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The Interpreter.

CHAPTER XI.

B

(CONTINUHD.)

PULCE DOMUX.

1 nsked loave to try, amidst the jeors of all,
for I was usually 8u quiet and undemonstrative
that no ono believod Egerton hag, in sohool-
boy parlauco either ¢ pith or pluck ’ in him,
I luid my weight to it and beaved ¢with a
will.' Tho great block of timber vibrated,
moved, and roiled along the sward. 1Vhat
a triumph 1t was, sud how I prided mysclf
onit. [, too, had my ideal of what I shounld
liko to be, although 1 bad not confessed it to
a soul. I wished tobo like some preux cheva-
lier ot the olden time. I would have been
brave and courteous ard ohivalrous and
courteous und strong. Yes, in al} the obhar-
actors of tho olden time that I so loved to
study, strength was described as one of the
first attnibutes of o bero. Sir Tristrem, Sir
Lauucelot, Sir Bevis, were all strong, and
my hbears loapt to think that if tho oppor-
tunity over arrived, my personal str-ngth
might givo mo a chanco of disunguisiing
myseclf whon the beautilnl and the gallant
wero helpless and overcome. But there was
snother qualification of whioch m my secret
soul [ Lad ludeous misgivings—I doubted
my own courage. I krew I was nervous
and timd in the comwmon evory-dsy pursuits
of schoolboy life. I coud not veuture on a
strunge lhorse without feelivg wy heart iu
wy mouth. X did not dare stop a ball that
was bowled swiftly in to my wicket, nor fire
a gan without sbutting both eyes before pul-
ling the trigeer.  \Vhat if I should be a cow-
ard after all? A coward! the thoughts of 1t
almost drove me mad. And yet how could
I tell but that I was branded with that bide
ous ourse ? I longed, yot dreaded, to know
the worst,

In my studies I was unususlly backward
fur a boy of my age. Virgil, thanks to the
picture of Dido, never to be forgotten, I had
complotoly maistoered.  But rmathematics,
anthwotio—all that are termed the exact
scienoes—1 appeared totally incapablo of
loarniug. Lusnguages I picked up with extra-
ordinary facility, and ttis alone redeemed me
from the obaraoter of an irreolaimable dunce.

*You can learay, sir, if yon will,’ was March's
constaut romark, after I had arrived at the
c3alted positon of a senior boy, to whom
floeging and such coers ve messure were in-
appropriate, and for whom out of bounds wue
not. * You can learn, or elso why do 1 seo
yuu poring over Arabio anl Sanscrit durivg
play-hours, when you bhad muoh bet-
ter bo at cricket 2 You must have braina
sumewhere, but to save my hite, I can't find
them. Youcauspoak balt-a-dozen lupgusgos
1 au anformod, nearly as well as 1 can srenk
Latin, and yet 1f I sct you to do & * Rule ot
Tlrec * sum, you make more blunders than
tuc lowvest hittle dunees 1n the schioot ! Eger-
ton, I can’t make you out.

It was breaking up day at Everdon. Vie-
to1 aud I walked with our arms over each
wiher g thouldere, vp and down, up and duwn,
it the old playground, and as we paced shose
wull worn flags, of which we knew every
stone, my heart sank within me to thiuk 1t
was {ur tho Inst, last timo. \What is thero
that % e are not sorry to do for the lasttime 2
I 1 ad Lated scbool a8 twnch as any schoulboy
could. I had looked forward to my ewsn-
c:psuon a4 the eaptive looks forward to the
i~ bigg of ms prison-door; and now the
tiaas was come, aud I felt grieved and out of
+f ti- to tuiuk that I sboutd sew 1bould place
fan WG,

* You must wnite to we constantiy, Vere,’
said Victor, with an  atfcouonate hug, as wo
t« - b vur bhuadredth tarn.  *\We tust nover
tc1get each other, however f.- apart, and
woAt Wanter you wustk cvwie agsin to Ldedl-

t.. 1 shall be there when the shooting
lecns.  Oh, Vere, you will be very dull ay
uwome,’

¢ No," I replied, * I hiko Alton Grange. and
ke a gmet ule. 1 am wot of your way of
* .hug, Victor.  You are never happy ex-

(bvoua bustle. I wish I were more like
and 1 sighed as I thought of the con-
a t betneon us,

1 Jonotku. w whnt broaght ot e

[

I shiall not brosk my heart; I am so glad to {summer, were the distinzuishing qualities of dack eyes, a touch ot her soft hand, from the lere I hesitated and stammored,

got away from this dull, dreaaful pluce.’

