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, 'CHAPIER VII.—Continued

¢ Well, I must say. I don’t. One may be
gontent:to get a wound for one’s flag, but I
‘don’t’duite understand & positive delight in

© ,getting it. No; I give it up, Georgie.”
#~ «Yondo? You can’t even guess?' He
¢ Can't you understand
I thought, if I did

looked disappointed.
that I was glad because :
not die, I should probably be sent home ?”

She did look surprised indeed now,

¢« Sent home? Becanss you were to be
sent home ? But were you really so home-
sick as all that ¥ To want to go home—and
a campaign going on ; and one's friend in
the thick of it! My dear Georgie, I don's
believe a word of it.”

¢t That is why I asked if you thought me a
coward,” he said gravely. ¢ What I am aay-
ing is true ; 1 was longiog to get bome,”

“s Well, it wasn’t out of cowardice, that’s
certain. There are not any cowards like
that ; and even if there were you couldn’t be
one, It was something else. Do tell me;
though I wish you hadn’t begun to tell me

3 anytbing ; for { don't like mysteries ; and I

slw;t,s_va guess wrong when I have to guess at
all.

s J was longing to get back to England?
Camiola, because % was longing to get back
to you ; because I love you.”

He took her hand in his ; she was too
much sstonished to withdraw it at once, He
loaked into her wondering oyes ; the moon
shone upon hbis thin, delicate, boyish face,
and on the wasted cheeks which now even in
the pale moolight showed themselves suffused
with a girl-like blush of conflicting emotions.
Camiola did not at first realize the full mean-
ing of what was passing, and of which she
was a part,. Shewas for a moment almost
inclined to langh, But she bogan to under-
stand the stury told by those eager eyes and
that delicate fushed face and the trembling
of the hot hand that held her own. Then she

felt as if she could not keep from bursting
into tears, It was all so utterly unexpected ;
it was all s0 bewildering ; so destracting ; so
terrible.

“ Oh George, my dear Georgie,” she mar-
mured, drawing away her hand, * I never
thought of this,”

** T know you never did ; I never tried to
make you think of it before. I held my
tongue, Camiola ; and do yon know why ?
Let me take your hand again—you won't ?
You are angry with me ? "

¢ No, no,” she said, in a low sad voice.
*YWhy should I be angry? But this isa
great misfortune, Georgie, for you and for
mes,”

“Why should it be a misfortune?’ He
spoke now in more assured and eager tones,
no longer tremulous, all having been told.
% Why should it be a misfortune? All my

cople love you ; my mother Ioves you. You
gon’r, love me as I love you, I know tkat ; and
the right sort of love will come in time. You
don’t dielike me 1" for something in the look
of her face made him stop with this sudden
question.

¢ Dislike you, Gecrgiec, my dear friend, my
brother, and more than brother ? Oh, what
a question, I am very fond of you, you know
that very well,”

¢ Then why should this be a misfortune !
¥ shall be only too well content with the kind
of love you can give me for the present ; I

can wait till the other love comes ; I can be
happy with you even if it never comes.”

'] wish you had told me all this Defore,”
she said, with something like impatience in
her tones, ‘* What is the good of msking
mysteries about things ?”

T would have told you long ago, only I
thought if I asked you to marry me
people might think it was because of your
fortune.”

“ My fortune ! There again; my fortune!
1 wish my fortune was at the bottom of the
sea ar—or—yes, that the devil had it,” Ca-
miola exclaimed, losing all sense of the seem-
lincss of words in her excitement. ‘* There,
1 oughtn't to have said that, and I wish I
hadn’t said it ; but I feel it ull the same ; and
you drive me to it, George. What did it
matter what people anid ¥~ Who would have
believed it ¥ Do you think I should have
pelieved it? Do you think your mother
would have believed it ; or Junette ; or dear,
kind, generous Mr. Lisle * I think you had
no right to keep this thing to yourself all
this long time. If you were really in love
with me, why didn't you say so, and
not let things go in this absurd sort of way ?”

One might have thought from Fer words
and ber tones that she was enraged at having
somehow lost the chance of marrying him.
But George Lisle did not now interpret her
meaning thus.

**Syrely, Camiols, he pleaded in a voice
not much like that of o hopeful lover, *‘it
cannot be too late. Nothing has happened to
make any chaoge.”

“You don't know ; how could you?
100 late ; it is ever so much too lute.”

¢ But, Camiola—Cuamiola; my lovo ——

¢ Oh don’t talk in that way you must not.
It is too Inte. 1f you had told me this sooner ;
before you went away !”

“Would you have married me ?” he asked
in very doubtful tones,

] would; yes, I would! I was always
very fornd of you; as fond as if you were my
brother ; and I would have married you to
pleasge you, and to plense Lady Letitia, and to
please Janette, if it would have pleased them.,
Do you think I could have refused you if you
wished it, and Lady Letitia? Do you think
I could have sent you away disappointed, and
offended her ? Oh, no.”

