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A PRELIMINARY WORD.

As the incidents related ILgrein took place during
voyages between England and America, T dedicate
this book to the Vagabond Club of London, and the
Witenagemote Club of Detroit, in the hope that, if
any one charges me with telling a previously told
tale, the fifty members of -each club will rise as one
man and testify that they were called upon to endure
the story in gquestion from my own lips prior to the '
~ alleged original appearance of the same.
R. B.
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IN A4 STEAMER CHAIR.

(
'THE FIRST DAY.

" M=.GeoreE Morris stood with his arms folded on the
’ bulwarks of the steamship City of Buffalo, and gazed
down into the water. Allraround him was the bustle
and hurry of  passengérs embarking, with fr@endé
bidding "good-bye. - Axﬁong. the throng, here and

there, the hardworking men of the steamer were
getting things 'in order for the coming voyage.
Trunks were piled i]p in great heaps ready to be
lowered into. the hold; portmanteaux, satchels, and
hand-bags, with tags tied. to them, were placed in a
wow waiting to be claimed by the passengers, or
taken down into the state-rooms. To all this bustle
and confusion George Morris paid no heed HE¢ was
thinking deeply, and his thoughts did nof seem to
be~very pleasant. There was nobody to see (him off,
ahd, he had evidently very little interest in either
those who were going or those who were staying
phind. Other passengers who had no friends to.
bit}: them farewell appeared to take a lively interest
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in watching the hurry and scurry, and in picking
out the voyagers from those who came merely to say
good-byet -

At last the rapid nggmg of a hell warned all
lingerers that the fime for the final parting had
come. There were final- hand-shakings, many. em-
braces, and not a few tears, while men in uniform
with stentorian voices cried, ‘“All ashore.” The
second clanging of the bell, and the preparations for
pulling up the gang-planks hurried the laggards to
the pier. After the Jthird nngmg the gang-plank
was hauled away, the inevitable last man sprang to
the wharf, the equally inevitable last pas%enger, who
had just dashed up in a cab, flung his valises to the
steward, was helped on board the ship, and then
began the low pulsating stroke, like the beating of a
heart, that would - not ‘cease until the vessel had
sighted land on the other side. George Morris's
eyes were fixed on the water, yet apparently’hd was
not looking at it, for when it began to spin away

-from the sides of the ship he took no notice, but still

gazed at the mass of seething foam that the steamer
threw off from her as she moved through the bay.
It was evident that the sights of-New York harbour
were very familiar to the young man, for he paid
no attention to them, and the vessel was beyond

Sandy Hook before he changed his position. It is
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doubtful if he would have changed it then, had not
. & steward touchégfhlm on the elbow, and said—
‘‘ Any letters, sir ?” ° 7

“Any what?” cried Morris, suddenly waking up
from his réverie. PN -

‘“ Any letfkrs sir, to go ashore wyth the pilot ?

“ Oh, letters No, n6,"I haven’t any. You have a
regular post-office on board, ha.ve you? Mail leaves
every day ?”

“ No, sir,” replied the steward with a smile, * not
every day, sir. We send letters ashore for pa ers
when the pilot leaves the ship. The next mail, sir,
will leave at Queenstown.”

The sjeward seemed uncertain as to whether the
passenger was trying to joke with him or was really
ignorant o( the ways of steamships. However, his
tone was very deferential and explanatory, not know-
ing but that this particular passenger might come
to his lot at the table, and stewards take veryggood
care to offend nobody. Future fees must not be
jeopardized.

Being aroused, Mr. Mom\ew took a look around
him. - It seemed wonderful how soon order krad been
restored from the chaos of the starting. The trunks
had disappeared down the hold; the portmanteaux
were nowhere to be seen. Most of the pa.sséngers
apparently were in their state-rooms exploring their
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IN A STEAMER CHAIR.

new quarters, getting out their wraps, Tam-o-
Shanters, fore-and-aft- caps, steamer chairs, rugs,
and copies of paper-covered novels. The deck was
almost deserted, yet here and there a steamer chair
had already been placed, and one or two were
occupied, The voyage had commenced. The engine
had -settled down to its regular low thud, thud ; the
vessel's head rose gracefully with the long swell of
the ocean, and, to make everything complete, several
passengers already felt that inward qualm—the
accompaniment of so many ocean voyages.

George Morris yawned, and seemed the very picture
of ennui. He put his hands deeply into his coat
pockets, and sauntered across the deck. Then he

* took a stroll up the one side and down the other.

As he lounged along it was very evident that he was
tired of the voyage, even before it began. Judging
from his listless manner nothing on earth could

-arouse the interest of the young man. The gong

sounded faintly in the inner depths of the ship
somewhere announciﬁg dinner.  Then, as the
steward appeared up the companion way, the
sonorous whang, whang became louder, and the hat-
less official, with the gong in hand, beat that instru-
ment several final strokes, after which he disappeared
into the regions 1 below.

“I may as well go down,” said Morris to hxmself
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‘“ and see where they have placed me at table. But
I haven’t much interest in dimmer.”

As he walked to the companion-way an elderly
gentleman and a young lady appeared at the opposite
door, ready to descend the &tairs. Neither of them
saw the young man. But if they had, one of them
- at least would have doubted the young man’s sanity.
He stared at the couple for a moment with a look
of grotesque horror on his face that was absolutely
comical. Then he turned, and ran the length of the
deck, with a speed unconscious of all obstacles.

‘“Say,” he cried to the captain, “I want to go
ashore. I must go ashore. I want to go ashore with
the pilot.”

The captain smiled, and said, I shall be very
happy to put you ashore, sir, but it will have to be at
Queenstown. The pilot has gone.”

““ Why, it was only a moment ago that the steward
asked me if I had any letters to post. Surely he
cannot have gone yet ?”

“Tt ig longer than that, I am afrdid,” said the
. captain. “The pilot left the ship 'half an hour

ago.” G

.“Is there no way I can get ashore ? I don’t-mind -
what I pay for it.” - '
““Unless we break a shaft"and have to turn back .
there is no way that I know of. I am afraid you
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will have to make the best of it until we reach Queens-
town.”

$Can’t you. signal a boat and let me get off on
her 2

*“Well, I suppose we could. It is a very unusual
thing to do. But that would delay us for some time,
and unless the business is of the utmost necessity,
I would not feel justified in delaying the steamer, or
in other words delaying several hundred passengers
for the convenience of ome. If you tell me what
the trouble is I shall tell you at once whether I can
promise to signal a boat; if I get the opportunity of -
doing s0.”

Morris thought for a moment. It would sound
very absurd to the captain for him fo say that there
was 8 passenger on.the ship whom he desired very
much not to meet, and yet, after all, that was what
made the thought of the voyage so distasteful to
him. i

He merely said, ‘ Thank you,” and turned away,
muttering to himself something in condemnation of
his luck in general.. As he walked slowly down the
deck up which he had rushed with such headlong
speed a few moments before, he noticed a lgd:&,' trying
to sét together her steamer chair, which had seem-
ingly given way—a habit of steamer chairs. .

She looked up appealing at Mr. Mon;'is, but that

. Y
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gentleman was too preoccupied with his own situation
to be gé,llant. As he passed her, the lady said—

““Would you be kind enough to see if you can put
my steamer chair together 27

Mr. Morris looked astonished at this very simple
request. He had resolved to make this pa.rticula,r
voyage without becoming acquainted with anybody,
more especially a lady-

_ . Madam,” he said, ““Ishall be pleased to call to
your assistance the deck steward if you wish.”

“If I had. wished that,” replied the lady, with
some asperity, ‘I would have asked you to de so.
As it is, T asked you to fix it yourself.”

‘I do not understand jrou,” said Mr. Morris, with
some haughtiness. ““I do not see that it.matters
who mends the steamer chair so long as the steamer
chair is mended. I am not a deck steward.” Then,
- thinking he had spoken rather harshly, he added,
"« am not a deck steward, and don’t'understand the
constructlon of steamer chau's as well as they do, .
you see.’

The lady rose. There was a certain amount of
indignation in her voice as she said—

“Then pray allow me to present you with this
steamer chair.” ) '

¢ I—I—really, madam, I do not understand you,”
stammered the young man, astonished at the turn
the unsought conversation had faken. -
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¢TI think,” replied the lady, ¢ that ;\vhﬂ I said was
plain enough. I beg you to accept this steamer
chair as your own. It is of no further use to me.”
Saying this, the young woman, with some dignity,
turned her back-upon him, and disappeared down
the companion-way, leaving Morris in- a state of
utter bewilderment as he looked down at the broken
_ steamer “chair, wondering if the lady was insane.
“All at once he noticed a rent in his trousers, between
" the knee and the instep. ’ ‘
 “Good heavens, how have I done this? My best
pair . of trousers, too. Gracious!” he cried, as a’
bewildered look stole over his face, ““it isn’t possible
that in racing up this deck I ran against this steamer
chair and knocked it to flinders, and possibly upset
the lady at the same time ? By George! that’s just
what the trouble is.” ‘
Looking at the back of ‘the flimsy chair he noticed
a tag tied to if, and on the tag he saw the name,
‘“ Miss Katherine Earle, New York.” Pass}ng to the
other side he called the deck steward.
¢ Steward,” he said, * there is a chair somewhere
among your pile with the name ¢ Geo. Morris ’ on it.
Will you get it for me 2"
“ Certainly, sir,” answered the steward, and very
shortly the other steamer chair, which, by @le- way,
was & much more elegant, expensive, and 'stable
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affair than the one that belonged to Miss Katherine
Earle, was brought to him. Then he untied the tag
from his own chair and tied it to the flimsy structure
that had just been offered to him ; nexk he untied the
tag from the lady’s chair and put it on his own.

“Now, steward,” he said, “do you know the lady
who sat in this chair? ”

“No, sir,” said the steward, ‘I do not. You see,
we are only a few hours out, sir.” '

“Very well, you will have no trouble. finding her.
When she comes on deck again, please tell her that
this chair is hers, with the apologies of the gentleman
who broke her own, and see if you can mend this
other chair for me.” -

“Oh yes,” said the steward, ‘‘there will be no
trouble about that. They are rather rickety things
at best, sir.” ’

“ Very well, if you do this fo@ me méely you will
not be a financial sufferer.”

“ Thank you, sir. The dinner gong rang some time
ago, sir.” ’ >

“Yes, I heard it,” answered Morris.

Placing his hands behind him he walked up and
down the deck, keeping an anxious eye now and then
on the companion way. Finally, the youﬁg lady
whom he had seen going down with the elderly gentle-
man appeared alone on deck. Then Morns acted




10 IN A STEAMER CHAIR.

very strangely. With the stealthy demeanour of an
Indian avoiding his deadly eneiny, he slunk behind
the different structures on the deck until he reached
the other door of the companion-way, and then, with
a sigh of relief, ran down the steps. There were still
quite & number of people in the saloon, and seated at
the side of one of the smaller tables he noticed the
lady whose name he imagined was  Miss Ka.therine
Earle. . 5

“ My name is Morris,” sa.ld that gentlema,n to the
- head steward. ‘ Where have you placed me ?”

The steward took him down the long table, looking
at the cards beside the row of plates.

“ Here you are, sir,” said the steward. * We are
" rather crowded this voyage, sir.” :

Morris did not answer him, for opposite he noticed
the old gentleman, who had been the companion of
the young lédy, lingering over his wine.

“Isn’t there any other place vacant ? At one of
the smaller tables, for instance ? I don’t like to sit
at the long table,” said Morris, placing his finger and
thumb significantly in his waistcoat poeket.

1 think that can be arranged, sir,” answered the
steward, with a smile.

“Is there a place vacant at the table where tha,t
young lady is sitting alone?” sa.ld Morris, noddmg
in the direction.
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““Well, sir, all the places are taken there; but the
gentleman who has been placed at the head of the
table has not come down, sir, and if you like I will
change his card for yours at the long table.” ,5

“I wish you would.” ‘ e

So with that he took his place at the head of the
small table, and had the indignant young lady at his

right hand.

“ There ought to be a master of ceremonies,” began
Morris with some hesitation, * to introduce people to
eacb other on board a steamship. As it is, however,
. peotple have to get acquainted as best they may. My

name is Morris, and, unless I am mistaken, you are
Miss Katherine Earle. Am I right?”

“You are right about my name,” answered the -
young lady, I presume you ought to be about your
own.’

¢“Oh, I can prove tha.t,” said Morris, with a ‘smile.
“I have letters to show, and cards and things like
- that.” L . '

Then he seemed to catch his breath as he remem-
bered there was also a young woman on board who
could vouch that his name was George Morris. This
took him aback for a moment, and he was silent.
Miss Earle made no reply to his offer of identification.