Then bo did not caro for Miss Beverley,
alter all. Well, and what differencoe cuuld
that possibly make tome? Certainly, I was
likoly to see her pretty coustantiy i the
next year or two, a8 our respeotive abodes
would be but a short distance apart; int
what of that? ‘There could be nothing in
common botween the high-born, haughty
young laiy, and hber awkward, repulsive
neighbor, Yet I was glad, too, that Victor
did not care for her. All my old affeotion
for him cameo back with a gush, and I wrung
his band, and cried like a fool to think we
wore 80 soon to be purted, perbaps for years.
The other boys were singing Dulce domtm
in tho schoolroom, hands joined, dancing
round and round, and stamping wildly with
the oborus, like 8o many Baohanals; they
hod no regrets, no misgivings; they were
not going to leave for gond. Even Manners
looked forward to his temporary release with
bright anticipaticus of amusement. He was
to spsud tho vacation with & olerical cousin
in Devonslure, the cousin of whom we all
knew #0 much by report, and who indeed, to
judge by his relative’s account, must have
been an individasl ot extraordinary talents
sud attanments. The usher approached
us with an expresgion of mingled pleasure
and | un on his good looking, vacant coun-
tepanc». Ho had nearly fimshed packiog
his things, and was now knocking the dust
ovt of those old green slippers I remembered
when first I came to Everdon. Ho was a
goodhearted follow, and was sorry to lose his
two old friends.

¢ We shall raiss yon both very much noxt
balf,' said he ; *nothing bnt little boys here
now. Everdon is not what it used to be,
Dear me, we never have such a pupil as
Ropsley now. When you two are gone there
will be no one left for ms to msssociate with;
this is not a place for a man of encrsy, for a
wman that feelg Lie is a 1nan,’ added Manners,
doubling his arm, and feeliog if the biceps
was slill in 1its rioht place. ¢ Here am I
now, with a musocular frame, a good constita.
tion, & spirit of adveniure, and a military
figdre’ (appeuling to me, for Victor, as ususl,
was beginmng to laugh), *and what chance
havo I of using my advantages in this ocir-
camsoribed sphore of action ? I might as
well be & weak, puny stripling, withou! an
atom of nerve, or manliness, or energy, for
alt tho coud I om likely to do here. I must
cut it, Egerton ; I must find & career; 1 am
too good for an usher—an usher,’ he repeat-
ed, with a strong expression of diegust; ¢ I,
who feel £i to fight my way anywhere—I
have mistaken wy profescsicn—I ought to
have besn au officer—a cavalry officer ; that
wonld bave smited me better than this dull,
insipid hfe. I must consult my cousmn about
it ; perbaps we shall wneet again in some dif-
ferent scones. What say yon, De Robau,
should you not be surprised to see meat the
head of & regiment '

. Victor could conceal his mirth o longer,
aud Manuners turned somowhat angrily to
me *You seem to bo verg happy as you
sre,’ I answered, sadly, for i was contrast-
ing his well-grown, upright figure and simple
fresh-colored face, with my own repulsiveex.
terior, and thinking how willingly I would
chaoge places with him, altkough he was an
uebor ; ‘ but wherever we mect, I am sara I
shall be glad to soe you agaiu.” In my oan
boart I thought Msnners was protty certain
to be at Everdon if I should rovisit it that day
ten vears, as I was used to theso visionary
schemes of his for tho future, and had heard
bim talk 1 tho same stramx cvery sacation
regalurly since I first eame to school.