“‘Then why must you refuse me now ?” For
he foared he was refused ; refused once and
for all,

#Can’t you guess?’ She turned her eyes
uway from his. She looked sadly enough
along the path of light which the moon made
on the quiet river.

¢¢ You love some one else "

¢t Yes, Georgie.”

“Some one you didn’t know when I went
away ’

¢ Yes, Georgie.”

¢ Qh, but it cannot be—there ia nobody.”
He never thought of Albert Romont, He had
been jealous of Romont’s popularity with the
whole family, Camiola included, but it had
not occurred to his harmless egotism to sus-
pect anything else.

*Camiola, you are not serious; you are.
onlv,making an excuse, There is something
else.”

- j.ureve 14 uothing else, Georgie ; nothing
ia uits world ; and what I say is true—ouly
too true—I wish it were not; I wish from
my heart that I were free to marry you, if it
wete only to please Lady Letitia. But you
spoke too late, my dear boy ; you spoke too
late,” She turned her face to him now with
& tender and a pitying expression, and he

. aaw that tears of genuine emotion were spark-
‘ling in her eyes, ' )

‘ Have I

i

It is

een fong 0o late? " He looked

| Camiola, ""You. can't

I haven’t been unkind to you, denr George ;
dear brother, you will not be unkind to your
sister?”’

to know,” he urged, despairingly.

in a woman’s secret altogether; it is my
secret; I wounldn't tell even Lady Letitiaa
word about it ; and you won’t let her know
anything, Georgie; I know you won't for my
sake ?
making you unhappy’; but 1t isn’t my fault ;
and ob, please forgive me and don’t let Lady
Letitia know.’

the word with & great efiort nnd after more
than one spasm.

were burtful to her ; but her manner inatant-
ly changed into its familiar kindliness and
frankness,
*‘and he never shall know so faras I can
help it. It would beimpossible that he could
have the faintest ides ; and I am ashamed of
myself—and there, don't ask me any more or
encoyrage me into telling you any more.
don’
would have told even her brother as much as
I have told you to-night, if she werc in my
place.
us not say any more about this wretched busi-
ness evir again. Yov don’t want me to marry
you now, Georgie, any more, do you?” She
looked to him with a war smile on her sad
iace.

burst of hysterical passion ; *I don’t—oh,
yes, I do—I do.”

womsn, and he threw his arma wildly up and
staggered nnd fell crash on the gravel walk,
In his excitement he had caused his wound to
reopet and the blood was crimsoning the front
of his shirt. Camiola did not call out or utter
a word, She got down on her knees beside
him and was eetting herself to get the neck of
his shirt open and to give him air, She thought
he had merely fainted, and she had aiways
heard that one must not try to raise a person
who has fainted, but keep the fallen one in a
recambent position, and secure freedom of
breathing and plenty of air. But she soon
found her hands covered with some horrible
dew, and she could see in the clear moonlight
that it wae blood, She knew what had hap-
pened ; his woand had broken out into bleed-
ing again,
happen ; she did not know that he might die

and even in that moment of dread and agony
her first thonght was for his mother, for dear
Lady Letitia, for the wild alarm it might bring
upon her,
would come !
she think of coming into the open air on such
a night as that? Was no oue coming her way?
If he were to die ?” —— At the thought she
bent over him and kissed his pale lips again
and agsin, ond called him by fond names,
such as o sister lavishes on a parting brother.
And while she was kiseing him she heard
footsteps on the gravel walk, and she a man
and a women near. :

clear voice, meant only to be heard by thote
who were near and not to alarm a whole
crowded company.

Romont, without staying to ask a question,
or indeed to speak a word, got down on his
knces beside Camiola.

that came to her asristance,
Mrs, Pollen before she looked at Romont
When she did see him she started aud ex-
claimed, “Mr. Romont!" in a tone of surprise
and something like alarm.
on Mra, Pollen.
suddenly on Camiola and George; had
turncd round the corner of a path of cedars,
to find the way stopped by Camiola and her
tatlen lover.
kiss poor George's
stopped to think aunything about that at the
moment ; the pair might have betn husband
and wife, or Drother and sister.
Romont dropping on his knees saw that he
was beside Cumiola Sibine, and that she had

some pretty playing at cross-purposen going
on here presently if some one doesn't inter-

mounded you know —*

I think'if ‘when you wera tels-

more or less. 1 yo > tel
graphing your arrival: at.Southampton yon
hed telographed an offer of marriage to.me,

I should bave met yon
yes and a kiss.” : o S
“But_this is imPoxsible; this-id absurd,
‘ ‘have fallen madly in
love in the mesntime,” -~ = L
8 Can's I, Georgie? Ob, butI can though;
and what is more and worse, my dear boy, I
hzve.” She was making a desperate effort to
keep up her courage and be lively."
¢« But there is nobody !’ he exclaimed,
angrily. * Who is it, Camiola ?" he demand-
ed, rather inconsistently with thespirit of his
positive assertion.
¢ That, Georgie, is a qnestion you musn’t
ask ; at all events, I don’t mean toanswer it

