
le another man who looks as much like Crane- 
ton as hie own brother could—only Cranston 
hasn't got a brother, so ho don’t know bow bo 
would look,—the only dlffbrenoe being that this 
other man’s hair Is black and ho Is considerably 
younger than Cranston; but a bottle of hair dye 
would soon ninko that all right, and Cranston 
says that If they wore both dressed alike he 
would scarcely be able to toll which was him
self and which was the other fellow. You see 
Cranston—who turns out to bo a very respec
table men, although not very well off—owes 
this Bill fiungley, ns he calls himself, although 
I don’t Kttpixise that Is his real name, a grudge 
on an old score, and wants to get square with 
him. It appears Cranston married a ballet 
dancer some six or seven years ago, and she 
turned out a lut>l one, they often do, and ran 
away from him, and took up with Gangley Î 
Cranston did not care much about her, but It 
isn’t pleasant for a man to have another man 
run away with Ills wife, and then steal his 
name and commit forgery under it, and so 
Cranston wants to get square."

“I hope lie will," said Mr. Henson In an ab
sent way, feeling rather bored at the story, 
"and 1 hope ho will llml Ills wife."

“<>h ! he don't care much about her; It Isn’t 
likely he would be very anxious to And such a 
bad lot ns Elllo Barron."

" Who ?” shouted Mr. Benson, now fully In
terested.

" Why, Ills wife, EtTlo Barron I"
“ I've got It I" exclaimed Mr. Benson throwing 

his arms In his excitement around the aston
ished Caplain, " I've 1 done something' now, 
and no mistake. It's all right, hurrah !”

“ You've got me, certainly," said Young con
siderably surprised, " but I don't see what else 
you have got."

*' Why, don't you see?—Of course you can't 
ace—you don't know—I didn’t tell you—can't 
you understand?—No, I don't suppose you can."

" Most certainly I can't undemtaud what you 
have Just said ; what does It mean ?"

'• Well ; It first means this," said Mr. Benson 
making mi cllort to becalm, " that If Elllo Bar
ron married Cranston six or seven years ago, 
she was a married woman when she committed 
bigamy by marrying Arthur Austin, arid Robert 
Brydon and Richard Cranston, No. 2, are one 
and the same person, and—and—and—I’ve 
• done something,' hurrah."

■ • I wish" said Young, rather severely, yon’d 
talk sense and not he a fool ; <• what do you 
mean anyway?"

Mr. Benson rapidly colloctd himself and told 
Captain Young the whole story so far as ho 
knew It of Arthur's marriage Ac. The Captain 
sat very quietly listening attentively until Mr. 
Benson hail finished ; then he said :

" I can straighten this thing out."
" I’m sure you can," said Mr. Benson, rather 

too confidently.
" What’s the reward ?" asked practical Cap

tain 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 EfHo Barron before she married Ar
thur Austin I"

" Make It $2,S00 and expenses paid and I'll 
Ax thç thing all right In Montreal to-morrow ; " 
said practical Captain Young.

" All right," said Mr. Benson, consider It a 
bargain.”

'• But It there ?" sold Captain Young extend
ing a large, hard, brawny hand and holding It 
palm upwards".

Mr. Benson “ put It there" by. bringing his 
right hand down heavily Into the open palm of 
the Captain, and the two men shook ■ hands 
on their agreement.

A very short while afterwards Mr. Benson 
sent to Mr. Chuplcau in Montreal the telegram 
which closed my last chapter.

CHATTER X.
OUT or THE WOULD.