Bat thero was little timo for such specala-
tione. Tle chaises wero drivingrouad tothe
door to take the boys away. March bid us
an affectionate farewell in bis study. Victor
and I were presented respectively with a
richiy bound copy of Horaltius Lrlaccus and
Virgilius Maro—ccpies which, 1 fear, in
after fi‘e weno acver soiled by too much use.
The nst farcwell was spoken—tue last pres-
sure of the haud exclanzed—aud we drove
off an our different Jostinations ; my friend
bouud for London, Parig, and his veloved
Hungary ; mysolf, longing to see my father
ouce more, and tasto the seolusion acd repose
ot Alton Grange. "To no Loy oo earth corld
a school-tifo have been more distastefal than
towe: vo boy could bave longed more
ardently for the peacelnl calm of & domestic
bearth, and vet 1 folt lonuly and out of spirits

evov now, when T was g wug Luane

the old house. Of turniture thexe was but a
sconty supply, aud that ot the most old-
fashivned description : high backed vhairs of
carved oak, black leathern fauteuils, chim.
ney-picces thut the tallert housemsid eould
never reach to dust, would have impressed
on a stranger an iden of anything bul comfort,
whilat the decorations were contined to two
or tbreo bideous old piotures, represonting
imposmble sufferings of cortain fabulouns
martyrs ; and one or two sketches of my
futher's, whioh haa arrived at sufficient ma-.
tutity to leave the painting-roow, and adorn
the every-day life of the establishment.

The last-named apartment was checrfal
enough ; it was necessarily supplied with a
sofficiency ot dayhglit, apd ss my father
mado it ins own peculiar.den, and spent the
greater part ot Lus life in it, there were pre-
sent-many swaller comlorts and luxuties
which mught have boen sought elsewhere in
the liouse 1a vain. But nv room was ever
comfortable yet without a wowan. Men
huave no idea of urder without forwmality, or
abundance without untidiness. My fatuer
had accamulated in his own psrticular re-
treat a heterogeneous masa of articles which
sbould have had th-ir proper pluces appoint.
ed, and bad no business mixed up with bhis
oolors, anud easel, and bruskes. Sticks, whips,
cloaks, nmbrellas, cizar-boxes, swords, and
fire arms, were mingled with lay-figures,
models, stadies, and draperics, in & mauner
that would have drivenan orderly person out
of his sonses ; but my father never troubled
his head aboas these matters, and when lLe
ca?e in from a walk orride, would fling lus
bat down in one corner of the room, the end
of his o:gar in another, his cloak or whip in
a third, and begin panting again with an
avidity that seamed t» grow fieroer from the
enforced abstinence of a few hours in taking
neoessary exeroise. My poor father! [ often
think il he had devotod lees zttention to his
art, and more to the common every-day
business of lifs, which no one may neglect
with impuuity, bow wunch, better he would
havasuccseded, both as a painter and a man.

He was nard at work when I came home

from mohcol. 1 knew well where to find hum,
and hurried at once to the painting-room.
He waa seated at his easol, but as I entersd
hie drew & screen scroes the canvas, and &o
hid his work from my inquiring gaze. J
never knew him to do eo befure ; on the con-
trary, it had always seemed his greatest de-
sire to 1nstil into bis son some of his own
love for the art ; but I had bardly time to
think ot this ere I wasin his arms, lookiog
up once more io the kind face, on which I
never in my whole life romembered to have
seen & harsh expression. Ho was altered,
though, and thinnsr than when I had seen
bim last, and his hair was now quite grey.
80 that the contrast with his flashing dark
rye—brighter it seemned to me than ever—was
almost uneartbly, His hands, too, were
wasted, and whiter than they used to be, 2ud
the whole fignre, which I remembered once a
tower ol atrength, was now sunk and fallen
in, particalarly about the chest and should-
ers. Whon he stood ap, it struck me, also.
that he was shorter than Lie used tobe, aud my
Lieart tightened for s moment at the thought
that he might be evets now embarking on that
long journey from wiuch there s 0o return.
I remembered Liwa such a tall, handsome,
stalwart man, and now he seemed 80 sarunk
and emadiated, and quito to totter and lean
on me for support.
* You are grows, my boy,’ said be, looking
fondly at me ; ¢ you aro getting quite a man
now, Vere; it will be sadly dull for you at
the Grange; but you must siay with your
old father for & time—it will not be for long
—not for long,' be repeated, and his eye
turned o the screened csnvas, and a glance
sbio! from it that I eould hurdly bear to sce—
50 despainuag, veb g0 longing—e0 wild, and
vet so'fond. I had never seen him look thus
before, and it frightened we.