‘when you'chme with a

¢+ Still, if wo are brother and sister, L ought

¢t No, my dear, you ought not to know ; it

am & very unhappy girl, and I am

¢ Doea—does—ke know ?” George got out

formed him ;:*¢and two minutes’ walk from
a room wheré you will be able to go in a very
few seconds:s Mr, Romont says.there is no
harm done ; and he understands thitigd, and I
think:he is right; and.I have seen a fow
wgg_r:;;imen myself in wy time."” :
‘iive e your hand, old man,

gaid, as he saw (George trying to rise—‘“all
right, Miss-Sabine”-Camiols was making an
instinctive movement to come to the rescue.
also—**T'll take care,of him. We'll get him
quietly into & bed ; ‘and then Ill have a sur-
geon.come and see bim at once, . There’s sure
to be a surgeon of some kind in all that crowd
yonder ; nobody - ever saw s crowd like that
without a doctor of some sort in it.” -

*] can walk all right,” George said, atag-
gering us he said the words; *'I'm sure I
‘ean.” ‘

¢ Still you may as well lean on my arm,”
Romont said

“And on mine,” added Mrs, Pollea; and
she offered him an arm which was as strong as
it was white and shapely. Camiola felt as if
she were left ont in the cold. She was now
beginning to wonder what they could have
thought of her, They must have seen her kiss
poor Georgie. What did that matter? Was
he pot almost her brother? Was he not to all
appesrance dyingat the time? Still they
were perbaps not egactly in possession of all
the facts of the case ; they certainly were not
in poaseseion of some of the facts ; and what
would they think of her ; what would Ae
think of ber ?
¢ I'm awiully jollynow,” Usorge St, George

She drew away at first as if the question

*“ He does not know," ehe said ;

I

beliove any other girl in the world

Now, Georgie, let us goin; and let

t No,” the young man exclaimed with a

Then he sent forth a ery like that of a

But she did not know what might

n herarms, Yet she would not cry out;

«'Qh, if only somebody, anybody
Did no one, no one but he and

* Oh, come here !" she called, in a low,

Mrs. Pollen and Mr, Romont approached.

CHAPTER VIIIL—Breaginc Urp,

Camiola had not noticed at firat who it was
She recognized

This was not lost
Romont and she had come

They had both scen Camiola
pallid face. Neither

But when

been kissing young Lisle, the wounded
hHero come back from the wars, he
naturally drew the only conclusion that
seemed ot the time fairly open to
rational man’s acceptance. Such conclusion,
too, Mrs. Pollen might have drawn if she had
pot seen and appreciated the look of pain and
shame which came over Camioin's face, like a
wet, wan cloud over the moon, when the girl
saw that Romont was near her, **If I know
anythiog of women, I know what that means,”
Mrs, Pollen said to herself. ¢ Thero will be

vene in time.” It did not take long to make
up her mind any more than to come to her
conclusions ; and she made up her mind that
if no one else intervened in time she would.

*“ We were walking here ; and he fainted,”
Camiola stammered ; ““and he had been

‘“Yes; Isee;” Romont qeietly answered ;
¢ his wound has taken to bleeding again. He
mayn't be any the worse for that perhaps.
We may lift him now, I think ; he is recover-
ing himself ; the faint is nearly over, Mrs.
Pollen, suppose you kindly come and take his
head in yoar lap ?”’

¢ Certainly,” Mra. Pollen answered with
promptness and perfect composure, She sat
quietly down on the gravel walk, and raised
the boy’s head tenderly, and took it in her
lap. * Why, it’s Georgie Lisle,"” she whis-
pered. Camiola was now standing up ; Ro-
mont was still bending over the wounded
youth, and was holding a handkerchief tightly
squevzed against that part of the lad’s shoul-
der from which the blood was oozing; the
rush of blood had ceased.

Geoorge St. Goorge opened his eyes languid-
ly ; closed them again; opened them anew
less languidly, and said*¢ Camiola?”

¢ Here, Georgie, near you,” Camiola said ;
* you are better, are you not ? Your wound
began to bleed a little —"

“I'm all right.” he murmured ; *fit’s
nothing ; I don’t care about the wound—it
iso’t that. :

“ No ; " thonght Mrs, Pollen, ‘it isn’t
that,”

He became aware of the fact that Camiola

tried to speak in cherry mau-of-the-world
tone ; “ I say how awfully kind you both
are,” .

4t It’s in Romont'a line,” Mrs. Pollen said ;
¢¢ his business in life iz to go about helping
people—~it’s his trade ; and for me I am al-
ways delighted to have a chance of doing
anything for a good-looking young man.”

¢ Look here,” Romont svggested, ‘‘can’t
we sncak into the house in scme ganiet way ;
down the chimney or somehow—so that we
mayn't be seen and this boy’s motber get
frightened ? You know your way about; it's
your own homestead.”

¢ Yes ; but my foot isn’t on my native
heath, and I have only just got hold of the
place ; and, oh, here’s Mr. Pilgrim; he knows
all about it.”

