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EARTHSTONE,

s another man who looks as muct like Crans-
ton as his own brother could—only Cranston
hasn’t got a brother, s0 ho don’t know how he
would look,—the only difference being that this
ather man's hair i8 biack and hais considernbly
younger than Cranston; but a bottle of halrdye
would s0on make that all right, and Cranston
say8 that if they were both dressed allke he
would gcarcely be able to tell which was him-
self and which was the other fellow. You see
Cranston—who turng out to bo a very respec-
table man, although not very well off—owes
this Bill Gungley, as he calls himaelf, ulthough
I don't suppose that s his real name, a grudge
on an old score, and wants to got squars with
him. It appears Cranston married a ballet
dancer some slx or seven years ago, and she
turned out a bad one, they often do, and ran
awuy from him, and took up with Gangley;
Cranston did not eare much about her, but it
isn't pleasant for n man to have another man
run away with his wife, and thon steal his
name and commit forgery under it, and so
Cranston wants to get square.”

1 hope he will,” said Mr, Benson in an ab-
sent way, feeling rather bored at the story,
sand 1 hope he will find bis wife.”

«0h! he don't care much about her; it 1sn’t’
likely e would be very anxious to find such a
bad lot ax Eflle Burron.”

#\Who?" shouted Mr, Benson, now fully in-
terested,

«Why, his wife, EfTlic Barron 1*
= o I've got L1 exclaimed Mr. Bensonthrowling
his arms {n his excitement around the nston-
ished Captaln, ¢ I've * done somothing’ now,
and no mistake. It'sall right, hurrah P*

+ You've gnt me, certainly,” said Young con-
sfdorably surprised, « but I don't sce what else
you have got.”

«'Why, don't you see —Of course you can't
fee—you don't know-—I didn't tell you—can's
you understand 2—No, I don't suppose you can.”

s Most eertainly I ean’t undemtand what you
have just sald ; what does it mean 27

« Well ; L first menns this,”” snid Mr. Bonson
naking an effort to be culiu, » that If E0lo Bur-
ron married Cranston six or geven years ago,
she wus a married woman whenshe committed
bigamy by marrying Arthur Austin, and Robert
EBrydon and Richard Cranston, No. 2, are one
and the same person, and—pnd-—and—-I've
«done something,® bhurrah,”

1 wish” snid Yonug, rather severely, yon'd
talk senke and not be afool ; © what do you
mei anyway?”

Mr, Benson rapidly collectd himself nnd told
Captaln Youny the whole story so fur as he
Eknew it of Arthur's marringe &e. The Captain
sat very quictly listening attentively umtll Mr,
Beuson had finlshed 3 then he gaid

« 1 ean stralghten tuis thing out.”

“ I'm gure you can,’”’ sald Mr, Benson, rather
too coitidently.

¢« What's the reward ?** usked pructical Cap-
tnin Young.

“ You get $1,000 for Benson's arrest, from the
Richmond Bunk,” answered Mr. Benson, * and
I will give the same amount If you can take
Cranston on to Montreal and prove that he was
married to Effie Barron before she married Ar-
thur Austin I”

# Muke it $2,600 and expenses paild and I'll
fix the thing all right 10 Montreal to-morrow ; "
sald practical Cuptain Young,

« All right,” sald Mr. Benson, + consider it a
bargain.”

« Fut it there * sald Captain Young extend-
ing n inrge, hard, brawoy Land and hoiding it
palm upwanls,

Mr. Benson <« put it there" by, bringlng his
right hand down henvlly into the open palm of
the Captain, and the two men sbook. hands
on their agreement. ’

A very short while afterwards Mr. Bonson
sent L Mr. Chapleau in Montreal the tolegram
which closed my last chapter.