‘‘Miss Earle,” he said hesitatingly at last,.*I wish
you would permit me to apologise to you if I am as

2
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culpable as I imagine. Did I run against your chair
and break it 2 ”

“Do you mean to say,” replied the young lady,
looking at him steadily, *that you do not know
whether you did or not ?”’

. “Well, it’s a pretty hard thing to ask a person to
believe, and yet I assure you that is the fact. I have
only the dimmest remembrance of the disaster, as of
something I might have done in a dream. To tell
you the truth, I did not even suspéct I had done so

~until I noticed I had torn a portion of my clothing by
-the collision. After you left, it just dawned upon me -
‘that I was the one who smashed the chair. I there-

fore desire to apolomse very humbly, and hope you

will permit me to do so.’

“For what do you intend to apologxse, Mr. Morris ?

_For breaking the chair, or refusing to mend it when

I asked you?”

“For both. I was really in a good deal of trouble

just the moment before I ran against your chair,

Miss Earle, and I hope you will excuse me on the
ground of temporary insanity. Why, you know, they

even let off murderers on that plea, so I hope to be

forgiven for being careless in the first place, and

boorish in the second.”

“You are freely forgiven, Mr. Morris. In fact,

.now that I think more calmly about the incident, it
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was really a very trivial affair to get angry over, and
I must confess I was angry.”

““You were perfectly justified.”

“In getting angry, pérha.ps ; but in showing my
anger, no—as some one says in a play. - Meanwhile,
we’ll forget all about it,” ahd with that the young
lady rose, bidding her new scquaintance good night.

George Morris found he had more appetite for
dinner than he expected to have.

|SECOND DAY.

Mr. Georce Morris did not sleep well his first night
on the City of Buffalo. He dreamt that he was being
chased around the deck by a couple of young ladies,
“one & very pronounced blonde, and the other an
equally pronounced brunette, and he suffered a great
deal because of the uncertainty as to which of the
two pursuers he desired the most to avoid. It
seemed to him that at last he was cornered, and the
fiendish young ladies began literally, as the slang
phrase is, to mop the deck with him. He felt himself
being slowly pushed back and forward across the
deck, and he wondered how long he would last if
this treatment were kept hu'p. By and by he found
himself lying still in his bunk, and the swish, swish
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above him of the men scrubbing the deck in the early
morning showed him- his dream had merged into
reality. Heremembered then that it was the custom
of the smoking-room steward to bring a large silver
pot of fragrant coffee early every morning and. place
it on the table of the smoking-room. Morris also

recollected that on former voyages that earlyi:&ning
-coffee had always tasted particularly good. It was
grateful and comforting,h.s the advertisement has it.
Shortly after, Mr. Morris was on the wet deck, which
the men were still serubbing with the slow, measured
swish, swish of the brush he had heard earlier in the
morning, No rain was falling, but everything had a
rainy look. At first he could see only a short distance
~ from, the ship. The clouds appeared to have come
down on the water, where they hung, lowering.
There was no evidence that such a thing as a sun
existed. The waves rolled out of this watery mist
with an oily look, a.nd the air was so damp and chilly
that it made Morris shlver as he looked out on the
dreary prospect. He thrust his hands deep into his -
coat pockets, which seemed to be an indolent ha:b;l; of -
his, and walked along the slippery deck to seareh for
the smoking-room. He was thinking of his curious
and troublesome dream, when around the cornmer
came the brunette, wrapped in a longqc]oak\ that
covered her from head to foot. The cloak had a
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couple of side pockets set angleways in front, after
the manner of the pockets in ulsters. In these
‘pockets Miss Earle’s hands were placed, and she
walked the deck with a certain independent manner
which Mr. Morris remeknbered that he disliked. She
seemed to be about to pass him without recognition,
when the young man took off his cap and said
pleasantly, ‘ Good morning, Miss Earle. You are
a very early riser.”
““The habit of years,” answered that young lady,
‘“ is not broken by merely coming on board ship.”
Mr. Morris changed step and walked beside her.
““ The habit of years ?” he said. ‘ Why, you speak
as if you were an old woman.”
““I am an old woman,” replied the girl, “in every-
thing but one particular.”
‘“And that particular,” said®her companion, *“is
_the very important one, I imagine, of years.”
“I don’t know why that is so very important.”
“Oh, you will think so in after life, I assure you.
- Ispeak as a veteran myself.”

The young lady gave him a quick side glance with
her black eyes from under the hood that almost con-
cealed her face. ’

“You say you are a veteran,” she answered,  but
you don’t think so. It would offend you very deeply
to be called old.” (
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“Oh, I dogrt™\know -about that. I think such a
remark is offendlve only when there is truth in it.
A yong fellow slaps his companion pn the shoulder
and calls him ‘old man.’ The grey-haired veteran ’
always addresses his elderly friend as ‘ my boy.’”

“Under which category do you think you ‘come,
then?”

“Well, I don't come under either exactly. I am
sort of on the middle ground. I sometimes feel very
old. In fact, to confess to you, I never felt older in
my life than I did yesterday. To-day I am a great
deal younger.”

““Dear me,” replied the young ‘Ib,dy, “«1 'am sorry
to hear that.” s
“Sorry!” echoed her compgnion; “I don't see
why you should be sorry. It is said that every one
Téjoices in the misfortunes of others, but it is rather
unusual to hear them admit it.”

‘“It is because of my sympathy for others that I
am sorry to hear you are younger to-day than you

'

. were yesterday. If you take to running along the
" deck to-day then the results will be disastrous, and

I think you owe it to your fellow passengérs to send
the steward with his gong ahead of 'you so as to give
people in steamer chairs warning.”

““Miss Earle,” said the young man, ““I thought
you had forgiven me for yesterday. I am sure‘l
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.

apologised very humbly, and am willing to apologlse
again to-day.” )
“Did I forgive you? I had fotgotten 2"

’ “But you remembered the fau/l/i. I am afraid that
is migplaced forgetfulness. Fhe truth is, I imagine,
you are very unforgiving.” ' -

« \If friends do not think 80.”

“Then .I #appose you rank ,me among your
enemies ?.”

“You forget that I have known you for a day only.”

“That is true, chronologically speaking. But you
must remember a day on shipboard is very much
longer than a day on shore. In fact, I look on you
now as an old acquaintan:ce, and I should be sorry to
think you looked on me as an enemy.”

“You are mistaken. I do mot. I look on you
now as you do on your own age—sort of between the\ ‘

L]

two.”

“And- which way do you think I shall drift?
_ Towards the enemy line, or towards the line of
' friendship 2 .
" “Iam sure I cannot tell.”

“Well, Miss Earle, I am goi{Jg to use my best
endeavours'to reach the friendship line, which I shall
make unless the current is too strong for me. I

hope you are not so prejudiced against me that the
pleasant effort will be fruitless.” '
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“Ob, I am strictly neutral,” said the young lady.
“ Besides, it really amounts to nothing. Steamer
friendships are the most evanescent things on earth.”

“Not on earth, surely, Miss ‘Earle. You must
mean on sea.”’

““'Well, the earth includes the sea, you know.”

‘“ Have you bad experience with steamer friend-
ships ? I thought, somehow, this was your first
voyage.” ‘

‘ What made you think so0 ? ”

““Well, I don’t know. I thought it was, that’s all.”

I hope there is nothing in my manner that would
induce a stranger to think I am a verdant traveller.”

“Oh, not at all. You know, a person somehow
classifies a person’s fellow-passengers. Some appear
to have been crossing the o¢ean all their lives, whereas,
in fact, they are probably on shipboard N{g_\g the first
time. Have you crossed the ocean before 2™’

“Yes.”

“Now, tell me whether you. think I ever crossed
before 2” -

““Why, of course you have. I should say that you
cross probably once a year. Maybe oftener.”

“Really? For business or pleasure? -

“Oh, business, entirely. You did not look yester:..
day as if you ever had any pleasure in your life.”

““Ohb, yesterday! Don’t let us talk abou! yesterday.
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It's to-day now, you know.. You seem to be & mind-
reader. Perhaps you could tell my occupation?”

““Certainly. Your occupation is doubtless that of
a junior partner in a prosperous New York house.
You go over to Europe every year—perhaps twice a

' year, to Jook after the interests of your business.”

“You think I am a sort of commercial traveller,
then 2"

“ Well, practically, yes. The older members of the
firm, I should imagine, are too comfortably situated,
and care too little for the pleasures of foreign travel,
to devote much of their time to it. So what foreign -
travel there is to be done falls on the shoulders of the
younger partner. Am I correct?”

~“Well, I don’t quite class myself as a commercial
traveller, you know, but in the main you are—in fact,
you are remarkably near right. I think you must be
something of a mind-reader, as I said before, Miss
Earle, or is it possible that I carry my business so .
plainly in my demeanour as all that ?”

Miss FEarle laughed. It was a very bright,
pleasant, cheerful laugh.

*“ Still, I must correct you where you are wrong,
for fear you become too conceited altogether about
" your powers of observation. I have not crossed the
ocean as often as you seem to think. In the future I
shall perhaps do so frequently. I am the jlinior
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partner, as you say, but have not been a partner long.
In fact I am now on my first voyage in connection
with the new partnership.. Now, Miss Earle, let me
try a guess at your occupation.”

“You are quite at liberty to guess at it.”

‘“ But will you tell me if I guess correctly ? ”

“Yes. I havewo desire to conceal it.”

“Then, I should say off-hand that you are a
teacher, and are now taking a vacation in Europe.
Am Iright?”

“Tell me first why you think so ? A

“I am afraid to tell y 1 do not want to drift
towards the line of enmity. : '

““ You need have no fear. e every respect for
a man who tells the truth when he .

“Well, I think a school teacher is very apt to get
into a certain dictatorial habit of speech.  School
teachers are something like military men. They are
accustomed to implicit obedienee without question,
and this, I think, affects their manner with other
people.”

‘“You think I am dictatorial, then ?”

“Well, I shouldn’t say that you were dictatorial
exactly. But' there is a certain confidence— I don’t
know just how to express it, but it seems to me, you
know — well, T am going deeper and deeper into
trouble by what I am saying, so really I Shall °

!
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not say any more. I do not know just how to ex-
press it.”

“I think you express it very nicely. Go on,
please.”

‘¢ Oh, you are laughing at me now.”

‘“ Not at all, I assure you. You were trying to say
that I was very dictatorial.”

“No, I was trying to say nothing of the kind. I
was merely trying to say that you have a certain con-

“fidence in yourself and a certain belief that every-

thing you say is perfectly correct, and is not to be
questioned. Now, do as you promised, and tell me
how near right I am.”
' “You are entirely wrong. I never taught school.”

“ Well, Miss Earle, I confessed to my occupation
without citing any mitigating circumstances. So
now, would you think me impertinent if I asked you
to be equally frank ?”

“Oh, not at all! But I may say at once that I
wouldn’t answer you.”

“ But you will tell me if I guess ?”

“Yes, I promise that.”

“Well, I am certainly right in saying that you are
crossing the ocean for pleasure.”

“ No, you are entirely wrong. I am crossing for
business.”

“ Then, perhaps you cross very often, too? ”
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“No; I crossed only once before, and that was .

coming the other way.”
‘“ Really,\this is very mysterious. When are you

coming back ? 7 .

I am not coming back.”

“Qh, well,” said Morris, “I give it up. . I think
I have scored the unusual triumph of managing to -
be wrong in everything that I have said. Have I
not ?” ; -

I think you have.” '

¢ And you refuse to put me right ?”

¢ Certainly.” -

I don’t think you are quite fair, Miss Earle.”

“1don’t think I ever claimed to be, Mr. Morris.
But I am tired of walking now. You see, I have
been walking the deck for considerably longer than
you have. I think I shall sit down for a while.”

¢“ Let me take you to your chair.”

Miss Earle smiled. “It would be very little use,”
she said. .-

The deck steward was not to be seen, and Morris,
diving into a dark and cluttered-up apartment, in
which the chairs were piled, speedily picked out
his own, brought it to where the young lady was
standing, spread it out in its proper position, and
said—

““ Now let me get you a rug or two.”
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“You have made a mistake. That is not my
¢hair.” - . ~

“Oh yes, it is. I looked at the tag. This is your
name, is it not 2’ -

“Yes, that is my name; but this is not my
chair.” .

“ Well, I beg that you will use it until the owner
calls for it.”

“ But who is the owner ? Is this your chair?

‘It was mine until after I smashed up yours.” )

“Qh, but I cannot accept your -chair, Mr.
Morris.” . .

“You surely -wouldn’t refuse to do what you
desired, in fact,” commanded, another to do. You
know you practically ordered me to take your
chair. Well, I have accepted it. It is going to be
put right to-day. -So, you see, you cannot refuse
mine.” '

Miss Earle looked at him for a moment.