Mr. Pilgrim had come mooning out of the
house at odds with all the festivity and tired
of the crowd. He was put in possession of
the facts, and he undertook to conduct George
utterly unseen into a remote and quiet room
where he could lie on & bed until & surgeon
came, and he promised to find a aurgeon in a
moment.

¢¢ Oh, thank you,” exclaimed Camiola, with
sparkling eyes ; ** thank you so much, dear,
dear Mr. Pilgrim, what a treasure you are ;
you always are,” Filgrim's bloodless cheek
did not indeed reddeo, but a positive spasm
came over his face and his lips trembled,

Mrs. Pollen. Said to her own soul ; * just
as I thought first. We must really get this
young lady to moderate the transports of her
gratitude,”

fieorgie was conveyed away by Romont
aud Pilgrim, Mg, Pollen and Camiola re-
mained standing on the steps of one of the
side doors of the house. LThey were -in sha-
dow ; there were but few lights in the win-
dows on that side ; the sounds of the music
and the various movements came on Camio-
la’s ear clearly enough to hring semse of
companionship aud shelter and protection
with them, but not loudly enough
to suggest interruption, She felt that
gshe must say something to Mrs, Pol-
len; it would beimpossible not to offer some
explanation ; to let matterastand just as they
did. Camiola did not as yet much like Mrs.
Pollen ; thought her fibro rather coarse ; did
not understand her ; had not even tried to
understand her. Also she had somehow got
the idea inte her mind that Mrs. Pollen did
not much like her. It was not pleasant,
therefore, to have to humble herseif to expla-
oations and to endeavor to propitiate Mrs,
Jollen, but it had to be dove.

CHAPTER IX.—Continued

1 am afraid yon will be inclined to form
wrong, conclusions,” she began, *‘aboutme,
and about George Lisle. You saw me kiss
him *” -
*Yes, I saw you kiss him,” Mrs, Pollen
gaid : ‘“more than onoce, too, YWhat multer,
Miss Sabine? I shan't tell. I think to kiss
and tell is not a bit worse than to see & kies
and tell.” .

s But it isn’t that,” Camiola answered
something hotly ; **I don’t care about being
seen ; 1 don’t care if all the people saw me
kiss him. Then, I have known him & long
time, and I am very fond of him, and hc
fainted, and 1 thought he was going to die,
and why shounldn't I kiss him ?

<Y am sure, my dear young lady, I know
no resson why you shouldn’t. I daresay I
should have kissed him myself out of pure
sympathy under the same conditions, al-
though I have not known him a long time
and am not particularly fond of him,”

«t But it ian’t that,” Camiola interrupted.

¢ Qh, it ien't that, Then what is it *”

¢t Well, perhape you will think that (zeorge
Lisle and I are engaged ; that we are lovers.”

¢t T don’t think,” said Mrs, Pollen guietly,
*¢ pnythiog of the kind,”

¢ I am very glad.”

»t J don't think you are engaged ; and I
don’t belicve you are lovers ; at least, I don’t
believe that you are in love with him, I i$
comes to that I know you are not.” She
lifted her eyes on Camiola’s face. Camiola
felt herself tremulous under the bold, decp
oyes,
bt My dear Miss Sabine,” Mrs. Pollen said;
« T don’t want to know any of your secrets ;
at least I didn't ; but L can’t help knowing
your one particular secret now ; and I do
know it ; and you know now that I know
it.”

s¢Oh for pity’s sske; oh for Heaven's
sake,” Camiola implored, and she put her
hands instinctively over her eyes, "For Mrs.
Pollen was right ; Camiola felt too truly that
Mra. Pollen knew already that secret which
twenty-four honrs ago, two bours, she did
not quite know hersell. The sudden pang of
shame which made her cry out Romont'a
name when she saw him kneeling beside her,
and knew that he had seen her kiss George
‘Lisle had first made her -certain that she was
in love with him.

4¢ 1t does not matter my knowing it,” Mrs,
Pollen said. ** Nobody will be any the wiser
of it for me.
word of this ta you, but thet I dothink itis
right, and the part of one who wishes you
.well, to put you & little on your guard,™

*-On my guard against what 27 Caminln
asked with returning definnce, and meeting
Mrs, Pollen'’s look now boldly enough,

. “Against yourself, my dear, and for the
suke of others, I know that you are no flirt
or commonplace beauty of any Find ; Idon't
believe you are even very vain—for a hand-
‘some girl with a-fortune, that is to say ——"
"« Qh, that everlasting fortune !” Camiola

murmured between  her teeth, * Must I

and he were not any longer alone, and he
made an attempt to rise; but Mrs Pollen

always hear of it 2" o )
+¢ It iv & noisance to be rich, at least I find

‘understood s meaning in Romont’s werds, but

*¢ The very thing I might have expected !” | idea you were scared by the sight of that poor

I wouldn’t have breathed a|”