CHAPTER X,
OUT OF THE WORLD,

It was not & very difficult matter to get Arthur's
taial postponed until the next morning, ny asked
for by Mr, Chapleau; and Mr. Brydon found
himself @ sort of honorary prisoncr iu the hands
of High Constable Bissonette, who was gxeced-
ingly civil, polite and accommodating to him,
but by hls vigllance debarred Mr, Brydon’s one
great hope now, that of effecting n bolt. Find-
ing there wns no chance of escape Mr. Brydon
beeame affable ; ho had plenty of money about
him and lic- propoacd a little supper and acigar;
Bissonette refused supper, as the bosom of his
family was walting for him to repose on It for
the evening meal, but he did not mind taking a
cigar to smoke after supper. Cigars were ob-
tained and under the latluonce of a gentle whifr
Mr. Brydon oblained permission to walk as far
as hls boarding housc, nccompanied by Con.
stable Lafontuine, and obtaliln clean shirt, col-
lar &c. which he declared he was greasly 1o need
of. o wns only a few minutes in his room and
the Constable was with him all the time, yet
he managed to tnke something out of the bu.
reau and put it in his pocket, and be seomed
greally pleased at what he had done,

Mr. Benson and his witnesses arrived next
morning, but by the very strenuous efforts of
Moessrs. Chaplecau and Deviin th o trinl was
postponed onc day more, and during the day
s0 gained numerous and voluminous atfidavits
wero taken.

On the morning of the seventh the case was
continued, and did not occupy a great deal of
time. A genulne list of the bonds &e. was found
in & private drawer of the safe, where no one
had thought of looking for it—it being sald that
the list had been found In Arthur's desk—and
the evidence of Mr. Parsons and the experts
fully cleared Arthur, and after a;very short trial,
Judge Coursol inatructed the jury todismiss tho
complaint which was accordingly done. Mr.
Dovlin then formally moved for the discharge of
the prisoner which was granted and Arthur
Austin came from tho prisoner's dock to the
floor of the Court a free man and received the
hearty congratulations of his friends. But thore
was one whoso congratulations be valued more
than all and that was the one be had always
loved, and whom he now knew was really and
truly his lawful wife. There was quite & pause
when Arthur came out of thedock and his friends
crowded around him, and the Judge good na-
turedly waited a fow minutes for the excite-
ment to subside before the next case was
called.

There was one porson who did not feel parti.
cularly elated at Arthur's acquittal, and he, of
course, was Mr. Brydon. That gentleman had
not as yet been fofmally ayrested and waa still
u sort of honorary prisoner, scemingly not un.

der control, but really watched constantly by
two or three Constables, and as he had been
brought up for cross examination atthe oponing
of the trial but dismissed to make way for
more Imporiant witnesses, he was stil] in court
and was standing in front of the reporter's desk
‘when Mr. Ausun was formally discbarged. Ar-
thur parssed quite close to him as he crossed the
court to speak to Jessis, and Mr. Brydon's lips
twitclied convalsively, and his right hand stole
quictly into the breast pocket of his coat. He
controllod himself, however, and while Jessie
was still in Arthur’s arms he advanced towards
the palr and said :
# Bo glad, dear boy, {0 see you acquitted ; al-

low me to congrutulate you on your triumph—
bat It will not be for long,” he continued sa~
vagely, suddenly changing his tone and manner,
# not for long, Arthur Austin; you have won-‘
against mo all the iime, but Il trump your last
trick or my name {8 not Robert Brydon I

Quick as thought ho withdrew his right band
from his cont pocket, a bright shining barrel
gleanmed for ono moment in the afr, then came
a sharp ringing report, a loud scream of agony,
and Arthur Austin fell on the floor of the Court
adend man, There was scurcely o quiver ofthe
flesh, hardly & movement of the musolos, the
bullet went strajght Lo the heart and death was
Instantancour. Ere the lorrified speotators
could nitempt to sefze him Mr. Brydon had
placed the barrel of tho pistal in his own mouth
aud pulled tho trigzger,
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My story 18 almost done,  The report of Mr.,
Brydon's pistol cvoked uan exprossion of
terror from almost all the ustonished speciators,
but above all rose one screnm, one outburst of
heart agony, ns Jessic threw herself on the life-
less form of her murdered husband.,  For u
moment all was wild terror and confusion ; but
Judge Coursol quickly recovered his equanimity
and restored order and nuint by his prompt and
self-possessed action. It was at once discovered
that Arthur was dead, there was 1o guestion
about thut; and it was feared that Jessic’s spirit
had followed that of the ono sho loved to the
shadow land.  Medlenl hiclp was speedily ob-
talned, and Jessle, In u state of unconsciousness,
wns removed Lo her home closely nttended by
Miss Frank, whose medieal knowledge had
proved of some uceount, as her quick and ef-
feotive treatment of Jossle showed. No one
seemed to couslder Mr. Lrydon, aud he lny on
the foor a mangled maxs of humanily, until a
carrlage was obtained to take Jessle home;
then Miss Frank turned to 1Hls Honor the Judge,
as she was leaving the Court, and safd:

+ That wreteh Brydon is not dead. Tuke good
care of him and get him well, for 1 mean to sce
him hanged.”

