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CONTINUED.

Can't you fancy poor Sir John leaning against a pile of
baggage, smoking a cigar, and looking up wistfully. As
he slid past he actually caught the tone of her voice.  Like
a drowning man who can sce in one instant years of his
past life flashing before him, Sir John saw Elly—a woman
with lines of care in her face,—thcre, standing in the light
of the lamp, with the red strecams of sunset beyond, and
the night closing in all round about ; and then he saw her
us he had scen her once—a happy, unconscious girl, bright-
ening, smiling at his coming ; as the picture travelled on, a
sad girl meeting him in the street by chance—a desperate,
almost broken-hearted woman, looking up gravely into his
face in the theatre.  Puff] puffl—it was all over, she was
still smiling before his cyes. One last glimpse of the two,
and they had disappearcd. He slipped away right out of
her existence, and she did not even guess that he had been
near.  She stood unwitting for an instant, watching the
boat as it tossed out to ses, and then said, ¢ Now we will go
horhe.” A sudden gloom and depression seemcd to have
come over her.  She walked along quite silently, and did
not secm to hced the presence of her companion.

OHAPTER V.

Before he went to bed that night Dampicr wrote the end
of his letter to Prue. He described, rather amnsingly, the
snubbing in which Sir John had received his advances, the
glances of disfavor with which Aunt Jean listencd to his
advice. ¢So this is all the gratitude onc gets for inter-
fering in the most sensible manner. If you are as ungrate-
ful, Prue, for this immense long letter, I shall, indeed,
have labored in vain. It is one o'clock. Bong! there it
went from the tower. Good-night, dear; your beloved
brother is going ro bed. Love to Miles. Kiss the chil-
dren all round for their and your affectionate W, D,

Will Dampier was not in the least like his letter, I know
two or three men who are manly ¢nough, who write gentle,
gossipping letters like women. He was a big, common-
place young man, straight-minded and tender-hearted,
with immense cnergy, and great good spirits.  He believed
in himself; indeed, he tried so heartily and conscientiously
to do what was right, that he could not help knowing more
or less that he was a good fellow.  And then he had a hap-
py knack of sceing one side of & question, and having once
determined that so and so was the thing to be done, he could
do 80 and so without one doubt or compunction. He be-
longed to the school of athletic Christianity. I heard some
one once say that there are some of that sect who would
almost make out cock-fighting to be a religious ceremony,
William Dampier did not go so fur as this; but he heartily
belicved that nothing was done with a Christian and manly
spirit.  He rode across the country, he smoked pipes, he
went out shooting, he playcd billiards and cricket, he rowed
up and down the river in his boat, and he was charming
with all the grumbling old men and women in his parish.
He preached capital sermons—short, brisk, well-considered.
He enjoyed life and all its good things with a grateful tem-
per, and made most pcople happy about him.

One day, Elly began to think what a different creed Will
Dampier's was from her step-father's, only she did not put
her thoughts into words. It was not her way.

Tourneur, with a great heart, sct on the greatest truth,
fecling the constant presence of those mighticr dispensa-
tions, cared but little for the affairs of to day : they seemed
to him subordinate, immaterial ; they lost all importance
from comparison with that awful rcality that this man hadso
vividly realized to himsclf.  To Dampicr, it was through
the simple language of his daily life that he could hest ex-
press what good was in him. He saw wisdom and mercy
he saw order and progression, he saw infinite varicty and
wonder in all natural things, in all life, at all places and
hours. By looking at this world, he could best understand
and adore the next,

And yet Tourneur's was the lofticst spirit: to him had
come & certain knowledge and understanding, of which
Dampicr had scarce a conception. Dampier, who felt less
keenly, could well be more liberal, more forbearing. One
of these two told Elly that we were put into the world to
live in it, and to be thankful for our creation; to do our
duty, and to labor until the night should ¢ome when no man
can work. The other said, sadly, you are born only to over-
come the flegh, to crush it under foot, to turn away from all
that you like most, innocent or not. What do L'eare ? Arc
you an immortal spirit, or are you a clod of earth? Will
you suffer that this all-wondrous, all-precious gift should be
clogged, and stiflcd, and choked, and destroyed, may be, by
despicable daily concerns 7 Tourneur himself set an exam-
ple of what he preachied by his devoted, humble, holy self-
denying lifc. And yet Elly turned with a sense of infinite
relief to the other creed ; she could understand it, sympa-~
thize with it, try to do good, though to be good was beyond
her frail powers. Alrcady she was learning to be thankful,
to be cheerful, to be unselfish, to be keenly penitent for her
many shortcomings.