« My/mind is made up ;. I told him s0.” ,

““Yes ; I thought- asfmuch,”  Well,. then-

keeito your résolve ;. you won’ find it.easy;
8

‘but keep to.it.” You will have some -trouble,

relatives in the' world—congent to marry that

young man—or any man whom you don’tlove,

For the man you do love, why, let:things'go
s they will ; He doesn’t ‘Snspeot—as yet—
what 7 know. -About othef ;hen—do, like:a’
good girl, let themalone, Kepp clearof them,
whatever - their clkss,” They-are ‘men; not
stocks or stones. " Vou are full of kindness, 1
kinow, but a handsome woman’s kindness may”
someétimes kill a man,” There, that’s enough-

Don't be angry with me for talking to you

‘ike a mother. I wish to heaven I were your

mother., Well, Mr. Pilgrim, is our young

patient all right ? Thanks, I am so glad to

hear it, Come, Mies Sabine, we. had better

go in. Fine as the night is,’ we have lungs

and throats you know.” She swept Camiola

away with ber, and they were presently im-

mersed in the maddening crowd. ]

Camiola was for & while a solutely silent.
The whole conditions of life seemed to have
changed in & moment for her, She was as
one who has suddenly been taken into charge
by some being from another world, and is not
as yet quite certain whether it is Goethe’s
Mephistopheles or Massinger's Angelo; &
spirit of darkness or a spivit ot light,

As Christian Pilgrim atcod in the shadow
he was joined by Romont, who had just left
(eorge,

* He'’s all right,” Romeont zaid ; “ he is not
going to die this time ; he'll be able to walk
home presently, and nobody will know that
anything happened to him."”

“ It's a pretty bad wound,' Pilgrim said
shaking his head.
¢ T wish to heaven I had the wound,” Ro-
mont said, “*and the balsam.” He was
thinking of the kisses he had seen 1aid on the
lips of prostrate George Lislg. ¢ And I sup-
pose tho fellow doesn’t .eved know he got
them,” he thought in his own mind., ** They
would have wakened me cut of the sleep of
death, I verily believe,” :
¢“What do you mean, Mr.
grim asked timidly ; ** what balsam?”

5

Romont " Dil-
He

not their meaning, and
puzzled him. C g :
‘¢ Nothing in partiounlar ; at least never
mind, old man. The world has some lucky
fellows, Pilgrim.” .

I am sure you sreone of the very luckiest,
Mr. Romont ; the happiest at least. The
world ia very kind to you, and you are very
kind to the world.”

‘“1Well, I baven’t much to complair of, and
that’s a fact,” said Romont, cheerily. ¢ You
look rather out of sorts, Pilgrim. But then
you alwaya look out of sorts, it's a way you,
have. Do you know that I have a kind of

Romont’s: expression

lad's blood? I am used to that, I have car-
ried the Geneva Cross.” ’

I think you have dome everything, Mr.
Romont,” his admirer said, They were a
curious contrast: the one all youth and
health and animation, a living illustration of
the fusion of fire and clay; the other wasted,
prematurely old, depressed, hopeless.

¢ There’s one thing I mean not to do just
now, if I can help it, Pilgrim, my Christian

hero,” - : : '

¢ And that is Mr. Romant ?”

T mear not to make a fool of myself,

Romont answered, and Pilgrim could not get

him to say any more on the subject,

The gardens, which had been so lomely

when the festivity was at its height, were

now crowded, for the pariy was breaking up,

and the guests were going away, The band

was playing ¢ God Save the Queen,” and this

wag understood tobes signalof parting, A sort

of olond of men, women, and children was

breaking over the garden. The cloud soon

melted into living streams along the broad

gravel walks under the cedars. There was

much talking, but it was snbdued in tone,

The familiarity which had been just beginning

to grow upin the minds of the humbler guests

during their bours within doors suddenly de-

gerted them again as they cume into the open

air, the shadow of the stately old trees and

the vicinity of the Rector’s carrisge and his de-

parting family. George Lisle was able to go
home with his people, and none of them knew
anything of what hadhappened to him. Wal-

ter Fitzurse kept with them to the last. He
had handed Janette to the carriage, and on
the way vhither was tryingz to sunumen up
ccurage enough to ask her fora flower from
her fuding bouquet; but he had not found the
courage while the opporiunity remained, und
he had to abandon the idca.

Mr. Lisle and Georgie were wrlking home,
the distance being but short. Walter was
turning awey somevhat depressed in mood,
having failed to ask for the lower when he
came face to face with Romornt.

““ You're not going to bed yet, I dare say.
I’m not; that's flat, Come aloug with me to
the club ; or stay, we'll go 1o my rooms, we’ll
be quicter there. [ have gnt ulittle brougham
here which will ratile us over in no time. It
isn’t mine, but my mother’s ; only I make use
of it a good den) for her now snd then, us in-
deed 1 do of most things that are hers and
that I can make any use of.”

‘“ He put his hand on Walter's arm, and
was leading him away.