Miss Frank was right.  Mr. Brydon wad not
dead; tho bullet be had meant to penctrate his
brain had been mlisdirected, and had pussed
through the bnek of his neck, inflicting a dan-
gerous, but not of necessity mortal, wound. Ho
had ample medleal attendance, and wus con.
veyed us soon us practicable to the Genernl
Hosplital, whero be was well ecared for, But
Mr. Brydon bad no desire to be hung—he knew
that was fnevitable,—und as soon as ho recov-
cred strength sufticlently to Hft his waistcont
from the chair by his side, on which it had been
laid, he took a little rough-looking paper ball
out of tho fob pocket and deliberntely chewed it
up and swnllowed it. It was & preparation
which Mr. Brydon had carefully made up many
mouths ago, and its efllency was fully proved
now, for tho nurse who attended him reported
about two hours after that he was dead.

The Coroner, of course, held an inquest, and
the madical testimony khowed that Mr. Iirydon
had di« | from polson ; tho intelligent jury, after
much deliberation, brought In a verdlet of suj-
cide, and Mr. IBrydon’s carcer was cloaed.

Jessie wus taken home lusensiblo and linger-
ed for n couple of days, and then she quietly
and peacefully passed away to Join the one she
inved. Tho long sirain on her nervous system,
consequent on Arthur’s arrest, and the sudden
shock of his death, brought on premature chlld-
birth, and she was too wenk to survive lts
paogy.
not of tho advent of a little girl, wijo only open-
ed her eyes on thls world to closg them nzain
for ever; and in three days after hur'S nmur-
der his body and his wife and child’s wore laid
side by side in the cold earth.

There 18 little more left to tell. Of course,
Frank married Mr. Benson, and they are living
happily together. There are several little
Franks, and their maternal prrent takes good
care of thom as far as medical matters are con-
cerncd, and her 0Orst son, whom &she called
Arthur, after hor btrother-in-law, bids fair to be-
comae o travelling drug store; but he benrs up
bravely under it, and will no doubt become
some day o fiuo man, Miss Frank and her
husband are happy, and llve tranquilly and
pleasantly together, but there will sometimes
comec over them g feeling of saudness, and a
spirit of gloom when they think of the two who
were 80 suddenly snatched away from thom,
and how much brighter and happler they might
have been if Arthur had possessed suflicient
moral courage to grapple with bls trouble like
u man, and ot give himself over to tho demon
of drink as he did, from which momeut his
course was downward to destruction,

TRE END,

NATIONALITIES OF BRITISH REGIMENTS.—An inter-
esting roturn has just been issued from the Br:tish
War Oftice, showing the number of English, Scotch
and Irish non-commirsioned oilicers, corporals and

rivatos in ouch regiment of Foot Gunrds, louge-

old Cavulry, Roynl Lugineers and Artillery; =iso
of tho eavalry of the ling, and tho infantry of the lino
and ritle brigade. This return confirma what has
goncrally been well known, that many regiments
have lost their vriginal distinctlve churacter, and
arc now oom{mled of mixed nationalitics, while in a
fow onsos on