It was not a very difficult matter to get Arthur’s 
total postponed until the next morning, ns asked 
for by Mr. Chnplcau ; and Mr. Brydon found 
himself a sort of honorary prisoner In the hands 
of High Constable Blssonctte, who was exceed
ingly civil, polite and accommodating to him, 
but by Ills vigilance debarred Mr. Brydon’s one 
great hope now, that of effecting a bolt. Find
ing there was no chance of escape Mr. Brydon 
became affable ; ho had plenty of money about 
him and lie-proposed a little supper and a cigar ; 
Blssonetto refused supper, ns the bosom of his 
family was waiting tor him to repose ou It for 
the evening meal, but he did not mind taking a 
cigar to smoke after supper. Cigars were ob
tained and under the lulluouce of a gentle whiff 
Mr. Brydon obtained permission to walk as far 
as Ills boarding house, accompanied by Con
stable Lafontaine, and obtaluja clean shirt, col
lar Ac. which he declared he was greatly la need 
of. Ho was only a few minutes In Ills room and 
the Constable was with him all the time, yet 
he managed to take something out of the bu- 
reau and put It in Ills pocket, and be seemed 
greatly pleased at what he hod done.

Mr. Benson and his witnesses arrived next 
morning, hut by the very strenuous efforts of 
Messrs. Chuplcau nnd Devlin tli o trial was 
postponed one day more, and during the day 
so gained numerous and voluminous affidavits 
were taken.

On the morning of the seventh the case was 
continued, and did not occupy a great deal of 
time. A genuine list of the bonds Ac. was found 
in a private drawer of the safe, where no one 
had thought of looking for It—it being said that
the list had bean found In Arthur's desk_and
the evidence of Mr. Parsons and the experts 
fully cleared Arthur, and after ajvery short trial, 
Judge Coursol Instructed the Jury to dismiss tbo 
complaint which was accordingly done. Mr. 
Devlin 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 tho 
hearty congratulations of his friends. But there 
was one whoso congratulations he 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 a pause 
when Arthur came out of the dock end bis friends 
crowded around him, and the Judge good na
turally waited a few minutes for the excite
ment to subside before the next case "was 
called.

There was one person 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 formally ogres led and was still 
a sort of honorary prisoner, seemingly not un
der control, but really watched constantly by 
two or three Constables, and as he had been 
brought up for cross examination at the opening 
of the trial but dismissed to make way for 
more Important witnesses; he was still In court 
and was standing In front of the reporter’s desk 
when Mr. Austin was formally discharged. Ar
thur passed quite close to him as he crossed the 
court to speak to Jessie, and Mr. Brydon’s lips 
twitched convulsively, and his" right hand stole 
quietly Into the breast pocket of hie ooaL He 
controlled himself, however, nod while Jessie 
was still In Arthur’s arms he advanced towards 
the pair and said :

“ So glad, dear boy, to see you acquitted ; al

low me to congratulate 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 time, but I'll trump your last 
trick or my name Is not Robert Brydon I"

Quick as thought ho withdrew his right bond 
from his coat pocket, a bright shining barrel 
gleamed for ono moment in the air, then came 
a sharp ringing report, a loud scream of agony, 
and Arthur Austin fell on the floor of tho Court 
a dead man. There was scarcely a quiver of the 
flcsli, hnnlly u movement of the muscles, the 
bullet went straight to tlio heart and death was 
instantaneous. Ere the liorrlflod spectators 
could ailompt to seize him Mr. Brydon bad 
placed the barrel of tlio pistol In his own mouth 
and pulled tho trigger.

• • • • •
My story Is almost done. The report of Mr. 

Brydon’s pistol evoked an expression of 
terror from almost all the astonished spectators, 
but above all rose one scream, one outburst of 
heart agony, ns Jessie threw herself on the life
less form of her murdered husbnnd. For a 
moment all wus wild terror nnd confusion ; but 
Judge Coursol quickly recovered his equanimity 
and restored order and quint by Ills prompt and 
Kclf-i»8scKsed action. It wus at once discovered 
that Arthur was dead, there was no question 
about that ; and It wus feared that Jessie’s spirit 
hud followed that of the ono slia loved to the 
shadow land. Mcdlcnl help was speedily ob
tained, nnd Jessie, In u state of unconsciousness, 
wus removed to her home closely attended by 
Miss Frank, whoso medical knowledge hud 
proved of some account, as her quick and ef
fective treatment of Josslo showed. So one 
seemed to consider Mr. llrydon, ami lie lay on 
the floor a mangled mass of liuniaully, until u 
carriage was obtained to t ake Jessie home ; 
then Miss Frank turned lollls Honor tbo Judge, 
us she was leaving the Court, and said :