“ Thias is hardly what I would call a fair exchange,”
she said. ‘“ My chair was really a very cheap and
flimsy ome. This chair is much more expensive.
You see, I know the price of them. I think you are
trying to arrange your revenge, Mr. Morris. I think
you want to bring things about so that I shall have
to apologise to you in relation to that chair-breaking
incident. However, I see that this chair is very
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comfortable, so I will take it. Wait a moment $ill I
get my rugs.” :

“No, no,” cried Morris, ¢ tell me where you left
them. I will get them for you.”

“ Thank you. Ileft them on the seat at the head
of the companion-way. One is red, the other'is more -
variegg.ted} I cannot describe it, but they are the
only two rugs there, I think.”

A moment afterwards the young man appeared
with the rugs on his arm, and arranged them around
the young lady after the manner of deek stewards
and gallant young. men who are in the habit of cross-
ing the ocean. _

““ Would you like to have a cup of coffee ? ”

I would, if it can be had.” .

“Well, I will let you into a shipboard secret.
Every morning on this vessel the smoking-room
steward brings up a pot of very delicious coffee, which
he leaves on the table of the smoking-room. He also
brings a few biscuits—not the biscuit of American
fame, but the biscuit of English manufacture, the .
cracker,- a8 we call it—and those who frequent the
smoking-room are in the habit sometimes of rising
early, and, after a walk on deck, pouring out a cup
of coffee for themselves.? *

“But I do mot ex;é{ct to be a hkabitué of the
smoking-room,” said Mies Earle. |

e
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¢ Nevertheless, you have a friend who will be, and
g0 in that way, you see, you will enjoy the advantages
of belonging to the smoking club.” .

A few moments afterwards, Morris appeared with a
camp-stool under his arm, and two cups of coffee in
his hands. Miss Earle noticed the smile suddenly
fade from his face, and a look of annoyance, even
of terror, succeed it. His hands trembled, so that
the coffee spilled from the cup into the saucer. ,

“ Excuse my awkwa.x}d\ness,” he said huskily ; then,
handing her the cup, he added, I shall have tg go
now. \‘I will see you at breakfast-time. Good morn-
_ ing.”” With the other cup still in his hand, he made .
his way to the stair. A

Miss Earle looked arotnd and saw, coming up the
deck, a very handsome yo{mg lady with blonde hair.

k4

THIRD DAY.

O~ the morning of the third day, Mr. George
Morris woke up after a sound and dreamless sleep.
He woke up feeling very dissatisfied with himself,
~ indeed. He said he was & fool, which was probably

true enough, but even the éalling himself so did not
seem to make matiers any better. He reviewed i
his mind the events of the day before. He remem-
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bered his very pleasant walk and talk with Miss
Earle. He knew the talk had been rather purp®se-
less, being merely that sort of preliminary con-
versation which two people who do not yet know

each other indulge in, as a forerunner to future

friendship. Then, he thought of his awkward leave-
taking of Miss Earle when he presented her with
the cup of coffee, and for the first time he remem-
bered with a pang that he had under his arm a
camp-stool. It must have been evident to Miss
Earle that he had intended to sit down and have a
cup of coffee with her, and continue the acquaintance
begun so auspiciously that morning. He wondered

.if she had noticed that his precipitate retreat had
Ataken place the moment there appeared on the deck

a very haquoine and stylishly dressed ypung lady.
He began to fear that Miss Earle must have thought
him suddenly taken with insanity, or, worse still,
sea-sickness. The more Morris thought about the
matter the more dissatisfied he was with himself and
his actions. At breakfast—he had arrived very late,
almost as Miss Earle was leaving—he felt he had
preserved a glum, reticent deméanour, and that he
had the general manner of a fugitive anxious to
escape justice. He wondered what Miss Earle must
have thought of him after his eager conversation
of the morning. The rest of the day he had spent

)




IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 27

gloomil.;" in the smoking-room, and had not seen the
young lady again. The more he thought of the day
the worse he felt about it. However, he was philo-
sopher enough to know that all the thinking he .
could do would not change a single item in the sum
of the day’s doing. So he slipped back the curtain
on its brass rod and looked out into his state-room.
The valise which he had left carelessly on the floor
the night before was now making an excursion back-
wards and forwards from the bunk {o the sofa, and
the books that had been piled up on the sofa were
scattered all over the room. It was evident that
dressing was going to be an acrobatic performance.

The deck, when he reached it, was 'wet, but not
with the moisture of the scrubbing. The outlook
was clear enough, but a strong head-wind was blow-
ing that whistled through the cordage of the vessel,
and caused the black smoke of the funnels to float
back like huge sombre streamers. The prow of the
big shipé rose now into the sky and then sank down
into the bosom of the sea, and every time it de-
scended a white cloud of spray drenched everything
forward and sent a drizzly salt rain along the whole
length of the steamer. -

““There will be no ladies on deck this morning,”
said Morris to himself, as he held his cap on with
both hands and looked around at the threatening
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sky. At this moment one wave struck the steamer
with more than usual force and raised its crest
amidship over the decks. Morris had just time to
escape into the companion-way when it fell with a
crash on the deck, flooding the promenade, and then
rushing out through the scuppers into the sea.

} ‘“ By George!” said Morris. ‘“I guess there won’t
" be many at breakfast either, if this sort of thing
keeps up. I think the other side of the ship is the
bezt=

Coming out on the other side of the deck, he
was astonished to see, sitting in her steamer chair,
snugly wrapped up in her rugs, Miss Katherine Earle,
balancing a cup of steaming coffee in her hand.
The steamer chair had been tightly tied to the brass
stanchion, or hand-rail, that ran along the side of
the housed-in portion of the companion-way, and
although the steamer swayed to and fro, as well as
up and down, the chair was imniqvable. An awning
had been put up over the place where the chair was
fastened, and every now and ¢hen on that dripping .
piece of canvas the salt rain fell, the result of the waves
that dashed in on the other side of the steamer.

““ Good morning, Mr. Morris!” said the young
lady, brightly. “I am very glad you have come.
I will let you into & shipboard secret. The steward
of the smoking-room brings up every morning a pot
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of very fragrant coffee. Now, if you will speak to
him, I am sure he will be very glad to give you a
cup.”

“You do like to make fun of me, don’t you?"
answered the young man.

“Oh, dear no,” said Miss Earle, “I shouldn’'t
think of making fun of anything so serious. Is it
making fun of a l;erson"who looks half frozen to
offer him a cup of warm coffee? I think there is
more philanthropy than fun about that.”

“Well, I don’t know but you are right. At any

rate, I prefer to take it as philanthropy rather than
fun. I shall go and get a cup of coffee -for myself,
if you will permit,me to place a chair beside
-yours ?”’ '
. “Oh, I beg you tiot to go for the eoffee yourself.
A You certainly will never reach here with it. You see
the remains of that eup down by the side of the
vessel. The steward himself slipped and fell with
that piece of crockery in his hands. I am sgure he
hurt himself, although he said he didn’t.”

*Did you give him an extra fee on that acecount ?
asked Morris, cynically.

“Of course I did. I am like the Government in

that respect. I take care of those who are injured
in my service.” /

‘“ Perhaps_that’s why he went down. They are a
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sly set, those stewards. He knew that a man would
simply laugh at him, or perbaps utter some male-
dictions if he were not feeling in very good humour.
In all my ocean voyages I have never had the good
fortune to see a steward fall. He knew, also, the
rascal, that a lady would sympathise with him, and
that he wouldn’t lJose anything by if, except the cup, -
which is not his loss.”
“ Oh yes, it is,” replied the young lady, “he: tells '
me they charge all breakages against him.”
“He didn’t tell you what method they had of
i rack of the breakages, did he? Suppose
the chief steward that you broke the cup,

“Oh, you are too cynical this morning, and it
would serve you just right if you go and get/some

| coffee for yourself, and meet with the same disaster
\gt overtook the unfortunatAe steward. Only. you

¢ forewarned that you shall have neither sympa.thy

nor féx ;
“Well, in t;hat cage,” said the young man, *“I
shall not\take the risk. I shall sacrifice the steward"

rather. Oh, here he is. I say, steward, will you
bring me a cup of~coffee, please 2 '

““Yes, sir. Any biseuit, sir ? "

“No, no biscuit. Just a cup of coffee and a couple
of lumps of sugar, please; and if you can'first get -
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me- a chair, and strap it to this rod in the manner
you do so well, I shall be very much obliged.”

“Yes, sir. I shall call the deck steward, sir.”

“Now, notice that. You see the rascals never
interfere with each other. Theydeck steward wants
a fee, and the smoking-room steward wants a fee,
and each one attends strictly to his own business,
and doesn't interfere with the possible fees of any-
body else.”

‘“ Well,”” said Miss Earle, “ is not that the correct
way ? If things are to be well done, that is how

they should besdone. Now, just notice how much
" more artistically the deck steward arranged these -
rugs than you did yesterday morning. I think itis
worth a good fee to be wrapped up so comfortably
" as that.” - .

I guess I'll take lessons from the deck steward,
then, and even if I do not get a fee, I may perhaps
get some lgratitude at least.” - ‘

« Grafitude? Why, you should think it a privilege.”

“ Well, Miss Earle, to tell the truth, I do. It is
‘A privilege that—I hope you will not think I am
trying to flatter you when I say—any man might be
proud of.” ) .

“Oh, dear,” replied the young lady, laughing, ““ I
did not mean it in that way at all. I meant that
it was a privilege to be allowed to practise on those
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particular rugs. Now, a man should remember that
A he undertakes a very great responsibility when he
' volunteers to place the rugs around a lady.on a
steamer chair. He may make her look very neat
. and even pretty by a nice disposal of the rugs, or he
: may make her look like a horrible bundle.”
' “Well, then, I think I was not such.a failure
4!’ ; - after all yesterday morning, for you certainly looked
i} l - . very neat and pretty.”"

“Then, if Idid, Mr. Morris, do not flatter yourself
it was at all on account of your disposal of the rugs, !
for the moment you had left a very handsome young
lady came along, and, looking at me, said, with such
a pleasant smile, * Why, what a pretty rug you have

. there; but how the steward kas bungled it about you!
Let me fix it,” and with that she gave it a touch here
and a smooth down there, and the result was really
so nice that I hated to go down to breakfast. It is a
pity you went away so quickly yesterday morning.
You might have had an opportunity of becoming
acquainted with the lady, who is, I think, the prettiest
girl on board this ship.”

** Do you ? ” said Mr. Morris, shortly.

" “Yes, I do. Have you noticed her? She sits
over there at the long table near the centre. You

- must have seen-her; she is so very, very pretty, that
you cannot help noticing her.”
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“I ‘am not lool;ingsfafter pretty women this

+  voyage,” said Morris, savagely.

“QOh, are you not ? Wel], I must thank you for
that. That is evidently a very sincere compliment.
No, I can’t call it a compliment, but a sincere remark,
I think the first sincere one you have made to-day.”

““ Why, what do you mean ?” said Morris, looking
at her in a bewildered sort of way.

“You have been looking after me this morning,
have you not, and yesterday morning ? And taking
ever so much pains to be helpful and entertaining,
and now, all at once yom say—— Well, you know
what you said just now.”

“Oh yes. Well, you see——"

“Oh, you can’t get out of it, Mr. Morris. It was
said, and with evident sincerity.”

“Then you really think you are pretty ?” said
Mr. Morris, looking at his companion, who flushed
under the remark.

‘“Ah, now,” she said, ‘““you imagine you are
carrying the war into the enemy’s country. But I
don’t at all appreciate a remark like that. I don’t

know but I dislike it even more than I do your
* compliments, which is saying a good deal.”

“I assure you,” said Morris, stiffly, “that I have
not\intended to pay any compliments. I am not a
.man who pays compliments.”
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‘“ Not even left-handed ones ? ”

““Not even any kind, that I know of. I try as a
general thing to speak the truth.”

‘“ Ah, and shame your hearers ? "

“Well, I don’t care who I shame as long as I
succeed in speaking the truth.” .

“Very well, then; tell me the truth. Have you
noticed this handsome young lady I speak of 2"

““Yes, I have seen her.” -

“ Don’t you think she is very pretty 2”

““Yes, I think she is.”

“Don’t you think she is the prettiest woman _on
the ship 2 ’

“Yes, I think she is.”

‘“ Are you afraid of pretty women ? " -

‘“No, I don’t think I am.”

~““Then, tell me why, the moment she appeared on .

the deck yesterday morning, you were so much agi-
tated that you spilled” most of my coffee in the
saucer 2"’ “

“Did I appear agitated ? "’ asked Morris, with some
hesitation.

‘“ Now, I consider that sort of thing worse than a
direct prevarication.” -

“ What sort of thing?”