¥ a very small nuinber of mon are to bo
found In o regiment from the country where it was
first raised. Thia is shown in tho onse of the 1st
Foot (Royul Scots), tho oldest lhndmf regiment in
tho service, or indecd in tho world. ised origin-
ly in Scotland, it has entiroly lost its national
charnctsr, the 1st battalion, being now compoeed of
443 English, 152 Irish, aud 40 Saotehmnen; while the
2ud battalion nambers 663 English, 227 Irish, and only
57 Soutch. The 1et battalion of tho 21kt Foot (Royal
rth British Fusillers) consists of 488 Eaoglish, 350
rish, and 137 Scotch ; and tho 2nd battalion of 538,
8, and 132 respectively. The th Foot (Caweron.
ians) still contains & fair ropresentntion of Scuteh.
mon—308 against 345 Eugllsh and 276 Irish, The
purely Scotch ilighland regiments, however, goem
to have retnined their national character in a won-
dorful degree. 7Tho 42nd (Blaok Wateh), for in-
stance, sontaing 611 Seotohmon, and enly 30 hm;lhgh.
men, and 13 Lrishmen ; the Tlat (1ighland Light In-
fantry), 633 Sooteh, 25 English, und 18 Irish; the
72nd Lﬂuke of Albany’s Own {lixblanders), 6465comch,
242 Knglish, and 67 |Irish: tho 74th High-
landers, 576 Secotoh, 84 English, and 7 .
the 78th {igblanders, 509 G3otch, 21 English, and 24
Irish ; the 79th (Cumisron Llighlandors), 611'Scotch,
51 English, and 31 Irish : the 92nd (Gordon High-
landers), 510 Scoteh, 105 ﬁnflhh, and 48 Irish ; and
the f8rd (Sutherland Ilighlanders), 052" Scoteh, 30
English, and 16 Irish. Some other Scotch regiments.
however, have hvoome more mixoed, such ag tho 78r,
Faot (Perihshire), with 516 Knglish, 88 Scotob, aud 231
Irish ; 76 t (Stirlingebire),512 Eoglish, 83 Scoloh,
and 532 Lrish ; th Light Infantry, (Porthshire Vol
85 Hooteh, and 91 Xrish; olat
shiro llll‘;hlnn‘iln?), 218
; and the
iah, 41 Scotoh. and 23 Tricd
Taking next the cavalry, of which thers are more
distinetive Irisht regiments than Sootoh, it appears
that in the 2ud Dragoons (Royal North Brimhy:hm
are 266 English, 291 Scotoh, and 41 Irish, The regi-
ﬁeut h‘:‘vin‘ &l: next m::.elt nuxlr:‘b%r of Scotoh in
TAD 18th which oonta
e Rl g ata. th 03&’?" bers, di .
e owing aro tho numbers inguieh-
their nationalities, In the various uf.'?'.“‘f,'}'ﬁ}.'
scrvice :—Houeohold. = Cavalry—010 English
Bootoh, 93 Irish ; Cavalry of tho L 661
glish, 1,00 Sootsh 429 Iri
illery—4102 English, 830 Scotch,’ 880
frhl ory—lai'm) English, 2,020 Scotch, and
rish ; Royal Engincers—3,024 English, 1,108 Scolch,
630 Irish ; Koot Guards—b, nglish, 604 Scotoh,
and 108 Irish ; Infantry of the Lino—71,262 English,
10,232 Scoteh, 53-812 Irish ; Argn&rvlee Corps—1,-
827 Engliin, 20, Sootoh, S5 Irlah ; Army Gt
sy . Gener,
total — 117,301 English, 15,885 Sootoh, and 44,002

=]

Sko remalined anconsclouy, and knew

THE BOSE.

Live like the rose. Bo bud, so bicowm,—
1in nowmr beauty live ;
Bo swoelcon life with tho perfume
That gentlo actions give.
Die like tho roso ; that, when thou’rt gone,
Sweet happy thoughts of thes,
“r Like fragrant rose-leavos may be strewn
Upen thy memory.
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CHAPTER XXII.—(Continued.)

The gurden was as eccentric as the house,
and arranged for the pleasure and accommo-
datign of the animal creation rather than for
the diversion of their masters. There was a
grotto, ur cave of rock-work overarching a pool,
in which a tame otter lopped about to the in-
linite delight of the Colonel, who loitered a
minute orso to feed the beast with fragments
of biscuit from the pockoet of his Cushunere
morning coat. 'I'here were cages of birds, art-
fully placed among the ornamental timber,
with a view to cheating those feathered crea-
tures into the belief that they were the deni-
zcns of & primeval forest; there were minia-
ture classic temples, and medireval fortresses,
one with a bristling row of wine-bottles, nock-
outwards, to represcnt cannon, inhabitable by
various dogs, which sprang out to cross the Co-
lonel as he passed. There was a portable Chi-
nese pagoda, hung with bells, for the occupa-
tion of tho Java monkey.