It was clear that Romont did not suppose
Walter to be a resident of that quarter, and
Walter could not summen up courage encugh
to tell him the truth, Walter was not at all
inclined to say thut he would be expected to
escort one of the poor little girle of Fitzurse-
ham to her home. Nor on the other hand did
it seem probable to Walter that his new friend
would often be in that region again, and he
was determined, come what would, to trans-
fer himself to another and different quarter
ot once. So they made their way through a
little crowd at the gate, Walter thought he
saw a glimpse of Miss Lammas as they went
by, and it only made him quicken his ateps.
There were not many carriages ; the lights of
the brougham soon flrshed upon them, and
they got in and rolled away.

I nm glad it’s over,” said Romont, **and
yet—I don’t know ; I think I enjoyed myself
more then I expected.”

He was determinod to moke the bost of
things,

“ ¥o did I,” Walter replied, and tried to
make his answer seem careless, Truly he had
enjoyed hiwself more than he expected, and
in-a different way.

Mrs, Pollen haa announced her intention of
remaining behind until the company had all
gone. She wished to eee what the place would
Iook like when deserted, she said; she re-
mained standing by the anoient hearth in the
great hall, which bad been dearity.lively with
ill-agsorted company & short tuue before.  Tn
the very last llickering-ont group of guests
ghe noticed the odd figure of Jethro Merri-
dew, the. morning callman, Mrs, Pollen
knew him slready and had heard of hia story.
¢ Mr, Merridew,” she mnid, as. he was
slowly passing, ‘I want to saya word toyou.
lb;efo;e you go," and she beckoned him with
er fan, :

that-Tisee ; but you must bear it; and keep to |'F
» Romont | your resolve ; don’t—for a)! the friends and | fin

angrily at her when‘Ehe spoke of his déughter.

‘The:subjeot was one which he was acotistomed
to hear of only in conneotion: withyjibes, and
-rudeness, ‘and langhter, "Lhe feelings of the
itzarseham -public were not always-véry re.
éd, and’ certain ‘micfortunes were:usually
considered by them' s legitiinate ‘theme for
“mirth; ---Any. sppposed derangement of a
'man’s facuities,.for example, was regarded as

& very. fitting-subject for comic observation
and -for . pleasant raillery.- If a man’s wife
were supposed to be rather free and easyin her
conduet it was esteemed quite the right sort
of thing to chaff the hunsband abont it ; to
#fallylhim;” as the humorists of & past day

would bave aaid, and to take good care that
he should fot often forget it. In the same
spirit Mr. Merridew's supposed craze on the

one theme of his daughter and ber expected

grandeur was understood to give sll his

neighbors & proper occasion for making fan

of him, "It may be that just for an instant

Mr, Merridew supposed Mrs. Pollen was in-

dulging in the popular pastime ; but the ex-

pression on her face zoon satisfied and quieted

bim. :

“ No; I have not yet heard from her,” the

poor little man said; ¢“I came here ma’am,

with the thought thatperhaps this was the

place and this was the occasion when she

might believe it fitting to make her reappear-

ance ; but, no; no. *She comes mot yet to

glad her father’s eyes,’ as the post says.”

“You have never told me all about her,
Mr. Merridew ; edd I should much like to
know, I shounld also like to tell you about
my search for a relation, of whose very ex-
istence I am not certuin. You may have
lived some time in this place, and you must
know everybody ; you might help me in my
search, perbaps ; and I might help you.”

¢ I den’t talk about it much,” he said, hur
riedly ; “here, in Fitzuraeham ; because peo-
ple don't understand und are rude and vulgar;
and don’t believe ; and laugh at their bet-
ters. The loud laugh, ma’am, speaks the
vacant mind,”

¢ I guite understand your caution; and I
too am very slow about letting people in
general know anything of my object in coming
tothis place. They wouldn’t understand me;
they would think me absurd.  But you, Mr.
Merridew, are not people in general; and I
should not mind telling you.”

Mr. Merridew was entirely overcome.

*“1 should be proud to tell my story to a
lady like you, a real lady with a heart for
sympathy ; the lady of the land, indeed, if I
may presume to apply to you the words of
the great poet, Coleridge.”

4 Shall we talk of it now, Mr. Merridew ?
I am not fond of gcing to bed early—I don’t
know if you are,”

‘¢ This night, ma’mm, it is my intention to
out-watch the bear, as Miltonsays. I do not
propoge to sleecp at all, for I huve to arouse
half Fitzorseham at all manner of early hours
—a.ffer your gracious hospitality of this even-
n,

.

*¢ Sit here then, Mr. Merridew, and tell me
all about it.” For Mra, Pollen had been by no
means convinced that Mr, Merridew's notions
came of mere monomania, and she was in-
clined to regard him with comgassion, and
was curious to know whether something
could not be done for him

CHAPTER X.—TirL tane Dawxs.