Our quirt moil in the old oak parlor—our
sauuatar after dioner through the dark walls
and shrabbeviea—ull wasso hke the olden
time, that I folt quite aboy sgain. My futher
lighted up for & time into his former good
spirits and amusing eallics, ba I rergarked
that after every fiash be sank into a doeper
dejection, and I fancied tho tears were 1n s

l

hejress of Beverley Manor.

Yes, Alton Grange was distant but a short
walk from Bevorley. Many a ttma I found:
myself ronming througb the old trees at tho
end of the park, looking wistfully uc the
angles snd turrets of the beautitul Manor
Honse, and debating within myself whether
I ought or ought not to call and renew an
acquaintsnce with the lamily tuat had treat-
ad me go kindly after the scrape trought on
by Bold's insubordinatioa. That favorite
was now & mature and experienced retriever, -
grave, impernrbable, and of extraordinary
s:gagjéy. Poor Buld ! be was the bandsom-
est'and most powerful'dog I ever saw, with
a solemn expression ot countenance that de-
noted.as much jotelleot as was ever apparent
on the face of o human being. We were
vastly proud of Bold's beauty at the Grange,
and wy father had painted bhim & dozen
tines, in the performance of every foat, pos-
sivle or impossible, that it comes within the
provines of & retriever to attempt. Bold was
unow wy constant companion ; he knew the
way to Buverley as well gs h 8 own lair in
tmy bed-roowm, whera he slept. Day after
day ho sod I took the same road ; day after
day my cou.uage failed me at the last mo-
ment, and we turned back without making
the iontended visit. At last, one morning
while as I strolled among the old trees at
one extremity of the park, I caught sight of
a white dress rounding the ouvrmer of the
house, aud entoring the front duor. I feit
sure it could oply belong to one, aud with an
effort that quite surprised even myself, 1 re-
sowved to master my absurd timidity, and
walk boldly up to eall.

I have not tie slightest recollection of
my ringing the door-beill, nor of the usual
process by which a gentleman iz admitted
into a drawing room; the rush of blood to
my bead alinost blinded me, but I conalude
that instinct took the place of ruason, and
that I demeaned myselt in no snol in-
coherent manner a8 to excite tue attention
of the servants, for I found myself in the
beautiful drawing-room, whio’ I rememberad
1 bad thought sach & scene of fairyland vears
before, and seated, hat in hand, opposite
Miss Beverley.

Sbe must have thought me the stupidest
morning visitor that ever obtginsd entrance
into & country-house. Indoed, had it not
been for the good-natured vfinrts of an elder.
ly lady witi & hook nose, who had been her
Roveruess, and was now a eort of companion,
Mi:g Beverley would have had all the con-
versation to herself. And I am eonstrained
to adumnit that once or twice I eaugbt an ex-
pression on her calm, sweet face, that conld
only have been called up by the very incon-
sequent answers of which I wus gailty in my
nervous nbsiraction. I was so taken up in
walching and admiring her, that 1 oould
thiak of notbing else. 8he was 8o quiet and
sell-rossessed, 50 gentls and lady-like, so cool
and well-dressed. I cen remember the way
in which her bair was parted aund arranged
to thin day. She seemed to me a beng of a
superior order, something that never could'
by any possibility belong to the sphsre as
myseclf. She was more. like the pictmae of
Queen Dido than ever, but the queen, happy
and fancy-free, with kindly eyes and unruf

flod brow; not the deceived, broken-hearted
woman on her self-selected death-bed. Iam
not going to_describs -her—perhaps she was
not eo besutifol to others—perhaps I- should
have wished all the rest of the world to think

bér positively hideous—perhaps sho was then
uot 50 transeendantly beautifal even fo me.
Nay, as I looked, I counld pick faults in ‘hot
features and coloring. I bad served « long
enough apprenticeship to my father to be
able to oriticige like an artist, und I coald see
here s tint that might be despenad, there.a
plait that might be betler arrangzed—1I do not
mean to say skie was perfuct—I do not msan
to say that shie wag a goddess or an angel;
but I do mean to'say that'if ever there was
a face on earth which to me present.d the
i1eal of all that ik aweatest and most lovable
in woman, that facs was Constance Bover.
ey's. ’ )