The stables were at the side of the house,
and here thie Colonel's ccecentricity had exhi-
bited itself in the conversion of a hay-loft into
a billiard-room, accessible only by an external
staircase in the Alpine chblet style, He kept
o couple of saddle-horscs for himself and his
daughter, n pony and a busket-chaise (which he
called his palki); and his stable-yard was for
tho most part occupied by a pheasantry. Here
they found the groom looking at the pheasants.
‘His master dispatched him with a message for
Miss Clevedon, and this being done, was free
to accompany the Colonel over the Bun-
golow, and to listen to that officer’s somewhat
prolix histories of various curios and other
trophics which adorned the rooms.

Sir Francis was beginning to think they
would never arrive at the apartment inhabited
by Miss Crusoo, when Colonel Davenant opened
an uncxpected door in about as inconvenient a
corner a8 a door could be placed in, and intro-
duced his guest into the drawing-room, a small
low room with a wide window running along
one side of it, and opening into a substantinlly-
built verandah, larger and loftier than the apart-

mept iteslf, nud paved with variously-coloured.

tiles. The room proper held only a piano, a
fow \:n.sy‘.plmirs, and a coffec-table or two ; Lut
thé verandah or annex, was largo enough to
accommodate plenty of chairs and ottomans, on
one of which a young lady was seated, dressed
ju white muslin, rcading a novel, with a couple
of dogs at hur feet.

This was Miss Crusoe, who putdown her
book and rose to greet her father with a charm-
ming smile—a smile which she extended in a
modified degree to Sir Francis Clevedon upon
his being presented to her.  Sceing her for the
first time unshadowed by the umbrella,” Sir
Francis decided that Miss Davenant was even
pretticr than he had supposed. The bright
piquant face, with its gray cycs and dark lashes ;
the rippling brown hair, brushed loosely back
from a broad white forchead, and breaking into
mutinous curls licre and there ; the slim swan-
like throat, and the lofty carringe of the head,
secmed to him perfectly beautiful. He made
a kind of breakneck plunge into some rather
commonplace obscrvations about the Bunga-
low, the Bungalow gardeng, and the Bungalow
zoological collection ; but felt himself less at
his case than usual; and was relicved present-
ly to find himself scated upon an ottoman, mak.
ing friends with the youthful deerhound, who
was of & gregarious temper, and getting on very
tolerably with Miss Davenant.

Georgio her father called her. What a pretty
nnme, and one that suited her admimbly |
thought Sir Francis. $he had a somewhat boy-
ish frunkuness of manner, not harsk:, or coarse,
or masculine, but certainly boyish : the graci-
ous case of o well-bred Eionian. She had never
been at a boarding-school, or even under the
milder sway of & governess at home ; she had
grown up like onc of the flowering plants that
took their own way in the Colouel’s jungle ;
masters had come to the Bungalow on certain
days to teach lier their several arts, and for the
rest, her father Lad educated her—or not cdu-
cated her—as the case might be.

Sir Francis stayed to dinner, and stayed till
cleven o'clack that night, by which hour heand
Miss Davenant seemed to have known each
other quite a long time. The Colonel told a
few longish storics of Indian warfare, gave n
slight sketch of Licutenant-general Davenant's
(his father's) carcer in the Peninsula, which
lasted an hour or so, aud otherwisce beguiled
the evening with agreeable converse. Sir Fran-
cis was of course attentive to those uarrations,
but he contrived between whiles to find out a
good deal ubout Guorgic's tastes and habits :
when she rode, where she rode, whether she
compoted for prizes at local flower-shows, or
visited the poor, or devoted herself exclusively
to the brute creation,

He found that she did a little of everything,
except exhibiting any specimens of Ler hoxti-
cultural skill at the flower-shows.

# I give the prizes sometimes at tho cottage
flower shows,” she said, ¢ but things don't grow
in our greenhouse guite as well as they might.
Sometimes Tufto scratches them up—you know
very well you do, you wicked 'T'ufto I"—ghaking
her hcad at the deerhound—* or Pedro—the
monkey, you know—Xknocks over the pots with
bis tail. Grant, our gardener, is quite unhap-
py about it; but the fact is, flowers and ani~
mals do not get on very well together,”

# My sistor has & passion for flowers ; gocs in
tremendously for ferns, and that kind of thing ;
and has stuffed her poor little head as full of
their names as if she was a perambulating bo-
tanical dictionary. She bnd just begun build-
ing a fern-house, which is to be all dark-green
glags, and she means to do wonders in that
Line. I hope you and she will be good friends.”