“ That wretch Brydon Is not dead. Take good 
care of him and get him well, lor 1 mean to see 
lilm lmngcd."

Miss Frank was right. Mr. Brydon wan not 
dead ; tlio bullet be had meant lo penetrate Ills 
brain had been misdirected, and lind passed 
through tlio buck of his neck, Inflicting a dan
gerous, but not of necessity mortal, wound. Ho 
had ample medical attendance, and was con
veyed us soon us practicable to the General 
Hospital, where he wus well eared for. But 
Mr. Brydon hud no desire to be hung—he know 
that was Inevitable,—and ns soon ns ho recov
ered strength sufficiently to lift his waistcoat 
from the chair by his side, on which It had been 
laid, he took n Utile rougli-looklng paper ball 
out of tho fob pocket nnd deliberately chewed It 
up and swallowed 1L It was a preparation 
which Mr. Brydon had carefully in ado up many 
months ago, and Its efficacy was fully proved 
now, for tho nurse who attended him reported 
about two hours after that be was dead.

The Coroner, of course, held an Inquest, nnd 
the medical testimony showed that Mr. Brydon 
had dh l from poison ; tho Intelligent Jury, after 
much deliberation, brought in a verdict of sui
cide, and Mr. Brydon’s career was closed.

Jessie was taken homo lusonsiblo and linger
ed for it couple of days, and then she quietly 
nnd peacefully passed away to Join the one she 
loved. The long strain on her nervous system, 
consequent on Arthur's arrest, and the sudden 
shock of his death, brought on premature child
birth, and she was too weak to survive Its 
pangs. Sho remained unconscious, and know 
not of tho advent of n little girl, who only open
ed her eyes on this world to cloud them again 
for ever ; and In three days after vw,,ur"S mur
der his body and his wife and child’s wore laid 
side by side in the cold earth.

There Is 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 parent takes good 
cam of thorn us floras medical matters are con
cerned, nnd her flrst son, whom she called 
Arthur, after her brother-in-law, bids fair to be
come a travelling drug store ; but ho benrs up 
bravely under It, and will no doubt become 
some day a fluo man. Miss Frank nnd her 
husband are happy, nnd live tranquilly and 
pleasantly together, but there will sometimes 
come over them a feeling of sadness, and a 
spirit of gloom when they think of the two who 
were so suddenly snatched away from thorn, 
and how much brighter and happier they might 
have boon If Arthur had possessed sufficient 
moral courage to grapple with bis trouble like 
n man, and uot give himself over to tho demon 
of drink ns he did, fount which moment his 
course was downward to destruction.

THE END.

Natioxalitirs or Bumsii Rkiiimkxts.—An inter
esting return hns just been issued from the British 
War Olllce, showing the number of English, Scotch 
nnd Irish non-commissioned ulllcers, corporals uiid
6rivâtes in ouch regiment of Foot U unrds, ilouso- 

old Cavalry, Royal Engineers and Artillery; also 
of Uto cavalry of the line, nud tho infantry of Uio lino 