“Why, a disingenuous answer. You inow you
__appeared agitated. You know you were agitated.
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You know you had a camp-stool, and that you in-
tended to sit down here and drink your coffee. All
at once you changed your mind, and that change
was coincident with the appearance on deck of the
handsome young lady I speak of. I merely ask
why?”

N Nd)w, look here, Miss Earle, even the worst
ma.lefactor is not expected to incriminate himself.
I can refuse to answer, can I not ?2”

“Certainly you may. You may refuse to answer
anything, if you like. It was only because you were.
boasting about speaking the truth that I thought "
I should test your truth-telling qualities. I have
been expecting every moment that you would say
to me I was very impertinent, and that it was no
business of mine, which would have been quite true.
There, y\ou see, you had a beautiful chance of speaking
the tmth which you let slip entirely unnoticed. But
there is the breakfast gong. Now, I must confess to
being very hungry indeed. I think I shall go down
into the saloon.” -

“ Please take my arm, Miss Earle,” said the young

|
man.

“Oh, not at all,” replied that young lady; 1
want something inﬁr#itely more stable. I shall work
my way along this brass rod until I can make a bolt
for the door. If jfé‘u want to make yourself real
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useful, go and stand on the stairway, or the com-
panion-way I think you call it, and if I come through
the door with too great force you'll prevent me from
going down The stairs.”

“““Who ran to help me when I fell,’ ”\quoted Mr.
Morris, as he walked along ahead of her, having some
difficulty in maintaining his equilibrium.

“I wouldn’t mind the falling,” replied the young
lady, “if you only would some pretty story tell ; but
you are very prosaic, Mr. Morris. Do you ever read
anything at all?”’

‘I never read when I have somebody more interest-
ing than a book to talk to.”

¢ Oh, thank you. Now, if you will get into position
on the stairway, I shall make my attempts at getting
to the door.” '

“T feel like a base-ball catcher,” said Morris, taking
up a position somewhat similar to that of the useful
man behind the bat. .

Miss Earle, however, waited until the ship was on
afs even keel, then walked to the top of the companion-
way, and, deftly catching up the train of her dress
with as much composure as if she were in a ball-
room, .stepped lightly down the stairway. Looking
smilingly over her shoulder at the astonished base-
ball catcher, she said— .

1 wish you would not stand in that ridiculous
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attitude, but come and accompany me to the break-
fast table. As I told you, I am very hungry.”

The steamer gave a lurch that nearly precipitated
Morris down the stairway, and the next moment he
was by her side.

“ Are you fond of base-ball ? ” she said to him.

“You should see me in the park when our side
makes a home run. Do you like the game ?”

‘I never saw a game in my life.” |

““What! you an American girl, and never saw a
game of base-ball? Why, I am astonished.”

I did not say that I was an American girl.”

“ Oh, that’s a fact. I took you for one, however.”

They were both of them so intent on their con-
versation in walking up the narrow way between the
long table and the short ones, that neither of them
noticed the handsome blonde young lady standing
beside her chair looking at them. It was only when
that young lady said, ‘“ Why, Mr. Morris, is this
you?” and when that gentleman jumped as if a
cannon had been fired beside him, that either of them
noticed their fair fellow-traveller.

¢ Y—es,” stammered Morris, ‘it is!”’

The young lady smiled sweetly and held .out her
hand, which Morris took in an awkward way.

“I was just going to ask you,” she said, ‘“ when
you came aboard. How ridiculous that would have
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been. Of course, you have been here all the time.
Isn’t it curious that we- have not 'met each other ?—
we of all persons in the world.”

Morris, who had somewhat recovered his breath
looked steadily at her as she said this, and her eyes,
after encountering his gaze for a moment, sank to
the floor.

Miss Earle, who had waited for a moment expect-
ing that Morris would introduce her, but seeing that
he had for the time being apparently forgotten every-
thing on earth, quietly left them, and took her place
at the breakfast table. The blonde young lady looked
up again at Mr. Morris, and said—

“I am afraid I am keeping you from breakfast.”

““Oh, that doesn’t matter.”

“I am afraid, then,” she continued sweetly, ¢ that
I am keeping you from your very interesting table
companion.”

““Yes, that does matter,” said Morris, looking at
her. I wish you good morning, madam.” And
with that he left her and fook his place at the head
of the small table.

There was a vindictive look in the blonde yoimg
lady’s pretty eyes as she sank into her own seat at
the breakfast table.

Miss Earle had noticed the depressing effect which
even the sight of the blonde lady exercised on Morris
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the day before, and she looked forward, therefore, to
rather an uncompanionable breakfast.
prised, however, to see that Morris had an air of
jaunty joviality, which she could not help thinking
was rather forced.

~ “Now,” he said, as he sat down on the sofa at the
htad of the table, “I think it’s about time for us to
begin our chutney fight.”

““Our what ?” asked the young lady, looking up at
him with open eyes..

“Is it possible,” he said, ““that you have crossed
the ocean and never engaged in the chutney fight ?
I.always have it on-this line.”

“I am sorry to appear so ighora.nt,” said Miss
Earle, “but I have to confess I do not know what
chutney is.” ’ ’

“I am glad of that,” returned the young man.
‘¢ It delights me to find in your nature certain desert
spots—certain irreclaimable lands, I might say—of

ignorance.” f/
“Ido not see why a person- should rejoice in the

misfortunes of another persoﬁ,” replied the young
lady. > SR
““Qh, don’t you? Why, it is the most natural
thing in the world. There is nothing that we so
. thoroughly dislike as a person, either lady or gentle-
man, who is perfect. I suspect you rather have the
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advantage of me in the reading of books, but I
certainly have the advantage of you on chutney, and
I intend to make the most of it.”

“I am sure I shall be very glad to be enlightened,
and to confess my ignorance whenever it is necessary,
and that, I fear, will be rather often. So, if our
acquaintance continues until the end of the voyage,
you will be in a state of perpetual delight.”

“Well, that’s encouraging. You will be pleased
to learn that chutney is a sauce, an Indian sauce,
and on this line somehow or other they never have
more than one or two bottles. I do not know
whether it is very expensive. I presume it is.
Perhaps it is because there is very little demand for
it, & great number of people not knowing what
chutney is.” ,

“ Thank you,” said the young lady, “I am glad to
find that I am in the majority, at least, even in the
matter of ignorance.”

“Well, as I was saying, chutney is rather a
seductive sauce. You may not like it at first, but
it grows on you. You acquire, as it were, the
chutney habit. An old Indian traveller, whom I had
the pleasure of crossing with once, and who sat at
the same table with me, demanded chutney. He
initiated me into the mysteries of chutney, and he
had a chutney fight all the way across.”
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“I still have to confess that I do not see what
" there is to fight about in the matter of chutney.”

“Don’t you? Well, you shall soon have a
practical illustration of the terrors of a chutney
fight. Steward,” called Morris, ‘‘just bring me a
bottle of chutney, will you?”

¢ Chutney, sir 2" asked the steward, as if he had
never heard the word before. ‘

““Yes, chutney. Chutney sauce.”

“I] am afraid, sir,” said the steward, ‘ that we
haven’t.any chutney sauce.”

“Oh yes, you have. I see a bottle there on the
captain’s table. I think there is a second bottle at
the smaller table. Just two doors up the streef.
Have the kindness to bring it to me.”

The steward left for the chutney, and Morris look-
ing after him, saw that there was some discussion
between him and the steward of the other table.
Finally, Morris’s steward came back and said, “I am
very sorry, sir, but they are using the chutney at
that table.”

“ Now look here, steward,” said Morris, * you know
that you are here to take care of us, and that at the -
end of the voyage I will take care of you. Don’t make
any mistake about that. You understand me?”

““Yes, sir, I do,” said the steward. *Thank you,
sir.” -

Ao
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““All right,” replied Morris. ‘“Now you under-
stand that I want chutney, and chutney I am going
to have.” A

Steward number one waited until steward number
two had disappeared after another order, and then
he deftly reached over, took the chutney sauce, and
placed it before Mr. Morris. v

“Now, Miss Earle, I hope that you will like thxs
chutney sauce. You see there is some difficulty in
getting/i:i?, and that of itself ought to be a strong

- recommendation for it.”

It is a little too hot to suit me,” answered the
young lady, trying the Indian sauce, * still, there is
a pleasant flavour about it that I like.”

“Oh, you are all right,” said Morris, jauntily;
“you will be a victim of the chutney habit before

_two. days. ~ People who dislike it at first are its
warmest advocates afterwards. I use the word
warmest without any allusion to the sauce itself, you
know. I shall now try some myself.”

As he looked round the table for the large bottle,
he saw that it had been whisked away by steward
number two, and now stood on the other t\able. Miss
Earle laughed. .

“‘Oh, I shall have it in a moment,” said the young
man.

~__~ ‘Do you think it is worth while 2
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““Worth while? Why, that is' the excitement of a
chutney fight. . It is not that we care for chutney at
all, but that we simply are bound to have it. If
there were a bottle of chutney“at‘gvery table, the ~
delights of chutney would be gone. Steward,” said
Morris, as that functlona.ry appeared, ¢ the chutney,
please.”

The steward cast a rapid glance at the other table
and waited until steward number two had disappeared.
Then Morris had his chutney. Steward number two,
seeing his precious bottle gone, tried a second time
to stealthily obtain possession of it, but Morris said
. o him in a pleasant voice, ‘ That’s all right, steward,
we-are through with the chutney. Take it along,
please. So that,” continued Mr. Morris, as Miss
Earle ro?yxom the table, ‘“that is your first expe-
rience of a chutney fight—one of the delights of
ocean travel.”

FOURTH DAY.

Mr. GeorGE Morr1s began to find his early coffees,”
a8 he called them, very delightful. It was charming
to meet a pretty and entertaining young lady every

morning early when they had the deck practically to
themselves.
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" The fourth day was bright and clear, and the sea
was reasonably calm. For the first time he was up
earlier than Miss Earle, and he paced the deck with
great impa,tien&éj, walting for her appearance. He
wondered who and what she was. He had a dim,
hazy idea that some time before in Kis life. he had
met her, and probably had been acquainted with her.
What an embarrassing thing it would be, he thought,
if he had really known her years’before, and had for-
gotten her, while she knew who he was, and had
remembered him.™ He thougﬁt of how accurately she
bhad guessed his position in life—if it was a guess.
He remembered that often, when he looked at her,
he felt certain he-had known her and spoken to her
before. He placed the two steamer chairs in position,
go that Miss Earle's chair would be ready for her
when she did appear, and then, as he walked up and
down the' deck waiting for\her he begm wonder
at himself. If any one had told him vhen ‘he left
New York that, within three or four days he could
feel such an interest in & person who previous to that

' time had been an utter s nger to him, he would
have laughed scornfully and-bitterly at the idea. As -

it was, when he thought of all the peculiar, circum-
stan¢bs of the case, he laughed aloud but neither -

scornfully nor bitterly.
““You must be having very pleasant thou0hts Mr
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Morris,” said Miss Earle, as she appeared with a

bright shawl thrown over her shoulders, instead of
the long cloak that had encased her before, and
with a Tam o' Shanter set jauntily on her black, -
curly hair.

““You are right,” said Morris, taking off his cap,
I was thinking of you.”

““Oh, indeed,” replied the young lady, “that’s
why you laughed, #as it? I may say that I do not
relish being laughed at in my absence, or in 'my
presence either, for that matter.”

“Oh, I assure you I wasn't l{u\ghing’at you. 1
laughed with pleasure to see you come on deck.
I have been waitfng for you.”

“ Now, Mr. Morris, that from a man who boasts
of his truthfulness is a little too much.~You- did not
see me at all unfil I spoke ; and if, a8 yoa say, you
were thinking of me, you will have to expl_a.iﬂ that

laugh.”

LI wil explain it before the voyage is over, Miss
Earle. I can't explain it just now.”

‘iAh,,.then you admit you were untruthfal when
you said you laughed because you saw me ?
© “I may as well admit it. You seem to know things
intaitively. I am not nea.r]y.‘as truthful a person as
I thought I was until I ma%gou. You seem the very
embodiment of truth. If I had not met you, I imagine

74
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I should have gone through lifs thinking myself one
of the most truthful men in New York.”

‘“ Perhaps that would not be saying very much for -
yourself,” replied the young lady, as she took her
place in the steamer chair.

I am sorry you have such a poor opinion of us
New Yorkers,” said the young man.  Why are you
8o late this morning 2’

“I am not late; it is you who are early. This is
my usual time. I have been a very punctual person
al my life.”

“There you go again, speaking as if you were
ever so old.”