4] have no doubt I ghall like her wvery
much.”

# Will you call upon her, or ghall sho come
to you 7"

# Just as she pleases. 1 am not at all parti-
cular about forms and ceremonies.”

# ghe shall come to-morrow, then, although
you are tho oldest inhabitant.”

“ Thanks. I shall be so pleased to see her.
Is she fond of animals

# I hardly know. I think I ought to answer
ag the mun did who was asked if he could play
the fiddle. He didn’t know, as he had never
tried, Sibyl has not had any opportunity of
developing her taste for the brute species. She
only finished her education a year or so ago, ut
o convent in Bruges ; and since then she has
been travelling with me. But I daresay she
has a latent taste for dogs and monkeys.”

“ 1 don't think she oan help liking Pudro,”
Miss Davenant replied naively, with an affec-
tionute glanco towards the warmest corner of
the little drawing-room, where that luxurious
animal, the Java monkey, was coiled up on a
sheupskin rug.

Sir Francis rode homeward by moonlight,
very well pleased with the eccentricitics of the
Bungalow,

“ Sinclair was right,” he said to himself.
# Tho Colonel is a capital fellow. I wish his
storics of the Punjab and the Peninsula were a
triflo shorter.  But that's a detail. What a
lovely face it is! Georgie—Georgic—Ucorgie
Davenant " The name repeated itself over
aguin, in time with the tramp of his horse’s
hoofs, like an old rhyme.

CHAPTER XXIII.

¥ FOR LIFE, YOR DEATH.”

Miss Clevedon drove over to the Bungalow
on the following afternoon. Hhe was one of
those nice casy-tempered girle who are always
ready to cultivate any one their brothers may
happen to admire; nota girl to place stumb-
ling-blocks across a brother's path to matrimo-
ny, from any selfish desiro to preserve to her-
sclf the advaniages of his bachelorhood. It
was very nico to reign over such a mansion a3
Clevedon Hall ; but Bibyl had no genius for
housckeeping, and she felt that asa country
squire it was Francis' bounden duty to take
unto himself a wife.

At Lreakfast Francis was full of his dinner
at the Bungalow : the fountain ; tho cook 00k~
ing out of the window ; all the ins and outs,and
ups and downs of tho house, improved by the
Colonel's architectural fancies ; the zoological
collection ; the old soldier himself, with his
long storics and vehement epithets; and £i-
nally Miss Davenant.

« Jg she pretty 77 Sibyl asked curiously.

« I think her remarkably pretty., I don't
know whether she has a classical profile, a
Grecian nose coming straight down from her
forchead, or anything of that kind ; in fact, 1
rather think her nose has o slight upward ton-
dency ; or it may be the way she holds her
hcad-—as high as if she wero a princess of the
blood royal. In short, you &ee, Sibyl, I can't
‘positively.cay whothoer she iy rogularly beauti.
ful ; but if you take into consideration her
cyes—which are splendid——and her expression,
and vivacity, and a kind 'of je ne :ais quoi-ish-
ness, you cannot fail to admit that she isa
lovely girl.*

“ Good gracious, Francis, what a confused
description : splendid eyes, and a tarned-up
nose, and her head stuck up in a conceited
way I?

# No, 8ibyl, I didn't say in a conccited way.
She has no more congeit than patient Griz-
zle,” .

« Bother patient Grizzle ' Miss Clevedon
exclaimed contemptuously ; # I never had any
paticnce with that ridiculous creature, Of
course & man wrote the story—it was like him
to do it, just to show what foolish sheep-like
beings you would like us to be,~—and it never
was true. Docs she dress well 7*

¢ Patient Grizzle 7

¢ No, sir. This paragon of yours, who isn't
pretty, and yot is.?

# I really can't venture to express my opi-
nion on such an important question as that
She had a white gown and & green umbrella,
and looked nice.”