and rifle brigade. This return confirms what has 
generally been well known, that many regiments 
have lost their original distinctive character, nnd 
are now oomiaised of mixed nationalities, while in a 
few oases only a very small number of mon are to bo 
found in a regiment from tho country where it was 
first raised. This is shown in tho ease of the 1st 
Foot (Royal Scots), tho oldest standing regiment in 
tho service, or Indeed in tho world. Raised origin
ally in Scotland, It has entirely lost its national 
character, the 1st battalion, being now composed of 
443 English, 152 Irish, aud 40 Scotchmen ; while the 
2nd battalion numbers 662 English, 227 Irish, nnd only 
57 Scutch. The 1st battalion of tlio 21st Foot (Koval 
North British Fusiller») consists of 488 English, 350 
Irish, and 137 Scotch ; and tho 2nd battalion of sag, 
216, and 132 respectively. The 26th Foot (Camcron- 
ians) still contains a fair representation of Scotch
men—306 against 345 English anil 276 Irish. Tho 
purely Scotch Highland regiments, however, seem 
to have retained their national character in a won- 
derfnl degree. Tho 42nd (Block Watch), for in
stance, contains 011 Seotohinon, and only 3b English
men, and 13 Irishmen : the 71st (Highland Light in
fantry). 683 Scotch, 25 English, and 18 Irish; the 
72nd (Duke of Albany's Own Highlanders). 646Scotch, 
242 English, and 67 Uriah: tbo 74th High
landers, 676. Scotch, 84 English, and 71 Irish; 
the 78th Highlander», 503 Scotch, 21 English, and ‘À 
Irish ; the 70th (Cameron Jligblandors), 611 Scotch. 
51 English, and 81 Irish : the 92nd (Gordon High
landers), 810 Scotch, 105 English, and 48 Irish ; and 
theOSrd (Sutherland Highlanders), 052 Scotch, 30 
English, and 16 Irish. Some other Scotch regiments, 
however, have become more mixed, such as tho 78rd

ana sa xrisa • wu juikbi. saianiry, i-ronosntre Vol
unteers), 440 English, 185 Scotch, and 91 Irish ; 91st 
(Princess Louise's Argyllshire Highlander»), 218 
English. 209 Scotch, and 113 Irish ; and the (19th 
(Lanarkshire), 362 English, 41 Scotch, and SB Irish 

Taking next the cavalry, of which there are more 
distinctive Irishi regiments than Scotch, it appears

ment having the next greatest number of Scotch In 
its ranks la the 13th Hussars, which contains 103. 
with 391 English, and 110 Irish.

The following are, the total numbers, distinguish
ing their nationalities, In the varions arms of the 
service Household. Cavalry—040 English. 172 
Scotch,93 Irish; Cavalry of tho Line—11,661 fena- 
glisb, 1,091 Scotch, and 2.429Irish ; Royal Horae Ar
tillery—4,182 English, 3W Scotch. 899 Irish ; Royal 
Artillery—18,710 English, 2,020 Scotch, and 5,689 
Irish ; Royal Engineers—3,024 English, 1.108 Scoleh. 630 Irish Foot jShiords-6,604 English, 604 Seotoh
«ml 1M Mah ! Tnfitnfw nf fVim T.lnn_T1 oeo t!»—

ax# JUVIIMi WU OOOWO) 099 XTUD , AWL
Corps—481 English, 68 Scotch. 199 IrishT General 
total —117,701 English, 15,885 Scotch, and 44,092 
Irish.

THE BOSS.

live like the rose. Bo bud, so bloom,— 
Ingrowing beauty live;

So ewceton life with tho perftune 
That gentle actions give.

Die like tbo rose ; that, when thou'rt gone, 
Sweet happy thoughts of thee,

“f Like fragrant rose-leaves may be strewn 
Upon thy memory.

RrotSTXBKD in accordance with tho Copyright Act 
of 1868.1

TO THE BITTER END.
By iffira KL B. Braddon-

AUTDOB Or 1 LADY AODLBV’s BECBKT,' ETC.