Fitzurse felt himself floating in a very
heaven of delight as the brougham rattled
through the streets of the West End. The
town was all alive as they drove down Pica-
diily ; there were strings of carringes waiting
outside houses which had awnings spread
over their doorways and carpets stretvhed
beneath them. Little armies of footmen
were in rapil manccuvres, Ludies in evening
dress and sparkling with diamonds were
voming in and going out. The brougham
had to dnive slowly, to Walter’s great delight,
But he took care not to show any delight. He
leaned back and put on as weli as he could an
air of incurious familiurity, But when his
mind sometimes returned to the dull and
dirty and decaying rows of honses with which
be was familiar, to the darkness and squalor
and meanness of the life which he had so
lately left behind, he felt that the bottom of
the Thames would be to him more welcome
than & longer residence at Fitzurseham.

The brougham furned into St. James street,
The windows of all the clubs were Dbluzing
with light. Men were walking =long in even-
ing dress, somo with their light outer conts
thrown carelessly over their arms. Fitzurse
noticed with'a sort of wonder thet no one
scemed to look after them or take their ap.
pearance in thestreet in such sttire us any-
thing out of the common. If one were to
parade the muin street of Fitzurseham in
evening dress the whole population would be
after him. How many dress coats, he won-
dercd, were there in the whole place ?

Two ur three doors cut of St. James strect
the brougham stopped at u small old-fashion-
ed house. ““This is my den,” Romont said,
snd opening the door with a latch key he
cordialiy invited Fitzurse to come in. Fitzurse
assumed when he saw the latch-key used shat
he would be shown into a house with one
little jot of light burring for the illumination
of the late comer, nll the rest of the inmates
being in bed. He found, however, that a
respectable elderly pentleman in black
came out to receive them, For a- moment
he forgot what he had already learn-
ed of his mew friend’s family, and he
fancied this was Romont’s father who had sat
up probably to censure him for not coming
home earlier. He had evena faint idea that
he might himsslf come in for some of the
blame. Seeing, however, that the respectable
parent only came forward to take the coats off
the late comers, Fitzurse found the truth
borne in upon him thas the elderly personage
was his friend’s servant, It was then clear
that he was launched at onge into a world of
which he kad up that time oaly read or
dreamed-—a world in which young unmarried
men kept valets, und thought nothing of it.

To do him justice he quickly pulled himaelf
togother and was equsl to the new and

‘atrange conditions in which he found himself, |-

The conditions were not much less strange
-than those which surrounded the first wal-

Nights when he finds himself turned into the
Commander of the Faithfnl.
Soda water, brandy, whiskey, cigars, cigar-
 ettes were produced ; and Romont told his
servant he might go to hed. The two young
 men began naturally to talk about the even-
ing they had spent and the people they had
met. Walter was longing to get into some
conversation abaut Mise Lisle, and yet he was
shy of approaching the subject too guickly
and directly. He spoke first of Camiola, and
launched forth in grent praise of her Penuty,
Romont did not s+ e cfined 146 ey n'un}h,
about her, and answoereni (g gt tinditd Surk
of wny!'until Walter usked him in & tone of
something like surprise whether he did not.
think her handsome. o
*Oh,. yes, I admired her ; very much in
fact ; one can't help it;* but I rather keptout
of her way., I am shy of these-women with
lots of money; new rich people “especially.

1

-t

He ;9Ppr°&9ji§d her deferéntiﬁlly and bow-

This girl, I am told, has a-big:fortune, and
the Lisles are bringing herout ;' and I dare say

ST e o
v

ing moments of Abon Hassan in the Arabian |

wants'a’handsome wife with Plent ;
would da well.fo try, l_;ja.r‘luckghereyi o&ng:::%,:
at least I shouldn’t like*to marry & woma.
who wauld aliags  thialk Hhat-sho had mads
‘me rich and thet she ought to'run the é
.‘ce,imj;& L o L TR
4 Miss Lisle is & charming girl ink.»
Walter 2aid in atentative waye L thisk,
A nice face’; yes: and rather
sort of girl, I fancy. But she has t:o ‘::f: ;
views -of - life_for .my faste. ' I hadn't my f,’
talk with her, There were some pretty j,-f
I thought; among the crowd, if I may pgut 5{
.that ‘way ; little milliners and that gor ,;f
thing. I got alongside of & girl I uged
see when I was acting my part of Alsatiap uu
yonder; I used to see_her going and comipy -
but I never ventured to speak to her theg’
A workingman mustn’s presume to apeak ton'
milliner—go to! What would the worlg bz
coming to? There must be classes, we trust
But I had some talk with her to.night,”

* Do you know hername " Fitzurse g
with a misgiving and an unce
pation.