# A white gown and a grecen umbrella { what
an absurd young woman | I don’t wonder Mr.
Wort turned up his nose at these Davenants.”

¢ Now, there's no use in trying to be dis-
agreeable, Sibyl ; it isn't your smétier. Miss
Davenant is a charming girl,and I'm sure you'll
like heras much as—"

# As much as what, sir 7%

« As much as I do.”

« What, Francis, again 2"

This ¢ again” had relation to certain pass-
ages in 8ir Francig’ past life. He had not
reached his twenty-seventh year without fall-
ing in love & few times on tho way ; he had
indced, been in andout of love, as a rule, about
once in a twelvemonth : nnci his sister, in
whom he had been wont to confide, had no
profound faith in the constancy of his fancies.
A man who has a fair estate, ¥he world all be-
foroc him, and no particular occupation, is apt
to be rather hard hit by any pretty fuce that
may flit across his pathway.

« I think you ought to plead like those grot-
to-boys who bosicged our carriage in London
the other day, Francis, # It's only once a year.”
Pruy, is Miss Davenant prettier than Euphrasic
Lawont, the Spanish~looking beauty you fell
in love with at theconvent 7"

» & What | that little tawny dwarfish thing 7"

# O, Francis | you raved about her

« Did I?7 She was well enough, I daresay,
for o little ono ; but this girl is as tall as—as
Helen of Troy.”

« How do you know that Helen was tall 7

‘# Tennyson S8YS 50—

« divinely {all,
And mostdivinoly fair®

0, I'm sure of it, Of course Helen was tall;
you can't fancy Clytemnestra a little woman ;
they were sisters, you know.”

« Whata horrid family I

« Well, yes, they were rather a queer lot, an-
swering to some of our English nobility—a
taint in that Llood, I suppose. I think I re-
member that little Lamont girl had fine eyes,
but such a duodecimo-ish creature. Lady Cle-
vedon must be tall” .

ot Lady Clevedon! Has it come to that ?”

« It has come to nothing, except—another
cup of toa, if you please, You are going tocall
upon Miss Davenant, and sce the zoologicul col-
lection this afternoon.”

4 But oughtn’t she to eall upon me first ¥

told her so”

grimace, and drove off to the Bungulow diroct.
ly after luncheon, enjoying not a little the
novel splendour of her barouche and two mon-
servants.

Tho visit was altogether s suécess. Sibyl
admired all the eccentricities of house and
garden, aud tho two girls were delighted with
cach other, swearing un umdying friendship on
the spot, s it were.  After this call the Colo-
nel and his daughter rode over to the Hall one
worning ; whereby Sir Francis had the oppor-
tunity of seeing Guorgina Davenant in her
habit, which became her abave any other gar-
ment, and aldo of showing tho old house and
grounds to his new frivnds, the inveative Colo-
nel suggesting an alteration in overy room they
ontered.

“ Invention—~construction, perbaps I should
say, is my forte, sir” he saitf « If this house
wore mine, 1'd muke it the finest in England.”

“ Dut itis sonln:ady, papa—onc of the fincet,
I should think,” replicd Georgie, .

# Undoubtedly, wmy duar; but its capabilities
of improvement are enormous. That oriel win-
dow over the hall-door, for instance, Very
fine, no doubt ; but why not have oricl windows
along tho whole range of your front, instead of
these flat things ? ‘Then there's the groined.
roof in the dining-hall, sombro to the last de-
gree ; cut awny all that antiquated woodwork,
and puint your ceiling blue, picked out with
gold stars. Then you have those open colon-
nudes yonder ; a mere wasto of space; fill them
in with violet-coloured plate-glass, and make
onc & smoking-divan and the other a billiard-
room. ‘That's what I call bringing modern
enlightenmunt to bear upon Elizsbethan inca-

dty?

“ Iythink I prefer Elizabethan shortcomings
to Victor.an improvements, Colonel,” Sir Fron-
cis observed, smiling. % I should hardly care
to change the churcter of the place.”

 Prejudice, my good sir ; the Koglish mind
all over, Your true-born Englishman will go
on enduring any amount of inconvenience -
ther than infringe a sct of urbitrary rules made
by some dunder-headed architect. Charncter,
indced ! Where's the character in my house ?
Yet I think you'll admit it's comfortable.”