CHAPTER XXII.—(Continued.)
Thu gortluu was ns eccentric as the house, 

and arranged lor tho pleasure and accommo- 
diitipti of the animal creation rather than for 
the diversion of their musters. There was a 
grotto, or cave of rock-work overarching a pool, 
in which a tame otter flopped about to the in
duite delight of the Colonel, who loitered a 
minute or so to feed the beast with fragments 
of biscuit from the pockut of liis Cuslimere 
morning coat. There were cages of birds, art
fully placed among tho ornamental timber, 
with a view to cheating those feathered crea
tures into the belief that they were the deni
zens ol" a primeval forest; there were minia
ture classic temples, and mediraval fortresses, 
one with a bristling row of wine-bottles, nock- 
outwards, to represent 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 bolls, for the occupa
tion of tho Java monkey.

The stables were at the side of the house, 
and here the Colonel's eccentricity had exhi
bited itself in the conversion of a hay-loft into 
a billiard-room, accessible only by an external 
staircase in the Alpine chfilet style. He kept 
a couple of saddle-horses for himself and his 
daughter, a pony and a basket-chaise (which he 
called his paiki) ; and his stable-ynra was for 
tho most part occupied hy a phensantry. Hero 
they found the groom looking at the pheasants. 
His master dispatched him with a message for 
Miss Clcvcdon, and this being done, was free 
to accompany the Colonel over the Bun
galow, and to listen to that officer’s somewhat 
prolix histories of various curios and other 
trophies which adorned the rooms.

Sir Francis was beginning to think they 
would never arrive at the apartment inhabited 
by Miss Crusoo, when Colonel Devenant opened 
an unexpected door in about as inconvenient a 
corner as a door could bo 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 substantially- 
built verandah, larger and loftier than tho apart
ment Raelf, nud paved with variously-coloured 
tile's. The room proper held only a piano, a 
few easyiidiuirs, and a coffee-table or two ; but 
thé verandah or annex, was largo enough to 
accommodate plenty of chairs and ottomans, on 
one of which a young lady was seated, dressed 
iu white muslin, reading a novel, with a couple 
of dogs at her feet.

This was Miss Crusoe, who put down 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 Clevcdon upon 
his being presented to her. Seeing lier for the 
first time unshadowed hy the umbrella," Sir 
Francia deckled that Miss Devenant was oven 
prettier than he had supposed. The bright 
piquant face, with its gray eyes and dark lashes ; 
the rippling brown hair, brushed loosely back 
from a broad white forehead, and brcakrag'mto" 
mutinous curls here and there ; the slim swan- 
like throat, and the lofty carriage of tho head, 
seemed to him perfectly beautiful. Ho made 
a kind of breakneck plunge into some rather 
commonplace observations about tlio Bunga
low, the Bungalow gardens, and the Bungalow 
zoological collection ; but felt himself less at 
bis case than usual ; and was relieved present
ly to find himself seated upon an ottoman, mak
ing friends with tho youthful deerhound, who 
was of a gregarious temper, and getting on very 
tolerably with Miss Davcnant.

Georgia her father called her. What a pretty 
name, and one that suited lier admirably'1 
thought Sir Francis. Site had a somewhat boy
ish frankness of manner, not hand:, or coarse, 
or masculine, but certainly boyish : the graci
ous case of a well-bred Etonian. She had never 
been at a boarding-school, or even under the 
milder sway of a governess at home ; site lmd 
grown up like one of the flowering plants that 
took their own way in the Colonel’s jungle ; 
masters had come to the Bungalow on certain 
days to teach iter their several arts, and for the 
rest, her father had educated her—or not edu
cated her—us the case might he.

Sir Francis stayed to dinner, and stayed till 
eleven o’clock thntuiglit, by which hoar he anil 
Miss Davcnant seemed to have known each 
other quite a long time. The Colonel told a 
few longish stories of Indian warfare, gave n 
slight sketch of Lieutenant-general Davcnimt’s 
(his father's) career in the Peninsula, which 
lasted an hour or so, and otherwise beguiled 
the evening with agreeable converse. Sir Fran
cis was of course attentive to those narrations, 
but he contrived between whiles to find out a 
good deal about Georgia’s tastes and habita : 
when she rode, where she rode, whether she 
competed for prizes at local flower-shows, or 
visited tlie poor, or devoted herself exclusively 
to the brute creation.

