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“ and there it will end.”

shook hands with the famous dramatist outside the inquest roow, I young man, was ?nitc at home with a child of this age, It was no

Eugéne Ericsen shrugged his sheulders in reply; but to himself
he said :
“Will jied”

.
—

CHAPTER 1V.
CECIL RENA.

In the foreground the muddy, turbid Scheldt, the wharf, the ¢cie.w led
shipping: in the background the picturesque roofs, and the giviious
spire of £atwerp Cathedral.

‘I'he Steam Navigation Com[mn ’s London boat was just about to
swing oft from the quay—another half-minute and the gangway would
be up—when a young man, tall, slight, strikingly handsome and well-
dressed, came along at an easy stri ', and without the leastappearance
of hurrying himself, crossed the gangway, and went on board.

The word was given the gangway swung aside, the last rope was
flung to the man _on the wharf, and the “ Cygnet” steamed slowly
out into the sluggish waters.

It was spring-time—a lovely April day—and there were not a great
many passengers on board. “The young man went aft, and geating
himeelf on xﬁ\uge coil of rope—few sents are more comfortable, by
the way—took out a letter, which had evidently Leen opened before,
and read it over agan, It wasdated from ¢¢ 16, Mervyn Street, Bromy-
ton, Loadon,” rau as follows:

“Dear M. Ericsex,

“I am delighted with your comedy, and sheuid like to see
vou about it, if you will give me a call when you return to Loundon,
“ Yours truly,
“ WaLZER MAITLAND.”

Pleasant reading this, for a young dramatist only just turned twenty-
one: for Walter Maitland had a few months ago tuken tire munage-
ment of the Corinthian Theatre, a leading West-end house. Ile was
known to be a thorough man of business, and one, also, who usually
did more than he eaid; in any case, the anprobation of so experienced
and able a man meant much,

I wonder what will come of it?” eaid Ericsen to himself, pulling
hissilky moustache, thoughtfully. < If he would take the picce for
the country, it’s more than I expected; uot likely he would mountit
at the Corinthian.  But, then, 1t’s haydly the kind of thing for the
country. However, whether it leads to nothing, or to something, 1
am bound to return 1n response to this letter,”” .

From which soliloquy 1t will be seen that Mr. Eugéne Ericsen pos-
sessed an almost cyatcal philosopby for twenty-one.

Most men, years older, would have at once sprung to the most am-
bitious conclusions, and seen, in prospects, the new comely crowded
houses at the Connthian.

He was roused from a further reveric mto which he dnifted, his face
turned towards the quaint old city fast disappearing behind the bend
m the river, by a light touch on his knee, hike the touch of a child’s
hand, and, starting, looked round quickly.

A little child stood there, looking up at him with wide-open smiling

eyes.

)In all his after life Eugéne Ericsen’s mind retained in its primeval
vividness the menory of this vision, for vision it was—the loveliest
fairy an artist could picture—n soft, brickdust ekin, superb violet
eyes, st wide apart, under straight brows, and shadowed bg long ur
wmci-curling black Iashes, delicate nose, beautifully cut;and perfectly
moulded lips, and the hatless head crowned with curling masses of
chestnut hair.

The child who seemed about three years old, though she was tall
for that, was damntily dressed, 1 foreign fashion ; but in rags she would
haved looked a young aristocrat. She was not fat or ‘“lumpy,” as
such young things usually are, butslenderlf' made, and the more love-
ly than thatethereal look which, to a mother’s eye, may mean lack
of robust health.

For a mament the child’s beauty took the young man's breath, the
next he bent down to her, putting his own haud on the tiny haud that
still rested fearlessly on his knee.

¢ Well, Fairy,” he said, in his soft, rich voice, ¢ what canI do for
you? Have you come to make friends with me?”

The fairy shook her curly head, and began, in the sweetest of
childish trebles, a longsentence, in broken Itahan, from which Ericsen
made out that he was handsome, and she thought she would like hiim,
and so she bad come. .

Itahan, however, was as familiar to_him as English~—it was only
the litllt’z’ one’s broken, baby language that puzzlmﬂmn, a8 he replied
at once.

¢ Come, then, and lct us have & {alk together.”

Tairy laughed, and clapped her hands gleefully, as the young man
lifted her on his knee, anl she nestled within hia arm with the coax-
ing manner which is fascinating even in a plain child.