“Tam.” ’

“Well, I don’t believe it. I wish, however, that
you had confidence enough in me to tell me some-
thing about yourself. Do you know, I was thinking
this morning that I had met you before somewhere ?
I feel almost certain I have.”

“ Well, that is-quite.possible, you know. You are
a New Yorker, and I have lived in New York for a
great number of years, much as you seem to dislike
that phrase.” -/

“New York! Oﬁ that is like saying you have
lived in America #}d I have lived in America. We
‘might live for hundreds of years in New York and
never meet one g.notﬁer 1
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““That is very true, except that the time is a little
long.” ‘

“ Then won't you tell me something about your-
self 2

‘“No, I will not.”

13 Why?”

“Why ? Well, if you will tell me why you have
the right to ask such a question, I shall answer
why.”

“Oh, if you talk. of rights, I suppose I haven't
the right. But I am willing to tell you anything
about myself. Now, a fair exchange, you know——"

“But I don’t wish to know anything about
you.”

¢ Oh, thank you.”

George Morris's face clouded, and he sat silent
for a few moments.

“I presume,” he said again, ‘“ that you think me
very impertinent ? ”

‘“Well, frankly, I do.”

Morris gazed out at the sea, and Miss Earle
opened the book which she had brought with her,

and began to read. After a while her companion
said— e

“I think that you are a little too harsh with me,"

Miss Earle.”

The young lady placed her finger between the.

:
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leaves of the book and closed it, looking up at him
with a frank, calm expression in her dark eyes, but
said nothing.
“You see, it’s like this. I said to you a little
‘ while since that I seem to have known you before.
Now, I'll tell you what I was thinking of when you
met me this morning. I was thinking what a curious
19 thing it would be if I had been acquainted with you
. R some time during my past life, and had forgotten
g / you, while you had remembered me.”
8 “ That was very flattering to me,” said the young
- lady; “I don’t wonder you laughed.”
} ' “That is why I did not wish to tell you what I
had been thinking of—just for fear that you would
"put a wrong construction on it—as you have done.
But now you can’'t say anything much harsher to
. ¢ me than you have said, and so I tell you frankly
4 .; just what I thought, and why I asked you those
questions which you seem to think are so impertinent. i I
Besides this, you know, a sea acquaintance is dif-
ferent from any other acquaintance. As I said the
" first time I spoke to you—or the second—there is
no one here to introduce us. On land, when a person
18 introduced to another pérson, he does not say,
N . ‘Miss Earle, this is Mr. Morris, who is a younger
‘N partner in the dry goods house of So-and-so.” He
_ merely says, ‘Miss Earle, Mr. Morris,’ and there it

. e e e
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is. If you want to find anything out about him you
can ask your introducer or ask your friends, and
you can find out. Now, on shipboard it is entirely
different. Suppose, for instance, that I did not tell
you who I am, and—if you will pardon me for sug-
gesting such an absurd supposition—imagine that
you wanted to find out, how could you do it ?”

Miss Earle looked at him for a moment, and then™
she answered—

“I would ask that blonde young lady.”

This reply was so utterly unexpected by Morris
that he looked at her with wide eyes, the picture of
a man dumbfounded. - At that moment the smoking-
room steward came up to them and said—

““ Will you have your coffee now, sir 2’

¢ Coffee ! ” eried Morris, as if he had never heard
the word before. “ Coffee!”

“Yes,” answered Miss Earle, sweetly,-“we will
have the coffee now, if you please. You will have
a cup with me, will you not, Mr. Morris ?

““Yes, I will, if it is not too much trouble.”

“Oh, it is no trouble to me,” said the young
lady; ““some trouble to the steward, but I believe
even for him that it is not a trouble that cannot be
recompensed.” :

Morris sipped his coffee in silence. Every now
and then Miss Earle stole a quiet look at him, and

E




50 IN A STEAMER CHAIR.

apparently was waiting for him to again resume
the conversation. This he did not seem in a hurry
to do. Af last she said—

““ Mr. Morris, suppose we were on shipboard and
that we had become acquainted without the friendly
intervention of an introducer, and suppose, if such

- a supposition is at all within the bounds of probability,
that you wanted to find out something about me,
" how would you go.about it?”

““How would I go about it ?”

“Yes. How?” ]

“I would go about it in what would be the worst
possible way. I would frankly ask you, and you
would as frankly snub me.”

‘‘ Suppose, then, while declining to tell you any-
thing about myself I were to refer you to somebody
who would give you the information you desire, would
you take the opportunity of learning ? ”

“I would prefer to hear from yourself a.nythmg I
desired to learn.”

““Now, that is very njcely said, Mr. Morris, and
-you make me feel almost sorry. for having spoken to
you as I did. Still, if you really want to find out
something about me, I shall tell you some one
whom you can ask, and who will doubtless answer
you.”

““Who is that ? The captain?”
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“No. It is the same person to whom I should go
if I wished to have information of you—the blonde
young lady.”

““Do you mean to say you know her ? ' asked the
astonished young man.

I said nothing of the sort.”

““Well, do you know her ? ”

‘“No, I do not.”

“Do you know her name.”

“ No, I do not even know her name.”

‘ Have you ever met her before you came on board
this ship ?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Well, if that isn’t the most astonishing thing I
ever heard ! ”

“I don’t see why it is. You say you thought you
had met me before. As you are a manno doubt you
have forgotten it. I say I think I have met that
young lady before. As she is & woman I don’t think
she will have forgotten. If you have any interest in
the matter at all you might inquire.”

“I shall do nothing of the sort.”

““Well, of course, I said I thought you hadn’t very
much interest. I only supposed the case.’

“It is not that I have not the interest, but 1t is -
that I prefer to go to the person who can bes
answer my question if she chooses to do so.
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she doesn’t choose to answer me, then I don’t choose
to learn.” ’

‘“Now, I like that ever so much,” said the young
lady; ““if you will get me another cup of coffee I
shall be exceedingly obliged to you. My excuse'is
that these cups are very small, and the coffee is very
good.” ‘ . %

“I am sure you don’'t need any excuse,” replied’
Morris, springing to his feet, “and I am only too
happy to be your steward without the hope of the fee
at the end of the voyage.”

‘When he returned she said, “ I think we had better
stop the personal conversation into which we have
drifted. It isn’t at all pleasant to me, and I don’t

 think it is very agreeable to you. Now, I intended

this morning to give you a lesson on American
literature. I feel that you need enlightening on the
subject, and that you have neglected your opportu-
nities, as most New York men do, and so I thought
you would be glad of a lesson or two.” -

I shall be very glad of it indeed. I don’t know
what our opportunities are, but if most New York men
are like me I imagine a great many of them are in
the same fix. We have very little time for the study
of the literature of any country.”

¢ And perhaps very little inclination.”

“Well, you know, Miss Earle, there is some
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excuse for a busy man. Don’t y&u think there
182" (x

“1 don’t think there is very much. Who in
America is a busier man than ‘Mr. Gladstone? Yet

. he reads mearly everything, and is familiar with

almost any subject you can mention.”

‘“ Oh, Gladstone!- Well, he is a 'man of a million.
But you take the average New York man. He is
worried in business, and kept on the keen jump all
the year round. Then he has a vacation, say for a
couple of weeks or a m;)nth, in summer, and he goes
off into the woods with his fishing kit, or canoeing
outfit, or his amateur photographic set, or whatever
the tools of his particular fad may be. He goes to a
book-8tore and buys up a lot of paper-covered novels.
There is no use of buying an expensive book, because
he would spoil it before he gets back, and he would be
sure to leave it in some shanty. So he takes those
paper-covered abominations, and you will find torn
copies of them scattered all through the Adirondacks,
and down the St. Lawrence, and everywhere else that
tourists congregate. I always tell the book-store man
to give me the worst lot of trash he bas got, and he
does. Now, what is that book you have with you ? ”

“This is one of Mr. Howells’ novels. ;You will
admit, at least, that you have heard of Howells, I
suppose 2~
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“Heard of him ? Oh yes; I have read some of
Howells’ books. I am not as ignorant as you seem to
think.” ‘

“ What have you read of Mr. Howells’?”

“Well, I read ¢ The American,” I don’t remember
the others.” . :

‘““The American!’ That is by Henry James.”

- “Is it? Well, I knew that it was by either
Howells or James, I forgot which. They didn’t write
a book together, did they ?”

“Well, not that I know of. Why, the depth of
your ignorance about American literature is some-
thing. appalling. You talk of it so jauntily that you
evidently have no idea of it yourself.”

I wish you would take me in hand, Miss Earle.
Isn't there any sort of condensed version that a
person could get hold of? Couldn’t you give me a
synopsis of what is written, so that I might‘ post
myself up in literature without going to the trouble
of reading the books ?”

‘“ The trouble! Oh, if that is the way you speak,
then your case is hopeless! I suspected it for some
time, but now I am certain. The trouble! The
delight of reading a new movel by Howells is some-
thing that you evidently have not the remotest idea
of. Why, I don’t know what I would give to have
with me a novel of Howells’ that I had not read.”
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““ Goodness gracious! You don’t mean to say that
you have read everything he has written ?”

*“ Certainly I have, and I am reading one now that
is coming out in the magazine; and I don’t know
what I shall do if I am not able to get the magazine
when I go to Europe.”

¢ Oh, you can get them over there right enough,
and cheaper than you can in America. They publish
them over there.” )

“Do they ? Well, I am glad to hear it.”

“You see, there is something about American
literature that you are not acquainted with, the
publication of our magazines in England, for
instance. Ah, there is the breakfast gong. Well, we
will have to postpone our lesson in literature until
afterwards. Will you be up here after breakfast ?”

“Yes, I think so.”

““ Well, we will leave our chairs and rugs just where
they are. I will take your book down for you.
Books have the habit of disappearing if they are left
around on shipboard.”

After breakfast Mr. Morris went to the smoking-
room to enjoy his cigar, and there was challenged to
a game of cards. He played one game; but his
mind was evidently not on his amusement, so he
excused himself from any further dissipation in that
line, and walked out on deck. The promise of the ‘
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morning had been more than fulfilled in the day, and
the warm sunlight and mild air had brought on deck
many who had not been visible up to that time.
There was a long row of muffled-up figures on
steamer chairs, and the deck steward was kept busy
hurrying here and there attending to the wants of
the passengers. Nearly every one had a book, but
many of the books were turned face downwards on
the steamer rugs, while the owners either talked to
those next them, or gazed idly out at the blue ocean.
In the long and narrow open space between the chairs
and the bulwarks of the ship, the energetic pedes-
trians were walking up and down.

At this stage of the voyage most of the passengers
had found congenial companions, and nearly every-
body was acquainted with everybody else. Morris
walked along in front of the reclining passengers,
scanning each oné eagerly to find the person he

wanted, but she was not there. Remembering then

that the chairs had been on the other side of the
ship, he continued his walk around the wheel-house,
and there he saw Miss Earle, and sitting beside her
was the blonde young lady talking vivaciously, while
Miss Earle listened.

Morris hesitated for a moment, but before he could

turn back the young lady sprang to her feet, and
said—
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“ Oh, Mr. Morris, am I sitting in your chair ?”

““ What makes you think it is my chair ?”’ asked
that gentleman, not. in the most genial tone of voice. ’

“I thought so,” replied the young lady, with a
laugh, * because it was near Miss Earle.” :

Miss Earle did not look at all pleased at this
remark. She coloured slightly, and, taking the open
book from her lap, began to read.

“You are quite welcome  to the chair,” replied
Morris, and the moment the words were spoken he
{elt that somehow it was one of those things he would
rather have left unsaid, as far as Miss Earle was con-
cerned. ‘I beg that you will not disturb yourself,”

he continued ; and, raising his hat to the lady, he
continued his walk.

A chance acquaintance joined him, changing his
step to suit that of Morris, and talked with him on
the prospects of the next year being a good business
season in the United States. Morris answered rather
absent-mindedly, and it was nearly lunch-time before
he had an opportunity of going back to see whether
or not Miss Earle’s companion had left. When he
reached the spot where they had been sitting he
found things the very reverse of what he had hoped.
Miss Earle’s chair was vacant, but her companion
sat there, idly turning over the leaves of the book
that Miss Earle had been reading.
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“Won't you sit down, Mr. Morrk ?” said the
young woman, looking up at him with a winning smile.
‘“ Miss Earle has gone to dress for lunch. I should
do the same thing, but, alas! I am too indolent.”

Morris hesitated .for & moment, and then sat down
beside her. ,

“ Why do you act 80 perfectly horrid to me?”
asked the young lady, closing the book sharply.

“I was not aware that I acted horridly to any-
body,” answered Morris. -

““ You know well enough tha.t you have been trying
your very best to avoid me.’ .

“I think you are mistaken. I seldom try to avoid
any one, and I see no reason why I should try to
avoid you. Do you know of any reason ?”’