Ho found that she did a little of everything, 
except exhibiting any specimens of her horti
cultural skill at tlie flower-shows.

“ I give the prizes sometimes at tlio cottage 
flower shows," she said, " but things don’t grow 
In our greenhouse quite as well as they might. 
Sometimes Tufto scratches them up—you know 
very well you do, you wicked Tufto 1”—shaking 
her head at the deerhound—“ or Pedro—the 
monkey, you know—knocks over the pots with 
his tail. Grant, our gardener, is quite unhap
py about it ; but the fact ia flowers and ani
mals do not get on very well together.”

« My sister has a passion for flowers ; goes in 
tremendously for ferns, and that kind of thing; 
and has stuffed lier poor little head as full of 
their names as if she was a perambulating bo
tanical dictionary. She had just begun build
ing a fern-house, which is to be all dark-green 
glass, and she means to do wonders in that 
line. I hope you and she will be good friends.”

“ I have no doubt I shall like her very 
much.”

“ Will you call upon her, or shall eho come 
to you V

« Just as she pleases. I am not at all parti
cular about forms and ceremonies.”

“ She shall come to-morrow, then, although 
you are tbo oldest inhabitant.”

“ Thanks. I shall be so pleased to see her. 
Is she fond of animals 7”

“ I hardly know. I think 1 ought to answer 
as the man 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, at 
a convent in Bruges ; and since then she has 
been travelling with me. But I daresay she 
has a latent taste for dogs and monkeys.”

“ I don’t think she oan help liking Pedro,” 
Miss Devenant replied naively, with un affec
tionate glance towarda the warmest corner of 
the little drawing-room, where that luxurious 
animal, the Java monkey, was coiled up on a 
sheepskin rug.

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

11 Sinclair was right," he said to himself. 
“ Tlio Colonel is a capital fellow. I wish his 
stories of the Punjab and the Peninsula were a 
trifle shorter. But that's a detail. What a 
lovely face it is 1 Géorgie—Géorgie—Géorgie 
Davcnant !" The name repeated itself over 
again, in time with tlie tramp of his horse’s 
hoofs, like tin old rhyme.

CHAPTER XXIII.
"FOB Lira, rOB DEATU."

Miss Clevedon drove over to the Bungalow 
on the following afternoon. Site was one of 
those nice easy-tempered girls 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 desire to preserve to her
self tlio advantages of his bachelorhood. It 
was very nice to reign over such a mansion as 
Clevedon Hall ; hut Sibyl had no genius for 
housekeeping, and she felt that as a country 
squire it was Francis' bounden duty to take 
unto himself a wife.

At breakfast Francis was full of his dinner 
at the Bungalow : the fountain ; tho cook look
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 bis 
long stories and vehement epithets ; and fi
nally Miss Devenant.

“Is she pretty 7” 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 
forehead, or anything of that kind ; in fact, 1 
rather think her nose has a slight upward ten
dency ; or it may be the way she holds her 
It cod—as high as if she were a princess of tho 
blood royal. In short, yon see, Sibyl, I can't 
poeitîvoly-fiay whether she iy regularly beauti
ful ; but if you taka into consideration her 
eyes—which are splendid—and her expression, 
and vivacity, and a kind of je ne tais ytiot-isk- 
ncss, you cannot fail to admit that she is a 
lovely girl.”

“ Good gracious, Francis, what a confused 
description : splendid eyes, and a tnmed-up 
nose, and her head stuck up in a conceited 
way 1”

“ No, Sibyl, I didn't say in a conceited way. 
She has no more conceit than patient Griz
zle,”

Bother patient Grizzle 1” Misa Clevcdon 
exclaimed contemptuously ; “ I never had any 
patience with that ridiculous creature. Of 
course a 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 yet is. ”
“ I really can't venture to express my opi

nion on such on important question as that 
She had a white gown and a green umbrella, 
and looked nice.”