As the time drew near when answer to her note might be
expected, Miss Dampier grew anxious and fidgety, dropped
her stiches, looked out for the post, and wondered why no
letter came. Elly was only a littlc silent, a little thought-
ful. She used to go out by herscef and take long walke.
One day Will, returning from onc of his own peregrinations,
came upon her setting on the edge of a cliff staring at the
distant coast of France. It lay blue, pale like a dream-
country, and glimmered in the horizon.  We would believe
that there was readity, busy Lifs inall canest, going ou bhe-
yon | thos: caln, lewvenly-looking hills! Aunoth v tim his
wmt sent him out to look for liery and he foundd her at the
end of the pier, Laning against the chain, and still zuzing
towards I

In his rough, friendly mannsr ho said, ¢] wish you wonld
Took another way somtim Ay Mins Gilmour, np or down, or
i the gluss even, You make m feol vty guilty, for to tell
the truth I—1 adviscd Johtim—a ! -

‘I thought so, Klly cricd, interrupting, ¢ And you werct
quite right. 1 advised hiw, t0o, she said with a smile.
¢ Dow't you think he has tak. n your advice P '

Will looked down uncomfortably. ‘I think so, he said
in a low tone. :

And, meauwhile, Miss Dampicr was sitting in the window
and sunshine, knitting castles in the air.

¢ Suppose he does not take this as an answer 7 Supposce
Laetitia has found somcbody else, supposce the door opens
and he comes in, and the sun shines into the room, and
then he scizes Klly's hand, and says, ¢ Though you give me
up I will not give up the hope of calling you mine, and
Elly glances up bright, blushing, bappy. . . . . . Sup-
pose Lady Danpier is furious, and dear ‘Tishy makes peace?
I should like to see Elibazeth mistress of the dear old
house.  Ithink my mother was like her. 1 don't approve
of cousing’ marriages. How charming she would
look coming along the old gallery! Look at the old muid
in the window building castles in the air through her spoc-
tacles.  But it isa ridiculous sight ; she is only a fat, tool-
ish old woman. All her fancies are but follies flying away
with caps and jingling bells—they vanish through the win-
dow as the door opens and the young people come in.

‘ Here is a letter for you the porter gave me in the hall)
said Will as carclessly as he could; Jean saw Klly's cyes
busy glancing at the writing.

‘HoteL pu Ru.

‘My Dear AuNT JeAN :—Many thanks for your note, and
the enclosure. My mother and Letitla are with me, and
we shall all go back to Friars bush on Thursday, Eily's
decision is the wisest under the circumstances, and we had
better abide by it. Give her my love, Leetitia knows
nothing, as my mother has had the grace to be silent,

¢ Yours affectionately, J.C.D.
fP.8.—You will be good to her, won't you?

Miss Dumpier read the note imperturbably, but while
she read there seemed to run through her a cold thrill of
disappointment which was so unendurable that after a min-
ute she got up and left the room.

b When she came back, Elly said with a sigh, ¢ Where is
e?

¢ At Paris,’ said Miss Dampier. ¢ They have saved him all
trouble and come to him.  He sends you his love, Elly,
which is very handsome of him, considering how much it is
worth

1t has been worth a great deal to me,' said Elly, in her
sweet voice. ‘1t is all over; but I am grateful still, and
always shall be. I was very rash; he was very kind, Let
me be grateful, dear Aunt Jean, to those who arc good to
me.”  And she kissed the old woman’s shrivelled hand.

Miss Gilmour checred up wonderfully from that time, 1
am sure that if she had been angry with him, if she had
thought herself hardly used, if she had had more of what
people call seJf-respect, lews of that sweet humility of na-
ture it would not have been so.

Ax the short, happy, delightful six weeks which she was
to spend with Miss Dampicr came to an end, she began to
use all her philosophy and good resolves to reconcile her-
self to going home.  Will Dampier was gone,  He had only
been able to stay a week.,  They missed him.,  But still
they managed to be very comfortable together., Ten-talk,
long walks, long hours on the sands, novels und story-books,
idieness ahd cobtentment—why  couldn’t it go on forever ¢
Elly said. Aunt Jean laughed, and said they might as well
be a couple of jelly-fish at once:  And 8o the time went by ;
but oue day, just before she went away, Mr. Will appeared
again unexpectedly,