The young lady blushed and looked down at her
book, whose leaves she again began to turn.

““I thought,” she said at last, *that you might
have-some feeling agamst me, and I have no-doubt
- you judge me very harshly. You never did make
any allowances.” N

Morris gave a little laugh that was half a sneer.

““ Allowances 2’ he said.

““Yes, allowances. You know you always were
harsh with me, George, always.” And as she looked
up at him her blue eyes were filled with tears, and.
there was & quiver at the corner of her mouth.
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“What a splendid actress you would make,
Blanche,” said the young man, calling her by her
name for the first time.

She gave him a quick look as he did so.
‘“Actress!” she cried. ‘No one was ever less an
actress than.I am, and you know that.”

“ Oh, well, what's the use of us talking ? It's all
right. We made a little mistake, ‘that's all, and
people often make mistakes in this life, don't they,
Blanche ?

““ Yes,” sobbed that young lady, putting her dainty
gilk handkerchief to her eyes.

““ Now, for goodnmess’ sake,” said the young man,
‘““don’t do that. People will think I am scolding you,
and certainly there is no one in this world who has
less right to scold you than I have.”

“I thought,” murmured the young lady, from
behind her handkerchief, “ that we might at least be
friends. I didn’t think you could ever act so harshly:
towards me as you have done for the past fe
days.” : ) :

“Act?” cried the young man. “ Bless me, I
haven't acted one way or the other. I simply haven’t
had the pleasure of meeting you till the other evening,
or morning, which ever it was> I.have gaid nothing,
and done nothing. I don’t see how I could be
accused of acting, or of anything else.”
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“I think,” sobbed the young lady, ‘‘that you
might at least have spoken kindly to me.”

‘““Good gracious!” cried Morris, starting up,
‘“here comes Miss Earle. For heaven’s sake put
up that handkerchief.”

But Blanche merely sank her face lower in it,
while silent sobs shook her somewhat slender form.

Miss Earle stood for a moment amazed as she
looked at Morris’s flushed face, and at the bowed
head of the young lady beside him; then, without
& word, she turned and walked away.

“I wish to goodness,” said Morris, harshly,
“that if you are going to have a fit of crying you
would not have it on deck, and where people can
see you.” :

The young woman at once straightened up and
flashed a look at him in which there were no traces
of her former emotion.

““ People!” she said, scornfully. “‘Much you care

about people. It is because Miss Katherine Earle -
saw me that you are annoyed. You are afraid that -

it will interfere with your flirtation with her.”

¢ Flirtation ? ”

‘“Yes, flirtation. Surely it can’'t be anything more
serious ?” - ,

““ Why should it not be something more serious ?”
asked Morris, very coldly.
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The blue eyes opened wide in apparent astonish-
ment.

““ Would you marry her ?” she said, with telling
emphasis upon the word.

“ Why not ?” he answered. ‘‘Any man might be
proud to marry a lady like Miss Earle.”

“A lady! Much of a lady she is! Why, she is
one of your own shop-girls. You know it.”

¢ Shop-girls 2" cried Morris, in astonishment. -

““ Yes, shop-girls. You don’t mean to say that she
has concealed that fact from you, or that you didn’t
know it by seeing her in the store?”

“ A shop-girl in my ~store?” he murmured, be-
wildered. ‘I knew I had seen her somewhere.”

Blanche laughed a little irritating laugh.

“What a splendid item- it would make for the
society papers,” she said. ‘‘The junior partner
marries one of his own shop-girls, or, worse still, the
junior partner and one of his shop-girls leave New York
on the City of Buffalo, and are married in England.
I hope that the reporters will not get the particulars
of the affair.” Then, rising, she left the amazed
young-man to his thoughts.

George Morris saw nothing more of Miss Katherine
Earle that day.

1 wonder what that vixen has said to her,” he
thought, as he turned in for the night.
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. FIFTH DAY.
Ix the early morning of the fifth day out, George

- Morris paced the deck alone.

‘“ Shop-girl or not,” he had said to himself,  Miss
Katherine Earle is much more of a lady than the
other ever was.” But as he paced the deck, and as
Miss Earle did not appear, he began to wonder more
and more what had been said to her in the long talk
of yesterday forenoon. Meanwhile Miss Earle saf
in her own state-room thinking over the same subject.
Blanche had sweetly asked her for pe;mission to sit
down beside her.

‘1 know no ladies on board,” she said, “and I
think I have met you before.”

““Yes,” answered Miss Earle, “I think we have
met before.”

“ How good of you to have remembered me,” said
Blanche, kindly.

“1 think,” replied Miss Earle, ‘that it is more
remarkable that you should remember me than that"
I should remember you. Ladies very rarely notice
the shop-girls who waif upon them.” )

“You seemed so superior to your station,” said
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~

Blanche, ¢ that I could not help remembering you,
and could not help thinking what a pity it was you
had to be there.”

“I do not think that there is anything either
superior or inferior about the station. If is quite
as honourable, or dishonourable, which ever it may
be, a8 any other branch of business. I cannot
see, for instance, why my station, selling ribbons at
retail, should be any more dishonourable than the
station of the head of the firm, who merely does on
a very large scale what I was trying to do for him on
a very limited scale.”

“ Still,” said Blanche, with a yawn, ‘ people do
not all look upon it in exactly that light.”

““Hardly any two persons look on any one thing
in~4he same light. I hope you have enjoyed your
* voyage so far ? "

“I have not enjoyed it very much,” replied the
young lady with a sigh. ‘

“Iam sdrry to hear that. 1 presume your father
has been ill most of the way ? ”

“My father?” cried the other, looking at her
questioner.

““ Yes, I did not see him at the table since the first
day.” ~ _

*“ Oh, he has had to keep his room almost since
we left. He is a very poor sailor.”
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\ ¢ Then that must make your voyage rather

| unpleasant ?” -~
~ The blonde young lady made no reply, but, taking
A up the -book which Miss Earle was reading, said,
1. - “You don’t find Mr. Morris much of a rea,der,
: 51 | I presume? He used not to be.”
j “I know very little about Mr. Morris,” said Miss
f /: Earle, freezingly.
- “ Why, you knew him before you came on board, '
! . did you not?” questioned the other, raising her
? eyebrows.
(. “No, I did not.” . ) *»
‘A “You certainly know he is junior partner in the
E L establishment where you work ?
g “I know that, yes, but I had never spoken to

‘ him before I met him on board this steamer.”
N “Is that possible? Might I ask you if there
i is any probability of your becoming interested in
' Mr. Morris 2”
“Interested! What do you mean ?’
‘“Oh, you know well enough what I mean. We
girls do not need to be humbugs with each other,
: whatever we may be before the men. When a
” young woman meets a young man in the early
‘ morning, and has coffee with him, and when she
reads to him, and tries fo cultivate his literary
tastes, whatever they may be, she certainly shows

o ———.
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some interest in the young man, dont you think
‘802" :

Miss Earle looked for a moment mdxgnantly at
her questioner. “I do not recognise your right,”
she said, ¢ to ask me such a question.”

“No? Then let me tell you that I have every
right to ask it. I assure you that I have thought
over the matter deeply before I spoke. It seemed to
.me there was one chance in a thousand—only one
chance in a thousand, remember—that you were
acting honestly, and on that one chance I took the
liberty of speaking to you. _The right I have to ask
such a question is this—Mr. George Morris has been
engaged to me for several years.”

‘“Engaged to you?”

“Yes. If you don’t beheve it, ask Lim 2"

“ It is the very last question in the world I would
ask anybody.” ,

““Well, then, you will have to take my word for
it. I hope you are not yery shocked, Miss Earle,
to hear what I have had to tell you.”

“Shocked? Oh dear, no. Why should I be?
It is really a mat@er of no interest to me, I assure
you.”

“Well, I am very glad to hear you say’so. I did
not know but you might have become more interested
- in Mr. Morris than you would care to own. I think
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myself that he is quite a fascinating young gentle-
man; but-I thought it only just to you that you
should know exactly how matters stood.”

“I am sure I am very much obliged to you.”

This' much of the conversation Miss Earle had
thought over in her own room that morning. ¢ Did
it make a difference to her or not?” that was the
question she was asking herself. The infor‘mation
had certainly affected her opinion of Mr. Morns
and she smiled to herself rather lutterly as she
thought of his claiming to be so exceedingly truthful.
Miss Earle did not, however, go up on deck until the
breakfast gong had rung;

“Good morning,” said Morris, as he took his
place at the little table. ‘I was like the boy on
the burning deck this morning, when all but he
had fled. I was very much disappointed that you
did not come up, and have your usual cup of
coffee.”

“I am sorry to hear that,” said Miss Earle; ¢if
I had, known I was dlsappomtmg anybody I should
have been here.” )

“ Miss Katherine,” he said, ¢ you are a humbug
You knew very well that T wonld be dxsa.ppomted if
you did not come.’ '

The young lady looked up at him, and for a
moment she thought of telling him that her name
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was iss Earle, but for some reason she did not
8Os, <,

“I want you to promise now,” he continued,
“that to-morrow morning you will be on deck as
usual.”

‘“Has it become a usual thing, then?”

““Well, that's what I am trying to make it,” he
answered. ‘ Will you promise 2"

““Yes, I promise.”

““Very well, then, I look on that as settled. Now,
about to-day. What are you going to do with your-
sell after breakfast?”

““Oh, the,usual thing, I suppose. I shall sit in
my steamer chair and read an interesting book.”

¢ And what is the interesting book for to-day 2’

“It is a little volume by Henry ,James, entitled
‘The Siege of London.’”

“Why, I never knew that London had been
besieged. When did that happen ?”

“Well, I hé._ven’t got very far in the book yet,
but it seems to have happened quite recently,
within a year or two, I think. It is one of the
latest of Mr. James’s short stories. I have not read
it yet.”

‘“ Ah, then the siege is not historical ?” .

‘““Not historical further than Mr. James is the
historian.” ‘
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“ Now, Miss Earle, are you good at reading out
loud ?” ,

“No, I am not.” :

““Why, how decisively you say that. I couldn’t
answer like that, because I don’t know whether I am
or not. I have never {fried any of it. But if you
will allow me, I will read that book out to you. I
should like to have the good points indicated to me,
and also the defects.” \

““There are not likely to be many defects,” said
the young lady. *‘Mr. James is a very correct
writer. But I do not care either to read aloud or
have .a book read to me. Besides, we disturb the
conversation or the reading of any one else who
happens to sit near us. I prefer to enjoy a book by
- reading it myself.” )

« Ah, I see you are resolved.cruelly to shut me out
of all participation in your enjoyment.”

““ Obh, not at all. I shall be very happy to discuss
the book with you afterwards. You should read it
for yourself. Then, when you have done so, we
might have a talk on its merits or demerits, if you
think, after you have read it, that it has any.”

“ Any what ? merits or demerits ?”

‘“Well, any either.” ' -

““No; I will tell you a better plan than that. I
am not going to waste my time reading it.”
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““ Waste, indeed ! ” .

¢ Certainly waste. Not when I have a much better
plan of finding out what is in the book. I am going
to get you to tell me the story after you have read it.”

“Oh, indeed ; and suppose I refuse ?”

“Will you?”

“Well, I don’t know. I only said suppose.”

““ Then I shall spend the rest of the voyage trying
to persuade you.”

“I am not very easily persuaded, Mr. Morris.”

“I believe that,” said the young man. ‘I pre-
sume I may sit beside you while you are reading
your book 2’

““You certainly may, if you wish to. The deck is
not mine, only that portion of it, I suppose, which I
occupy with the steamer chair. I have no authority
over any of the rest.”

¢ Now, is that a refusal or an acceptance ?”’

¢ It is which ever you choose to think.”

“Well, if it is a refusal, it is probably softening
down the ¢ No,” but if it is an acceptance it is rather
an ungracious one, it seems to me.” —

“Well, then, I shall be frank with you. I am very
much interested in this book. I should a great deal
rather read it than talk to you:”

*“ Oh, thank you, Miss Earle. There can be no
possible doubt about your meaning now."”
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“Well, I am glad of that, Mr. Morris. I am
always pleased to think that I can speak in such
a way as not to be misunderstood.”

I don’t see any possible way of misunderstanding
that. I wish I did.”

“And then, after lunch,” said the young lady,
1 think I shall finish the book before that time;—
if you care to sit beside me or to walk the deck with

" me, I shall be very glad to tell you the story.”

