylva, wearied by travel, and by a longz and
excited session of Congress.. 'No? not know
T had a husband ? - Dido’t ‘know he was a
Senator?  Naturally not. How should you,
in_all this turmoil? The Senator will be
kappy to hecome acquainted with you, Captain,
rest assured ; my daughters also.”

Bowing, “and retiring - backward, bowing
many times, the Captain arrived outside the
Pensyldine tent. Tt had heen medically ad-
viged - that Sylva should remain under that
temporary shelter the first night, instead of
being conveyed by carriage to the Cataract
Hotel, fifteen or more miles away, over intri-
cate and crowded roads. Outside the tent the
veteran put on his hat, looked to the sky as
he had a'way of doing every second minute,
and talked with himself, thus

« He be honest and true as Niagara that boy;
bold and rrue as a sailor.  Yet, now,as1 hear
this morning, after the brave work of yester-
day, he is spoken of by Junkyn the Swush
Point Justice, as loafer and gaol sparrow! To
disappear before I've written and folded his
name in this here heart, is like unto losing a
glimpse of the sun when one would find the
latitude.”

Clapper Hayvern was more annoyed at
losivg sight of Toby than troubled on his own
account to hear people—not personally know-
ing him—tell in his hearing that some one
else had incurred the costs and performed the
great work of deliverance,  Junkyn of Swush
Point was named. Being one of the most
ungelfish of men a thought of present popus
larity did not e¢nter the Captain’s mind.  Or,
if thinking on the matter an instant, the
thought was cut adrift with such aphorism,
made for the oceasion, as :

“ Puplic opinion is a sieve in motion, let-
ting fall the smut of the He, keeping the wheat
of the truth at top.”  He had not seen in his
simplicity, that it depends on reed of the sieve,
on bias given by the sifter, which way the lie
goes, which way the truth. In this special
instance the sieve of opinion went right, after
publication at Toronto, New York, and Phila-
delphia; the latter the home of the Pensyl-
dines g0 closely concerned in the occurrences,

The witnesses being numerous and various,
and the incidents romantic, involving in
their sequences touches of nature which
made the whole world kin—Xin for a mo-
ment — the sieves of story and of thought

oscillated in Canada and the States, sim-
ultaneously; soon also in Europe; ultim-
ately along the earth’s zone of English

language ; Asia, Australasia, Western Africa,
retaining some of the heroes in, leaving others
out ; williug aver the rim Junkyn of Swush—
Wown away in a breath of the reporter, Tipper
Drednuttin,

But, T repeat, a man of Clapper Hayvern's
mental nature never learns.  Flushed with
success at the moment of a goad work done,
or carried ‘away in earnestness of effort, he
does not think of self until the mive of man-
~ind have nibbled up every cramb that was
his, Even one of the great dogs of high
soctety may sanap at, growl, and get away with
the due of such enthusiastic simpleton  as
Hayvern. He may have been momentarily
disturbed, hearing people say Junkyn of Swush
had doune everything in rescuing the castaways,
vet silently permitted the mouse to nibble
and steal.

Not silent could the Captain remnin when
hearing another reviled ; and that person the
brave vouth who nobly dared the descent of
the precipice, rescuing the lost ones, his name
as yet unkvown. Hayvern heard the Squire
g1y

e Guess 'l be like to give that loatmg vag-
rant three months at oakum and the stone
hammer, for insult offered a young lady and
carringe party, as soon's he is found, and they
prosecute.  Yes, Siree, it was in my jurisdic-
tion, in my own county.”

++Look ye here, Squire Junk, or Skunk, or
whatever thy name be; you put a constable’
on-that youth at thy peril,  Molest him, and
it is at hnzard of thut worm-eaten timber
heart of yourn.’

The- Squire feli the Captmne eve, and «hd
not further troubie Toby.

But that youth, coming upon Tow lnkle,
the Conway banker's son, in vicinity of the
Clifton House—the same who had assailed him
with a cane for responding to a signal made
by Emily JInkle, might have forgotten . that
he ‘was s man and Tom another thing; had
not_a confluence of parties, persons, cfficial
amd nonofficial ; male nnd female; American,
British, and British-American, happened o
tlow up as a tide 1o the doors of the Clifton,
all ‘about  the same minutc though  from
different sources.. :

The Tnkles. were there hke other wealthy
people; “enjoving  the beginning of a summer
ot tourist pleasures, - Mrs. Inkle, however,
differed from most ladies in the wanner of her -
enjoyments.  She moved in high state; bad
a superb chariot and pair of bays in silver- .
mounted harness; o cmchman always i in statv