» A white gown and a green umbrella I what 
an absurd young woman I I don’t wonder Mr. 
Wort turned up his nose at these Devenants.”

“ Now, there's no use in trying to be dis
agreeable, Sibyl ; it isn’t your mitier. Miss 
Davcnant is a charming girl, and I’m sure you'll 
like lieras much ns—"

“ As much as what, sir 7”
« As much as I do.”
“.What, Francis, again 7”
This “ again" had relation to certain pass

ages in Sir Francis’ past life. He had not 
reached his twenty-seventh year without fall
ing in love a few times on tho way ; he hod 
indeed, been in and out of love, as a rule, about 
once in a twelvemonth : and iris sister, in 
whom he hod been wont to confide, had no 
profound faith in tire constancy of his fancies. 
A man who lias a fair estate, tire world all be
fore him, and no particular occupation, is apt 
to he rather hard hit hy any pretty face that 
may flit across his pathway.

« I think you ought to plead like those grot
to-hoys who besieged our carriage in London 
tire other day, Francis, “ It's only once a year.” 
Pray is Miss Davenant prettier than Euplirasio 
Lament, the Spanish-looking beauty you fell 
in love with at the convent 7”

• » What I that little tawny dwarfish thing 7” 
a o, Francis I you raved about her.”
<i Did 17 She was well enough, I daresay, 

for a little ono ; hut this girl is os tall as—os 
Helen of Troy."

a How do you know that Helen was tall 7”
" U Tennyson says so—

“ divinely tall,
And moetdivinoly fair.”

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

« What a horrid family !”
« Well, yes, they were rather a queer lot, an

swering to some of our English nobility—a 
taint in that blood, I suppose. I think I re
member that little Lament girl had fine eyes, 
hut such a duodecimo-ish creature. Lady Cle
vedon must be tall.”

h Lady Clevcdon I Has it come to that 7” 
« it has come to nothing, except—another 

cup of tea, if you please. You are going to call 
upon Miss Devenant, and see tlie zoological col
lection this afternoon.”

« But oughtn’t she to call upon me first 7”

" I don’t know anything about the oughts of' 
tho case. But you are going this afternoon—I .■ 
told her so.”

Miss Clevedon submitted with a pretty little '• 
grimace, and drove off to the Bungalow direct
ly after luncheon, enjoying not a tittle the 
novel splendour of her barouche and two men- 
servants.

Tho visit was altogether » success. Slbjl 
admired all the eccentricities of house and 
garden, aud tlio two girls were delighted with 
each other, swearing im undying friendship on 
the spot, as it were. After this call the Colo
nel and his daughter rode over to the Hall one 
morning ; whereby Sir Francis had the oppor
tunity of seeing Georgina Davenant in her 
habit, which became her above any other gar
ment, and alh'o of showing tho old house and 
grounds to his new friends, tho inventive Colo
nel suggesting an alteration iu every room they 
entered.

11 invention—construction, perhaps I should 
sny, is my forte, sir,” he said. « If this house 
were mine, I’d make it the finest in England.”

" Dut it is so already, papa—one of the finest,
I should think,” replied Géorgie.

“ Undoubtedly, tuy dear ; but its capabilities 
of improvemeut are enormous. That oriel win
dow over the hall-door, for instance. Very 
fine, no doubt ; but why not have oriel windows 
along tho whole range of your front, instead of 
these flat tilings 7 Then there’s the groined 
roof in the dining-hall, sombre to the last de
gree ; cut away all that antiquated woodwork, 
and paint your ceiling blue, picked out with 
gold stars. Then you have those open colon
nades yonder ; a more waste of space ; fill them 
in with violet-coloured pinto-glass, and make 
one a smoking-divan and the other a billiard- 
room. That's what 1 call bringing modem 
enlightenment to bear upon Elizabethan inca
pacity."