' Oh, yes; I knew her name before,
& girl named Lammas—Vinnie Lamp
very nice clever little girl; and; look
just as modest and well behuved a gir]
you ever saw. I called her a milliner but T
don’t think she is that. Her mother, | be
lieve, is. She told me ghe was going in fo;
being & private secretary to some greut Jag
or tot;her.‘. tI wish 31):7[ mother wanted Bprj}.'
vate secretary, and I would rec ;
Lnlt{zmas. e ommend Miss

omont spoke quite seriously, and wi

any of the affectation of gallang’ gay L;‘lefz}:;:!:
ism which iz common to young men of the
upper class when they talk of pretty girly of
the lower. But his words made Fitzuree
wince. This was his own particular sweet.
heart ; this little Vionie Lammas, ahoy
whom hlﬂ‘ companion was talking so epsil
and cheerily. Not for allthe world woyld hye
now have t_he fact known. He felt at that
moment as if a gulf had opened between him
and Vinnie, and all the time he wus distinetly
conscious of jealous pangs as he thought of
Viunie being talked to thus confidentially by
this handsome young swell, . d

I tell you what,” the latter went on, ¢/ ]
don’t know anything more awful than 'for 8
pretty l_md clever girl like that to be forced
to live in that beastly plsce pent up with all
these poor, miserable people. She never has
any amusement of any kind, and I fancy she
is very poor ; in fact, she told me as much :
and she has a good deal of ambition in a gort
of way. Do you know what she told me?
That she would give a year of her life o go
once toa West End party and be properly
rigged out for the occasion. She didu't say
riggod out ; thn_t’s my phrase. But think
of that—a bright, pretty girl like that
lapguishing to go to one of these horrible
crushes that a man is only longing to
ran away from the moment he gets into it
By Jove, I shonld like to get my mother to
take her to a West End party, just to let the
dear little thing bave her night of amusement
and gratify ber barmlesa little longing,
Mother would do it if she were in town;
she’'d do it in a moment if I asked her and
never think any harm,”

**Qh, it would never do,” Fitzurse said
haatily. '

sked
mfortable mfci'_

She's
L8, g
here,
88 any

{ To ba continued, }
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. WHEN DUCTORS DISAGREE it will be
time enough to doubt the reliability of Kidney
Wort, Dactors all agree that it is o most
valuable medicine in all disorders ol the
.Lwer,_Kn;lneys and Bowels, and frequently
preacribe it.  Dr. P, C. Ballou, of Monktes,
eays: ““The past year I have used it more
than ever, and with the best results, Itisthe
most successful remedy I have ever used.”
Such & recommendation speaks for itself.
Sold by all druggists. See advt.

. Pawdered rice is said to have a good cifict
in stopping bleeding from fresh wounds. The
rice powder is sprinkled upon lint, which is
then applied as a compress.

Women with pale colorless faces who feel
weak and discouraged, will receive hoth
mental and bodily vigor by using Curters
Iron Pills, which are made for the bhlood,
nerves and complexion, tts

Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod
Liver Oil with Hypophosphites
heals the influnmation of the throau and
lungs—gives strength—makes blood, trues up
the nervous system, and will absolutely cure
Consumption in its early stages,

Harrisburg was founded by John Harisin
1785, on the site of an old Indian town. It
narrowly escaped being selected as the capital
of the United States.

_If your children arc:'troul'ﬂed with worms,
give them Mother Graves’ Worm Extermin-
0

ator ; eafe, sure, and e¢fectual. »

The population otA Stockholm inereased
between 1856 and 1§84 from 100,000 to
205,000,

P

The hard-worked man of business,
toiling day by day, with little chance for rest,
should take occasionslly Xobinson’s
Phosphorized Emulsion, to give a¢
tivity to the brain and strength to the con:
.atitution, and thereby prevent the attacks of
fever and other destroying diseases.

—_———————
" It is reported that W, H. Vanderbilt is the
chief stockholder in the mew Metropolitad
hotel on the Thames embankment, which i3
the largest hotel in London.

Ill-fitting boots andvshées cause corns, Hol:
loways’s Corn Cureis the article to use.

<
-

A postal card was dropped in the Titus:
ville post office & few days ago, signed
‘¢ Mother,” and addressed ** Dear I'rank.”

An agreement has been conefuded between
‘England and Germany fixing the frontier ¢
the latter’s possession in New Guinea.

IS IT A PLEASURE TO ATTACK
.. CHARITY ?

It is the misfortune of every sucoeseful
undertaking, that it draws out uttacks ¢
envious persons everywhere, ‘Thus The
.Louisisns State Lottery gives a million.of
- dollars to support the noble. Charity Hospl"
“tal at New . Orleann. It gives sny one %
-chanee to get $150,000 for $10 by her Extrs:
ordinary Grand Drawing on Tuesday, June
‘16, .-It is fair, sure and honestly supervis
in its entire conduct, by Generals ‘
Reauregard of La., and Jubal. A, Early, of .
Va. Over-$522,000 ave distributed, wod one”
tenth of a ticket cau be had for $1, All ip-
formation can be had on application to M. A
Dauphln, New Orleans, La; -, :

Californis is to. prin;iid isell 'ai.'“'a,ol?- th’
text books-ased by, the, quarter of-o ‘million |
school.. children; in;that State. - Oae hundred ]

*

and fifty thousand. dollars:is appropristed ferd
the plant of the:State printing office... © .
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