“Now, that is perfectly delightful,” cried the
young man. ‘‘You throw a person down into the
depths, so that he will appreciate all the more bemg
brought up into the light again.” N

““Oh, not at all. I have no such dramatic ideas in
speaking frankly with you. I merely mean that this
forenoon I wish to have to myself, because I am
interested in my book. At the end of the forenoon I
shall probably be tired of my book and will prefer a
talk with you. I don't see why you should think it
odd that a person should say exactly what a person
‘means.” )

* And then I suppose in the evening you will be
tired of talking with me, and will want to take up
your book again.”

‘‘ Possibly.” :

‘““ And if you are, you won't hesitate a moment
about saying £0?"”




IN 2 STEAMER CHAIR. 71

¢ Certainly not.”

““Well, you are a decidedly frank yodng lady, Miss
Earle; and, after all, I don’t know but what I like that
sort of thing best. I think if all the world were
honest we would all have a better time of it here.”

‘“ Do you really think so?”

“Yes, I do.”

“You believe in honesty, then ?

““Why, certainly. Have you seen anything in my
conduct or bearing that would induce you to think
that I did not believe in honesty ? ”

“No, I can't say I have. Still, honesty is such a
rare quality that a person naturally is surprised
when one comes unexpectedly upon it.”

George Morris found the forenoon rather tedious
and lonesome. He sat in the smoking-room, and
once or twice he ventured near where Miss Earle sat
engrossed in her book, in the hope that the volume
might have been put aside for the time, and that he
would have some excuse for sitting down and talking
with her. Once as he passed she looked up with a
bright smile and nodded to him.

‘‘ Nearly through ? he asked dolefully.

“Of * Thé Siege of London’ ? " she asked.

““Yes.”

“Ob, I am\through that long ago, and have begun
another story.” '
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o Now,ugbat is not according to contract,” claimed
Morris. ““ The contract was that when you got
through with ¢ The Siege of London’ you were to let
me talk with you, and that you were to tell me the
story.”

“That was not my interpretation of it. Our
bargain, as I understood it, was that I was to have
this forenoon to myself, and that I was to use the
forenoon for reading. I believe my engagement with
you began in the afternoon.”

“I wish it did,"” said the young man, with a wistful
look.

““You wish what 2" she said, glancing up at him
sharply.

He blushed as he bent over towards her and
whispered, ‘‘ That our engagement, Miss Katherine,
began in the afternoon.”

The colour mounted rapidly into her cheeks, and
for a moment George Morris thought he had gone
too far. It seemed as' if a sharp reply was ready on
her lips ; but, as on another occasion, she checked it
and said notbing. Then she opened her book and’
began to read. He waited for a moment and said— °

‘“ Miss Earle, have I offended you ?”

‘“ Did you mean to give offence ? "’ she asked.

‘“No, certsinly, I did not.”

“ Then why should you think you had offended me 2’
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“

“Well, I don't know. I ——" he stammered.

Miss Earle looked at him with such clear, innocent,
and unwavering eyes that the young man felt that
he could neither apologise nor make an explanation.

“I'm afraid,” he said, “that I am encroaching on
your time.” -

“Yes, I think you are; that is, if you intend to
live up to your contract, and let me live up to mine.
You have no idea how much more interesting this
book is than you are.’

“Why, you are not a bit flattering, Miss Eqr]e,
are you? "

‘““No, I don't think I am. Do you try to be ?”

“I'm afraid that in my lifetime I have tried to be,
.but I assure you, Miss Earle, that I don't try to be
flattering, or try to be anything but what I really am
when I am in your company. To tell the truth, I
am too much afraid of you.”

Miss Earle smiled and went on with her reading, -
while Morris went once more back into the smoking-
room.

“ Now then,” said George Morris, when lunch was
over, ‘“ which is it to be? The luxurious languor of
the steamer chair or the energetic exercise of th?
deck ? Take your choice.”

““Well,” answered the young lady, ‘“as I have
been enjoying the luxurious languor all the forenoon,
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I prefer the. energetic exercise, if it is agreeable to
you, for a while, at least.”

‘It is very agreeable to me. I am all energy this
afternoon. In fact, now that you have consented to
allow me to talk with you, I feel as if I were imbued
-with'a new life.” T

“ Dear me,” said she, “and all becnuse of the
privilege of talking to me?”

<AL ;

“ How nice that is. " You are sure that it is mot
the effect of the sea air?

¢ Quite certain. I had the sea air this forenoon,
you know.”

W

‘“Oh, yes, I had forgotten that.”
““Well, which side of the deck then 2 "’

‘Ol which ever is the least popular side. I dislike
a crowd.”

‘I think, Miss Earle, that we will have this side
pretty‘ much to ourselves. The madd'ing crowd
seems to have a preference for the sunny part of the
ship. Now, then, for the siege of London. Who
besieged it 2" "

“A lady.”

““Did she succeed ?

¢“ She did.”

“Well, I am very glad to bear 1t mdeed What
‘was she besxegmg it for?™ -
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‘“ For social position, I presume.”

““Then, as we say out West, I suppose she had a
pretty hard row to hoe?”

““ Yes, she had.” ‘

“Well, I never can get at the story by cross-
questioning. Now, supposing that you tell it to
me.” '

“I think that you had better take the book and
read it. I am not a goed story-teller.”

“Why, I thought we Americans were considered
excellent story-tellers.”

“We Americans ?”

“Oh, I remember now, you do not lay claim to
being an American. You are English, I think you
said ?”

“I said nothing of the kind. I merely said I lay
no claims to being an American.” :

““Yes, that was it.”

““ Well, you will be pleased to knhow that this lady
in the siege of London was an American. You seem
so anxious to establish a person’s nationality that
I am glad to be able to tell you at the very first that
she was an American, and, what is more, seemed
to be & Western American.”

“Seemed ? Oh, there we get into uncertainties
again. If I like.to know whether persons are
Americans or not, it naturally follows that I am

%,
o
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anxious to know whether they were Western or Eastern
Americans. Aren't yoﬁ sure she was a Westerner ?”

“The story, unfortunately, leaves "that a little
vague, so if it displeases you I shall be glad to stop
the telling of it.” ’

““Oh no, don’t do that. I am quite satisfied to
take her as an American citizen; whether she is
East or West, or North or South, dces not make
the slightest difference to me. Please go on with
the story.”

““Well, the other characters, I am happy to be
able to say, are not at all indefinite in the matter
of nationality. One is an Englishman; he is even
more than that, be is an English nobleman. The
other is an Americﬁp. Then there is the English
nobleman’s mother, who, of course, is an English

~“woman; and the American’s sister, married to an
Englishman, and she, of course, is English-American.
Does that saiisfy you?”

¢ Perfectly. Go on.” /

“It seems that the besieger, the heroine of the
story if you may call her so, had a past.”

‘““ Has not everybody had a past?”

“Oh no. This past is known to the American
and is unknown to the English nobleman.” -

«Ah, I see; and the American is in love with her
in spite of hier past?”
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“Not in Mr. James's story.”

“Oh, I beg pardon. Well, go on; I shall not
interrupt again.”

“It is the English nobleman who is in love with
her in spite of his absence of kndwledge about her
past. The English nobleman’s mother is very much
against the match. She tries to get the American
to tell what the past of this woman is. The American
refuses to do so. In fact, in Paris he has half
promised the besieger not to say anything about her
past. She is besieging London, and she wishes the
American to remain neutral. But the nobleman’s
mother at last gets the American to promise that he
will tell her son what he knows of this woman’s past.
The American informs the woman what he has
pronsised the nobleman’s mother to do, and at this
moment the nobleman enters the room. The besieger
of London, feeling that her game is up, leaves them
together. The American says to the nobleman, who
stands rather stiffly before him, ‘If you wish to ask
me any questions regarding the lady who has gone
out I shall be happy to tell you.” Those are not the
words of the book, but they are in substance what
he said. The nobleman looked at him for 4 moment
with that hauteur which, we presume, belongs to
noblemen, and said quietly, ‘I wish to know nothing.’
Now, that strikes me as a very dramatic point in the
story.” '

X ,
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“But didn’t he wish to know anything of the

woman whom he was going to marry?”
.« 1 presume that, naiumlly, he did.”

““And yet he did not take the opportunity of
finding out when he had the chance?”

‘“No, he did not.” .

“ Well, what do you think of that?”

“What do I think of it? I think it’s a very
dramatic point in the story.”

“Yes, but what do you think of his wisdom in
refusing to find out what sort of a woman he was
going to marry? Was he a fool or was he a very
noble man?”

““Why, I thought I said at the first that he was
a nobleman, an Englishman.”

“Miss Katherine, you are dodging the question.
. I asked your opinion of that man’s wisdom. Was he

. wise, or was he a fool2”

-, “What do you think about it? Do you think he
* was a fool, or a wise man?”

““Well, I asked you for your opinion first. How- -

. ever, I have very little hesitation in saying, that a
- man who marries a woman of whom he knows
nothing, is a fool.”
¢ Oh, but he was well acquainted with this woman.
It was only her past that he knew nothing about.”
““Well, I think you must admit that a woman’s

¥
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past and a man’s past are very important parts of
their lives. Don’t you agree with me ?”

I agree with you so seldom that I should hesitate
to say I did on this occasion. But I have told the
story very badly. You will have to read it for
yourself to thoroughly appreciate the different
situations, and then/ we can discuss the matter
intelligently.” .

“You evidently think the man was very noble in
refusing to hear any thmg about the past of the lady
he was interested in.’

“I confess I do. He was noble, at least, in
refusing to let a third party tell him. If he wished

any information he should have asked the lady
himself.”

‘.

‘“Yes, but supposing she refused to answer him ?”
‘“Then, I think he should either have declined to
have anything more to do with her, or, if he kept
up his acquaintance, he should have taken her just
as she was, without any reference to her past.”

“I suppose you are right. Still, it is a very
serious thing for two people to marry without know-
ing something of each other’s lives.”

“I am tired of walking,” said Miss Earle, “I am
now going to seek comfort in the luxuriousness, as
you call it, of my steamer chair.”

“ And may I go with you?” asked the young man.




80 IN A STEAMER CHAIR.

“If you also are tired of walking.”

“You know,” he said, ‘‘ you promised the whole
afternoon. You took the forenoon with ¢ The Siege,’
and now I don’t wish to be cheated ouir;q_of my half
of the day.”

. “Very well, I am rather interested .ini another
story, and if you will take ‘The Siege of London,’
and read it, you'll find how much better the book
is than my telling of the story.”

George Morris had, of course, to content Limself
with this proposition, and they walked together to

the steamer chairs, ovéf which the gaily coloured

" rugs were spread.. ., v

¢ Shall I get your book for you ?” asked the young
man, as he plcked up the rugs.

“ Thank you,’ answered Miss Earle, with a laugh
‘““you’ have already done so,” for, as he shook out
the rugs, the two books, which were small handy

volumes, fell out on the deck.

" “Isgee you won’t accept my hint about not leaving
the books around. You will lose some precious
volume one of these days.”

“Ohb, I fold them in the rugs, nnd they are all
nght Now, here is your volume. Sit down there
and read it.”
~ ““That means also, ‘and keep quiet, I sup-
pose?”
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“I don't imagine you are versatile cnough to read
and talk at the same time. Are you?”

I should be very tempted to try it this afternoon.”

Miss Earle went on with her reading, and Morris
pretended to go on with his. He soon found, -
however, that he could not concentrate his attention
on the little volume in his band, and so quickly
abandoned the attempt, and spent his time in
meditation and in casting fartive glances at his fair
companion over the top of his book He thought .
the steamer chair a perfectly delightful invention.
It was an easy, comfortable, and adjustable apparatus,
that allowed a person to sit up or to recline at almost
any angle. He pushed his chair back a little, so
that he could watch the profile of Miss Katherine
Earle, and the dark tresses that formed a frame for
it, without risking the chance of having his espionage
discovered.

“ Aren’t you comfortable ? " asked the young lady,
as he shoved back his chair.

“1 am very, very comfortab}é," replied the young
man.’ -

“I am glad of that,”” she said, as she resumed her
reading. .

George Morris watched her turn leaf after leaf as
he reclined lazily in his chair, with half-closed eyes,
~ and said to himself, *“ Shop-girl or not, past or not,
G

:
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I'm going to prc;pose to that young lady the first
good opportunity I get. I wonder what she will
say? "

“How do you like it ?” cried the young lady he
was thinking of, with a suddenness that made Morris
jump in his chair. ]

“Like it? " he cried; * oh, I like it immensely.”

“How far kave you got ?” she continued.

. “How far? Oh, a great distance. 'Very much
further than I would have thought it possible when
I began this voyage.”

Miss Earle turned and looked at him with wide-
open eyes, as he made this strange reply.

‘““What are you speaking of ?” she said.

“Oh, of everything—of the book, of the voyage, of
the day."”

‘I was speaking of the book,” she replied quietly.
““ Are you sure you have not fallen asleep and been
drea.ming 2"

‘“Fallen asleep? No. Dreaming? Yes.”