Andyet Iwas not in love. No, I felt
something exalling, something exhilirating
1u her presence—she seerned to. fill the void

eyos as he wisbed ma good-night at the door
of the painting room. I ittle thought wuen
I went to bed that it was Ius babit to sit
brooding thers till tho early dawn of morning,

when he wounld ret.ro for three or f-

in my life, which had long been g0 wearisoms,
but X was not in love with her—oeriainiy not
then. I folt less shy than usoal, I even felt
as if I too liad some olaim to social distinc-

 from Fleotsbury, that she bad long wished

til} ronssar.
«d by the smilo on his desr old face,—~s ]
don't wind askivg you, and I do wisn t
know—am I g0 very, very—ugly 2' Ubroushy
out the hated word with an effort—iny fathed
burst out laughing.
* What an odd question—why do you wigh
to know, Vere?* he asked. I made no re
ply, but I felt T was blushing painfally, A
father looked wistfally at me, while an ex
pression as of pain contracted his wan fes
tures; and here the conversation dropped.

CHAPTER XIIIL

———

* LETHALIS ARUNDO.'

That week I went over again to Beverley
the next, I liad a Look to feteh for Corstane

10 zoad, aud I took it to her a volamo at
time. My father was still busy with bi
painting—Sir Harry bad gone off to New.
market—Miss Minim seemed delighled
{ind any one who could relieve the mouotonyl
ofthe Manor House, and Constance Lersell
treated me, now that the first uwkwardnes
of our re-introduction was over, Jike an o)
playmato and friend. T was happier toan

bad ever been i my life. I feltan elasticit
of spirits, a self respeot and self-reliance tha
I had thought myself hitherto incapable o
entertaiving, O, the joy of that blindfeld
time ! whilst our eyes are wilfully shut to th
fature that we yet know must crme, whils
we bask in the sunshine aud inhale ihe fra:
grance of the rose, nor heed the thunder
cloud sleeping or: the horizon, and the womy
creeping at the core of the flower. I looked
on Constance a8 I would have looked on s
angel from heaven. I did

that might break the spell, and interrupt th
oalm quiet of our lives. With one excase 0
another, I was at Beverloy hearly every day
there were flowers to be dried for Coustane
was a great botanist, and T had taken ug
that study, as I would beve taken nup shoe
making, could I have seen her a mmate

day longer for the pursuit—there was musl
to be ocopied, and if I eould do nothiag else,
oonld point off those erabbed hieroglyphie
like & very engraver. Then Miss Minu
broke her fan, and I walked ten miles in tb
raln to get 1t mended, with an alacrity an
devotion that must have convinoed ber itws
not for hur sako : aud yet Tloved Miss Minia
dearly, sho was so associated in my mit
with Constance, that except the young lady
own, that wizened old face brought the bioo
to my brow more rapidly than any other

the world. Oh!roy heart mohes when
think of that Leantifal drawing-room, open
inzioto the conservatory, and Constano
playing airs on the pianoforte -that mede w,
nerves tingle with an ecstasy that waselmo
painfol.  Miss Minim engaged with he
croohet-work in the back-ground, and I,
awkward, ungainly youth, eaying nothug
bardy breathing, lest I should break th
spell; but gazing intently .on the fair youn
face, with :ta goft kind eyes, and its thrilln
amile, and the smooth, shining braids of je
black bair parted gimply.on that pure brow
Mino was no love at first sight, no mq
mentary infatuation that has ita course an
burns itgelf out, the fiercer the sooner, Wi
1is own unsustained violsnce. No ; 1t gre!
#ad stolo upon me by degrees, I drankit

with every breath I brethed—I foust
against it ill every mowment of my life was
struggle; and yet I cherishied aud pressed
0 my heart when ull was .done. I knew
was 1o equal for such-as Miss Beverley.
knew I had'no right even %o lift my eycs #
30 much beauty and so- much goodness—
the;aw.l;warq. ugly solicolboy, or at best thi
shrinking, -upatiractive youth, in whos
homsage thers was nothing for & woinsn §

cload drilting over the heaven, but Was 8550
ciated in my-mind with hier who was all tb
world o me.  If I saw other women, 1 onl
compared them with her ;if I read of besut,
and grags in’ my desr ol3 romances, or Lan
over the exquisits casts and spirited studie
of my father's painting-room, it was but
refer the poet's dream and the srtist's cop

tion, and con!d play my part as well a3 the

coption back to my own idesl. How I longeqiis