%ricsen, who knew no more what to do with u baby than any other

new expericuce to him 1o have children run up to him and make friends
with the delightfal frankness of innocence; but he had never yet
encountered .o bewitching a gpecimen of young humanity as this.

“]And what is your name, Fairy ?” he eaid, caressing the silky
curis.

¢ Occil Rena,’ replied she, promptly. ¢ Mamma says Cecil, but
Rosetta says ¢ Chechil?”

“ s mamma with you? ”

“Noj ounly papa. "Were are yon going ?”

Tt ia not to be supposed that Misa Cecil apoke as dictinctly na the
above ; but as her langusge was broken Italian, that is hardly adequa-
tely rendered by broken ¥nglish.

“J am going home~—to London.”

“ You live in London?”

« Yen, 1 live in London.”

¢« I shall come und see you,” said the tiny lady, confidently.

“] hope you will; we must ask papa, mustn’t we ?” eaid Ericsen,
kissing the rosy lips.

To his surprise a half frighted look came into the large eyes; the
child nestled closer to him.

“What 1s it, Fairy 7 he 8aid, tenderly.

. “Papa doean’s want mne!”” said the child her seusitive lips quiver-
ing. :
¢t Could mortal man help loving such a creature as this ? ” thought
Ericsen, in wonder. —

But the instincts of children—especially a child of Cecil’s temyera-
ment—are t00 keen to be deceived. They know, unerringly, if they
are not loved.

¢« Ol ! but papa loves his little one,” said the young manu, brightly.

But Cecil shook her head,

¢ No, no; mamma does, not papa. Oh ! how Erettyl”

Her fancy was caught by o dinmoud-rin;i gricaen wvore. She
turned the ring round and round, aud examined it with intense interest
then his watch, of course mmust come out,and be examined in its turn,
with imany exciamations and sighs of delight, and questions about this
and that ; and rinally the signorina’s own pretty fingers must restore
the watch to its pocket, and then the child ixid her curly head on the
young man’s breast, and laughed softly, in that supreme happiness of
chil((ll 1ood which has in it s0 much of pathos, for we know ]In)ow short-
lived it is,

¢¢ Carissimal” said he, tenderly, looking down on the exquisite little
face, and involuntarily he folded the fragile form closer to him, and
kissed the rosy sinless lips, with a pang of passionate longing to pos-
sess a wingome creature like this, whom he could love and cherisi.

For he had a nature briming over with capacity to love—in alsolute
need for love, that had never been satisfied.

An only son, his parents had died almost before he could remember
them, and his early childhood had been passed with relations who
misunderstood him, and had their own preformed interests. So he had
speedily struck out his own puth, being haughty, independent, and
gifted far sbove his fellows, .

e made friends, but perhaps they loved him betler than he loved
them; he was aman formed to win loved; but, impressionable and
imaginative though he was, he was not quick to give it. He had not
cven yet fancied bimself in love! .

Presently misgy intimated to her handzome young cavalier that she
wanted to look over into the river; s, Ericsen carried her to the side
and seated her on the bulwark, kerging his arm firmly round her—a
necessary precaution, for she was an exceedingly vivacious damsel,
and by no meansdisposed to sit still.

Suddenly the look of fear he had seen once before flashied into the
child’s eyes, and ehe clung tightly to her companion,

Instinctively he looked round, and saw a gentleman, a fair, good-
looking man, apparently about thirty-five, between whomn and the
little one there was not a particle of resemblance. Ericsen, whose
perceplions were exceedingly keen, was not favourably impressed by
the countenance of the stranger, who approaching, said, with a kind
ofapologetic smile: . .

« My Tittle one has quite made herself'at home with you, sir. I hope
you don't allow her to bother you,”

¢« No fear of that,” returned Ericsen. “T am very fond of children,
and your wee daughter is the loveliest child I ever saw.”

“Yes, she is a beauty ; everybody notices her,” returned the gentle-
man ; but there was a shade of annoyance in his tone, instead of the
fatherly pride that might have been expected. Ile frowned, glancin
at the child, who had hidden her face against her new friend; anc
then he looked searchingly into the striking faceof her new protector,
and smiled. v .

«I am not surprised children take to you,” he gaid. “Well, you
must not let Cecil trouble you,” He raised his het glightly, and turned
away, and Ericsen caught a fleeting_expression which gave him_no
specialimpressionat the time, but wlich he recalled very distinctly a
few hours later,

¢ He must be a heartless wreteh!” thought the young man, “to
make a child that anyone elee would worship tremble like this. So!