“ I think I prefer Elizabethan shortcomings 
to Victor.nn improvements, Colonel," Sir Fran
cis observed, smiling. “ I should hardly core 
to change tlie character of tho place.”

•i Prejudice, my good sir ; the English mind 
all over. Your true-born Englishman will go 
on enduring tiny amount of inconvenience ra
ther titan infringe a set of arbitrary rules made 
by some dundci^headed architect. Character, 
indeed I Whore’s the character in my house 7 
Yet I think you'll admit it’s comfortable.”

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

« 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 friends while I was 
building. “ You mustn’t have your kitchen in 
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 officious idiot. “Can’t 
I ?" said I ; “ I’ll show you whether I can or 
not. If I want my dining-room loftier than 
my drawing-room, it shall be loftier ; and I’ll 
have «very one of my bedrooms upon different 
levels, to spite you." You mustn't have one 
side of your house higher than another," said 
that prince of fools, the builder's foreman ;
« for if you do, your chimneys will smoko.”
» Then my chimneys shall smoke,” said I ; and 
they do—when the wind's in the west ; but 
I've got a German stove or two to remedy that; 
and I've had my own way.”

After this enmo many interchanges of civility 
between Clevedon Hall and tho Bungalow. Sir 
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-eight o’clock dinner. The two girls, Sibyl 
and Gcorgio, were sworn friends ; English 
country-house life was new to Miss Clevedon, 
and Miss Davcnant was able to advise and en
lighten her upon many questions. She wanted 
to do some small amount of good among the 
poor round Clevedon ; and Geotgie, who with 
her dogs was a familiar visitor in many humble 
household about the Wells, and had a wonder
ful knock for getting on with poor people, vo
lunteered to set her in the way of being useful.

If Sibyl began by protesting against Fran
cis’s subjugation, she ended by almost worship
ping the girl ho admired. There was no such 
thing os opposition, therefore, to whet tho keen 
edge of Sir Francis's passion. The course of 
tills, his liitcsl* love ran on velvet, and little hr 
little tlie fact came home to him that this last- 
born passion was something serious. He had 
been doubtful of himself at first remembering 
those former episodes in his life, and how he 
had more than once seemed to bo very far 
gone. But no, this was the real thing ; he had 
admired a good many pretty women in his 
time, but mind, heart, and soul had never been 
held in bondage as they were now by Georgia 
Davenant. The 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 ? 
Ha watched Sibyl and Georgia’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 hie choice of a wife had 
brought about any lessening of the bond be
tween them. It would have seemed a hard thing 
to him if he had brought a wife home to Cle
vcdon Hall who would hove made the place 
anything less titan a home to his sister.

He looked back upon those bygone flirta
tions as so many glorious escapes. What if he " 
had flung himself away matrimonially upon one 
of those fallen idols, and come home to Oleye- 
don bound by the fetters of an injudicious mar
riage—come home to behold his “ fate” in 
Gcorgio Devenant 7" "She would have boon 
fatal to me, let me meat her when I might,” he 
said to himself. O, the anguish of meeting that 
radiant creature too late I

For a man so completely his own master, 
the process of wooing is apt to go swiftly. 
There was no' ground for hesitation or delay ; 
and before these two young people had known 
each other a fortnight, it might have been to
lerably clear to tho eye of a competent obser
ver. that tlie admiration was mutual. In their 
confidential discourse Sibyl now and then 
ventured on a leading question, and had con
trived thus to discover the state of her Mendie 
affections. Gcorgio was hot engaged, that she 
admitted without hesitation.

“ 1 am so glad, dear,” cried Sibyl.
u But why 7” Miss Davenant inquired, Mesh

ing a little.