Elly was sitting in the sun on the beach, throwing idle
stones into the sca.  She had put down her novel on the

shingle beside her, It was LDeerbrook, I think—an old fa-
vorite of Jean Dampier's. Everybody knows what twelve
o'clock is like on a fine day at the sea-side. 1t means little
children, nurses in clean cotton gowns, groups of young la-
dics scattered here and there; it means a great cheerful-
ness and tranquility, a delightful glitter, and life and light;
happy folks plushing in the water, bathing-dresses drying in
the sun, all sorts of aches, puins, troubles, vanishing like
mist in ity friendly beams.  Elly was thinking : ¢ Yos, how
pleasant and nice it is, and how good, how dear Aunt Jean
is!  Only six months! Iwill try and spend them better
than I cver spent six months before.  Eugh! If it was not
for Mme. Jacob . ., . .. Ireally do love my stepfather,
and could live happily enough with him.) (Splash.) Bud-
denly an idea came to Elly——the Pasteur Boulot was the
idea, ¢ Why should not he marry Mme, Jacob? He ad-
lires her immenscly, Ah! what fun that would bep
(Splash, splash, u coupie of stones.) And then tramp, tramp,
on the shingle behind her, and & cheery mans voice BayH,
¢ Here you are P

Elly stares up in some surprise, and looks pleascd, and
attempts to get up, but Will Dampicr—he was the man—
sits down beside her, opens his umbrella and looks very
odd. I only came down for the day, he said, after a little
preliminary talk., ¢ 1 have been with Aunt Jean ; she tells
e you are going home to-morrow.

‘Yes, says Klly, with a sigh; ‘but I'm to come back
and see her in a little time.

‘I'm glad of that) says the clergyman.
place do you live in at Paris ?

‘It is rather a dull place, says Elly, ‘Iam very fond of
1wy stepfuther ; besides him, there is Anthony and five young
pupils, there is an old  French cook, and a cross maid, and
my mother, and a horri——a sister of Monsicur Tourne-
ur's, and Tou-Tou, and Lou-Lou, and me.

‘Why, that is quite a little colony,’ said Dampier, And
what will you do when you get back ¥

‘I must see, said the girl, smiling. ¢ Till now I have
done nothing atall ; but that is stupid work. I shall teach
Tou-Tou and Lou-Lou & little, and mind the house if my
mother will let me, and learn to cook from Francoise. ]
have a notion that it may be useful some day or other.’

¢ Do, by all my means)’ said Will ¢t iw o capital idea,
Bat i yenrs go on, what do you mean to do?  'Tou-Tou,
undd Lou-Louw will grow up, und you will have mastered the
art of Fraich cookery——:

fHow can you ask such things 7 1lly said, looking out at
the sein L cannot £ or make schemes for the future.?

¢ Peay forgive mey suid Will, ¢ for asking such u question ;
but have you any ides of marrying M. Anthony cventual-

¢What sort of

1lyr

‘H» isa dear old fellow,' said Elly, flushingup., ¢Iam
not going to answer any such questions, I am not half
good cnough for him~—-that is iny answer,

1 her,

¢ But suppose 7 iy

¢ Pray (l(fxi’t suppose. I am not going to marry "',':13; }"g&f
or to think about such thingl:lever again. l);‘: youl

at 1 am not the wiser for all my experience or.
u.‘LArc you wise now ? said Will, still in his Od‘! !:“rl:\l:l’
(* Look at that pretty little tishing-smack,’ blly‘ l:“ curing
ed.) ¢Show ity he went on, never heeding, '};x . yout:
yourself of your fancy for my cousin John ; by C“"u”;c an
self, and becoming some day u really useful personds
wmember of society! s hack W0

Elly stared at li‘;m, as well she might. ¢ 0"’“\::;? ‘
England some day,’ he continued, still }ookmb’ ]"'u y ©
your home, to your best vocation in life, to behiﬁgitiOD in
uscful, and well beloved, he said, with a sweet
his voice; ¢that is no very hard fate! .

¢ What are you talking about ?' said Elly. ¢
cure myselt?  How can I ever forget wha.t 18 pas happy ab
not going to be discontented, or to be pun-wular}y
home.  Lam going to try, to try and do my best.”, hopeless

¢Welly then, do yout best to get (:}xl'c(i of ﬁ“:m_n y
nonsense,’ said Mr. William  Dampier, “and it and
thoughts to real good sense, to the real business [ wal"! i
to making yoursclf und others happy, instead 0" life, 1
and maudling away the next few best years of ymtminﬂ e.
greting and hankering after what is Qust and .u}l“;m ] stan
For some strong minds, who can defy the world, ent, it
alone withont the need of sympathy and »umt:ummith " p&
a finc thing to be faithful to a chimera,)’ he said ;‘rdulity is
thetic ring in his veice. ¢ But, [ assure you, lﬂl purtic“‘
better still sometimes, more human, more uut}lrt} ! ourself!
larly for a coufiding and uncertain person like .lY .
Was he thinking of to-day as he spoke? Was he only
ing of Elly, and preaching ouly to her? while het