« I most freely admit that it is a delightful
house,” said Sir Francis, with a little stolon
glance at Georgie.

« Of course everybody admits that it’s com-
fortable ; but you should have heard tho oppo-
sition I had to encounter from officious asses
who call themselves my frionds while I was
building.  You mustu’t have your kitchenin
the middle of your house,” says ono ; # you'll
smell your dinner I?  And I like to smell my
dinner, I told tho blockhead ; I like to know
what I'm going to have, and to prepare my
mind for it. ¢ You can't have one bedroom
upon one level, and another bedroom upon an-
other level,” remarked an ofticious idiot. # Can’s
I7?" waid I; ¢ I'll show you whether I can or
not. 1f I want my dining.room loftier than
my drawing-room, it shall be lofticr ; and I'll

levals, to spite you” You mustn't have ono
side of your house higher than another,” said
that prince of fools, the builder’s forcman ;
«for if you do, your chimneys will smoko®
# Then my chimncys shall smoke,” zaid I ; and

D've got a German stove or two toremedy that;
and I've had my own way.”

After this came many interchanges of civility
between Clevedon Hall and tho Bungalew, Bir
Francis organised drives and excursions to
various points of attraction in the picturesque
line, in which the Colonel and his daughter
consented to join, with pleasant returns in the
sunset to the Hall or the Bungalow for a half-
past-cight o'clock dinner. The two girls, Sibyl
and Georgie, were sworn friends ; Euglish
country-houss life was new to Miss Clevedon,
and Aliss Davenant was able to advise ind en-
lighten her upon many questions. She wanted
to do some small amount of good among the
poor round Clevedon ; and Georgie, who with
her dogs was a familiar visitorin many humble
houschold about the Wells, and had a wonder-
ful knack for getting on with poor people, vo-
luntecred to set her inthe way of being ueeful,

If Sibyl Legan by protesting against Fran.
cis's subjugation, she ended by almost worsghip-
ping the girl he admired. Thero was no such
thing as opposition, therefore, to whet tho keen
edge of Sir Francis's passion. The course of
this, hia latesi, love ran on velvet, and little by
little the fmct came home to him that this last-
born passion was something serious, He had
Leen doubtful of himself at ﬁrsg, remembering
those former episodes in his life, and how he
had more than once scemed to bo very far
gone. But no, this was the real thing ; he had
admired o good many pretty women in his
time, but mind, heart, and soul had never boen
held in bondage as they were now by Georglo
Davenant. ‘I'he bright frank face with its in-
nocent young beauty, the proud generous na-
ture which unconciously revealed itself in
trifles, what more need he desire in the woman
who was to share and brighten his existence ?
Ho watched Sibyl and Georgie’s growing affec~
tion for each other with delight, His only sis-
ter was very dear to him, and it would have
distressed him if his choice of & wife had
brought about any lessening of the bond be-
tween them. It would have scemed a hard thing
to him if he bad brought o wifec home to Cle-
vedon Hall who would have made the place

anything less than a home to his sister.

He looked back upon those bygone flirta-

had flung himselfaway matrimonially upon one
of those fallen idols, and come home to Oleve-
don bound by the fetlers of an injudicious mar-
ringe—come homo to behold his “ fate” in
Georgio Davenant 7 % She would have boen
fatal to me, lct me meot her when I might,® he

radiant creature too late !

For a man so completely his own master,
the process of wooing i8 apt to go swiltly.
There was no* ground for hesitation or delay ;
and Lofore these two young people had knowa
each other a fortnight, it might have been to-
lerably clear to the cye of a competent obeer~
ver, that the admiration was mutual. In their
confidential discourso Sibyl now and them
ventured on a Jeading question, and had con.
trived thus to discover the state of her friond's

itted without hesilition,
lldﬂll am so glad, dear,” cried Sibyl.
« But why 2" Miss Davenant inguired, blush~
ing a little, .

* I don't know anything about the oughts o‘l.! L
tho case. But you are going this afternoon—I . °

Miss Clevedon submitted with a protty little *

hava every one of my bedrooms upon different

they do—vwhen the wind's in the west ; but -

tions as so many glorious escapes, Whatif he

said to himself. O, the anguish of meeting that .

affections, Georgio wus hot engaged, that she

-