¢ You mean 1 had better marry him ?' said E"{(,m“ uguinst
cyes filled up with tears, and she knocked one st 1 need 1O
another. ¢ And yet Aunt Jean says ¢ Nol—tha ump i
think of it. It scems to me as if I—I had “‘thc:ojnes awWaY)
the sea at once) said the girl, dashing the 8

o ll'
‘though I love him dearly, dearly, dear old X}/“(’“f oking
1 did not, exactly mean M. Anthony, said Will, 125,
round for the first time, and smiling at ber te#

own talk, . expe-

Elizabeth was puzzled slitl,  For, in tf"“{n h‘l‘(‘:ﬂfﬂﬁ,ss il
ricnce had taught her to put but little faith in ;zlng to the
implications of kindness—to attach little meawomuﬁ wus
good-natur¢ and sadmiration a beautiful youugt occurred to
certain to meet with on every side. It hﬂ‘:l l.l.o,m few times
her that Will; who had done o little, sech ‘llom ghe wouii
could be in love with her ; when John, for w|‘ d only beett
have died, who said and looked so much, l‘“) had been &
playing with hLer, and pitying her us if 8 lvbring much—
child ; and she said, still with tears, but not ‘(;*.‘“cvc you 8r¢

¢ I shall never give a different answer. 1 [bmink 1 cou
right, but I huve not the courage to try. bound &
try and be good if [ stay as [ am; but to be . 1 thought
chained to Anthony all the rest of my lll}‘""t"(‘i‘(’) ot Know
it poussible ; but now You who advise i
what it is.

¢ But 1 never advised it,! Will said; you won'! o
me.  Dear Elizabeth, why won't you see that i8 1
that 1 am speaking 7 . uddenly

Elly felt for moment as if the sca had r“‘?h'“%:,l) :th mo-
and caught her away on its billows, and then N the sudy
ment she found that she wus only sitting cryins

sho

't understand
f myse

on the sands. 4 worse,
¢ Look here : every day I live, I get worse an o ot
sobbed. ¢1 flirt with one person after another—I ¢ ot try
serve that you should ever speak to me again—I ¢ L know
and talk about myself—I do like you, and—and yet
that the only person I care for really is the one who doe
care for me; and if I marricd you to-morrow, an
John coming along the street I should rush away
him. 1don't want to marry him,and I don't know (ronger
want, But, indeed, 1 have tried to be good. You are 8
than e, don’t be hard upon me) atys d on't
¢ My dear little girl) said Will, loyally and kin {l’dn’t be
be unhappy, you have not flirted with me. I c-(;:;le souls
hard upon you if I tried: you are a faithful i 280
Shall I tell you about myself?  Once not so vu!’Yh“’l_c now,
I liked Tishy almost as well as you like John, T lb lywll’c‘i
you see that you have done no great harm, and 03 { will be
to checr me up again, and I am sure that you a1 add ed, in
just as good fricnds as cver.  As for John, he pout him
quite & different tone, ¢ the sooner you forget all 8
the better) on the

Will took her hand, which was lying limp 1 walked
shingle, said ‘Good-by, took up his umbrella, an
away. f
Af\d 80, by some strange arrangement, Elly put al‘:lll:iy
her a sccond time the love of a good and hc‘)lw“"s 1o 10
and turned back impotently to the xnemUE'Y'—lt wﬂé“ or wis”
—of & dead and buricd passion.  Was this madn
dom? Was this the decree of fate or of folly?

8he sat all in a mazc, staring at the sca and qung ber
and in half an hour rushed into the uittlllg-rOO“:n that ho
arms round Miss Dampier's nock, and told her
happened,

Elly expected,
be some great differonce when she got back
at Paris. Her heart sank as Clementine, "
usual, opened the great door, and stepped fol‘Those cocks
with the box. 8he went into the courtyard. oplar-troes
and hens were pecking between the stones, the p olut of the
shivering, Francoise in her blue gown came d to hauB
kitchen : it was like one of the dreams which u;:;ribl o.
her pillow, This sameness and monoton W“h had
ready in one minute it scemed to her that sh¢ o
been away, Her mother and father were out.
came down stairs with the children to gréet he -
Ah! they had got new frocks, and were “-nnut '
was sume relict. Toa-Tou e

—
-

-

an
" wn—that
"(Dl“"
and Loua-Lou ware o plpuweids
ddighted with their little check blnck-and-white 81
than Elly was. .

TO BE CONTINUED.
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Sir Charles Lyell haa been olected l‘wui“!cu_t of the
Association.  His lnst work on tho gmuquw.vt
produced & profound sensation, but it is unders
by no means succoeded in carrying the learn
crally with him,
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