“Well, I hope your dreams have been pleasant
ones.” T

“They have.”

Miss Earle, who seexixetl' to think it best not to
follow her investigations any_ further, turned once
more to her own book, and read it until it was time -
to dress for dinner. '

e
e

e
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When that important meal was over, Morris said
to Miss Earle: ¢ Do you know you still owe me part
of the day ?”

“I thought you said you had a very pleasant

» afternoon.” .

“So I had. Bo pleasant, you see, that I want to
have the pleasure prolonged. I want you to come
out and have a walk on the deck now in the starlight.
It is a lovely night, and, besides, you are now hall-
wé.y across the ocean, and yet I don’t think you
have been out once to see the phosphorescence. That
is ome-of the standard sights of an ocean voyage.
Will you come ?”

Although the words were commonplace enough,
there was a tremor in his voice which gave a meaning
to them that could not be misunderstood. Miss
Earle looked at him with serene composure, and yet
_v&ith a fouch of reproachfulness in her glance. ¢ He
talks, like this to me,” she said to hersclf, * while he
is engaged to another woman.” ‘ Yes,” she answered
aloud, with more firmness in her voice than might
have seemed necessary, I will be happy to walk on
the deck with you to see the phosphorescence.”

He helped to hinder her for a moment in adjusting
her wraps, and they went out in the starlit night
‘together.

“Now,” he said, “if we are fortunate enough to
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find the place behind tbe after-wheel house vacant
we can have a splendid view of the phosphor- '
escence.’ /

“Is it 8o mu,eﬁ in demand that the place is
generally crowded ? ” she asked.

I may tell you in confidence,” replied Mr. Morris,
‘““that this particular pertion of the boat is always
very popular. Soon as the evening shades prevail
the place is apt to be pre-empted by couples that are
very fond of — "

‘“ Phosphorescence,” interjected the young lady.

‘“Yes,” he said; with a smile that she could not see
in the darkness, ‘‘ of phosphorescence.”

1 should think,” said she, as they walked towards
the stern of the boat, ¢ that in scientific researches of
that sort, the more people who were there, the more
interesting the discussion would be, and the more
chance a person would have to improve his mind on
the subject of phosphorescence, or other matters
pertaining to the sea.’

““Yes,” replied Morris. ‘A person naturally
would think that, and yet, strange as it may appear,
if there ever was a time when two is company and
three is a crowd, it is when looking at the phos-
phorescence that follows the wake of an ocean
steamer.”

“Really ?” observed the young lady, archly.
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“You told me, I remember, that 3ou had crossed
the ocean several times.”

The young man laughed joyously at this bxt of
repartee, and his companion joined Lim with a laugh
that was low and musical. :

‘“ He seems very sure of his ground,” said she to
-herself. ¢ Well, we shall see.”

As they came to the end of the boat and passed
behind the temporary wheel-house which is erected
there, and which is filled with débris of various sorts,
blocks and tackle, and old steamer chairs, Morris
noticed that two others were there before them,
standing close together, with arms upon the bulwarks.
They were standing very close together, g6 close, in-
fact, that, in the darkness, it seemed as if but one
person was there. But as Morris stumbled over
some chaixfs,.the dark, united shadow resolved itself
quickly into two distinct separate shadows. A flag-
pole stood at the extreme end of the ship, inclining
backwards from the centre of the bulwarks, and
leaning over the troubled, luminous sea beneath ; the
two who had taken their position first were on one
side of the flag-pole, and Morris and Miss Earle on
the other. Their coming had evidently broken the
spell for the others. After waiting for a few moments,
the lady took the arm of the gentleman and walked
forward.
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“ Now,” said Morris, with a sigh, “ we have the
phosphorescence to ourselves:” )

“It is very, very strange,” remarked the lady in a
low voice. ‘It seems as if a person could see weird
shapqg_aiisdirgg—W

The young man said nothing fof, a few moments.
He cleared his throat several times as if to speak, but
still remained silent. "Miss Earle gazed down at the
. restless, luminous water. The throb, throb of the
great ship made the bulwarks on which their arms
rested tremble and quiver. »

Finally Morris seemed to muster up courage
enough to begin, and he said one word—

“ Katherine.” As he said this he placed his hand
on hers as it lay white before him in the darkness
upon the trembling bulwark. It seemed to him that
she made a motion to withdraw her hand, and then
allowed it to remain where it was. . ,

‘ Katherine,” he continued, in a voice that he
hardly recognised as his own, ‘“ we have known each-
other only a very short time comparatively; Dbut, as
I think I said to you once before, a day on shipboard
may be as long as a month on shore. Katherine, I
want to ask you a question, and yet I do not knew
—1I cannot find—I—I don’t know what-words to

”

use. ,
The young lady turned her face towards him, and

o
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he saw her clear-cut profile sharply outlined against
the glowing water as he looked down at her. Although Cor
the young man struggled against the emotion, which A

| —is usua.lly expenenced by any man in his position,
yet he felt reasonably sure of the answer to his ques-
tio. She had come with him out into the night.
She had allowed her hand to remain in his. He was,
therefore, stricken dumb with amazement when she

replied, in a soft and musiW
“You do not know wha say 2 What do you
_ usually gay on'such an occasion ? ” ) .

¢ Usually say ?” he gasped in dismay. ‘I do not
understand you. What do you mean?”

“‘4gn’t my meaning plain enough? Am I the first
young lady to whom you have not known exactly
what to say ?”

Mr. Morris straightened up, and folded his arms
across his breast; then, ridiculously enough, this
struck him as a heroic attitude, and altogether un-
suitable for an American, so he thrust his hands deep
in his coat pockets. .

¢ Miss Earle,” he said, ¢ I knew that you could be
cruel, but I did not think it possible that you could
be so cruel as this.”

. - - «Is the cruelty all on my side, Mr. Morris ? ”” she
answefed. Ha,vgé you been perfectly honest and
frank with me? You know you have not. Now, I

e

i
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shall be perfectly honest and frank with you. I like
you very much indeed. I have not the slighfest

hesitation in saying, this, because it is true, and I o

don’t care whether you know it, or whether anybody
else knows it or not.”

As she said this the hope which Morris had felt at
first, and which had been dashed so rudeély.to the
gfound, now returned, and he att¢mpted to put his-
arm about her and draw Hér to him ; but the young
_ lady quickly eluded his grasp, éfépping to the other
side of the flag-pole, and putting her hand upon it. «

¢ Mr. Morris,” she said, ““ there is no use of your
7 saying anything furtber. There is a barrier between
us ; you know it as well as I.- I would like us to be
friends as usual; but, if we are to be, you will have '
to remember th¢ “barrier, and keep to your own side
. of it.”
~ “I know of no barrier,” cried Morris, vehemently,
attempting to come over to her side.

¢ There is the barrier,” she said, placing her hand
on the flag-pole. ‘‘My place is on this side of that
barrier; your place is on the other. If you come on
this side of that flag-pole, I shall leave you. If you
remain on your own side, I shall be very glad to talk
with you.” - ‘

Morris sullenly took his place on the other side of
the flag-pole.
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‘““Has there been anything in my actions,” said
the young dady, *during the time we have been
acquainted that would lead you to expect a different
answer?” -

““Yes. -You have treated me outrageously at times,
and that gave me some hope.”

_ Miss Earle laughed her low, musical laugh at this
remark.

‘“ Oh, you may Iaugh ** said Morris, savage]y, “but
it is no laughing matter to me, I assure you.”
“Oh, it will be, Mr. Morris, when you come to
t%?k of this episode after you get on shore. It will

m 1o you very, very funny indeed ; and when you
) spea,k to the next young lady on the same subject,
perhaps you will think of how outrageously I have
treated your remarks to-night, and be glad that there
are 8o few young women in the world who would act
as I have done.”” :

““ Where did you get the notion,” inquired George
Morris, “ that I am in the habit of proposing to young
ladies? It is a most ridiculous idea. I have been

_engaged once, F confess it. I made a mistake, and I
am sorry for it. There is surely nothing criminal in
that.”

¢¢ It depends.”

¢ Depends on what ? ”

“If depencfs on how the other party fgels about it.
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It takes two to make an engagement and it should
take two to break it.” A
“Well, it didn’t in my case,’ saxd the young man.
“So I understand,” replied Miss Earle. *Mr.
Morris, I wish you a very good evening.” And before
he could say a word she had disappeared in the dark-

ness, leaving him to ponﬁer bitterly over the events
of the evening.

/

N
SIXTH DAY.

Ix the vague hope of meeting Miss Earle, Morris Tose
early, and for a while paced the deck alone; but she .
did not appea: Neither did he have the pleasure of
her company at breakfast. The moreAHe Young
man thought of their interview of the previous gven-
ing, the more puzzled he was. /

Miss Earle had frankly confessed that she tHought
a grea.t.'dea.l of him, and yet she had treated him
with an unfeelingness which left him sore and bitter.
She might have refused him; that was her right, of
course. But she need not have done it so sarcastic-
ally. He walked the deck after breakfast, but saw
'nothing of Miss Earle. As he paced up and down,

he met the very person of all others whom he did not
wish to meet.
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“Good merning, Mr. Morris,” she said lightly,
holding out her hand. )

{ Good morning,” he ans'wered,‘ taking it without
much warmth. " \

“You are walking the deck alt4long, I sce. May
I accompany you? ” -

¢ Certainly,” said the young -man, and with that
she put her hand on his arm and. they walked
together the first two rounds without saying anything’
to each other. Then she looked up at him, with a
bright smile, and said, ¢ So she refused you ?”’

‘““How do you know ?”” answered' the young man,
reddenu§»and turning a qulck look at her.

“ Howsflo I know ? ” laughed the other. “How
should I know ?”

For a moment it flashed across his mind that Miss
Katherine Earle had spoken of their interview of last
night ; but & moment later he dismissed the suspicion
as unworthy. )

“How do you know ?” he repeated.

“ Because I was told so on very good authority.”

I don’t believe it.”

‘“ Ha, ha ! now you are very rude. It is very rude’
to say to a lady that she doesn’t speak the truth.”

“ Well, rude or not, you are not speaking the truth.
Nobody told you such a thing.”

“ My dear George, how impolite you are. What a
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perfect bear you have grown to be. Do you want to
know who told me?” h

“I don’t care to know anything about it.”

““ Well, nevertheless, I shall tell you. * Fou told
me.” "

“I did? Nonsense, I never said anything about
“Yes, you did. Your walk showed it. The dejected
look showed it, and when I spoke $6 you, your actions,
your tone, and your words told it to me plainer than

. if you had said, ¢ I proposed to Miss Earle last night

and I was rejected.” You poor, dear innocent, if you
don’t brighten up you will tell it to the whole ship.”

“‘I am sure, Blanche, that I am very much obliged
to you for the interest you take in me. Very mucli'
obliged, indeed.” o

“Oh no, you are not; and now, don’t try to be
sdrcastic, it really doesn’t suit your manner at all. I
was very anxious to know how your little flirtation
had turned out. I really was. You know I have an
interest in you, George, and always.will have, and 1
wouldn’t like that spiteful little black-haired minx to
have got you, and I am very glad she refused you,
although why she did so I cannot for the life of me
imagine.”’ . o~

¢ It must be hard for you to comprehend why she
refused me, now that I am a partner in the firm.”
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Blanche looked -down upon the deck, and did not
answer. -

- «T agg glad,” she said finally, looking up brightly
at him with her innocent blue eyes, “that you did

" not put.off your pﬁ)posa.l until to fyght We expect
to be at Queenstown to-night.some time, and we
leave. there and go on through by the Lakes of
‘Killarney. So, you see, if -you hadn’t proposed last
night I should have known nothing at all about how
the atter turned out, and I should have dxed of
curiosity and anxiety to know.”

“Oh, I would have written to you, said Morris.
‘“Leave me your address now, and I'll write and let
you know. how it turns out.” &

““ Oh,” she cried- quickly, “then it isn't ended yet ?2 .
I didn’t think you were a man WhO would need to be
refused twice or thrice.”

¢ I should be glad to be refused by Miss Earle ﬁve
hundred times.” “

“ Indeed ? ' '

““ Yes, five hundred times, if on the five hundredrth
and first time she accepted.” °

¢Is it really so serious as that ? ”

It is just exactly that serious.”

“Then your talk to me after all- was only
pretence 2

“ No, only a mistake.”
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“ What an escape I have had !”

“ You have, indeed.” ) .

. ““Ah, here comes \hss Earle. Really, for a lady
who has rejected a gentleman, she does not look as .
supremely happy as she might. I must go and have

a talk with her.” A

_ “Look here, Blanche,” cried the young man,
angrily, ““if you say a word to her about what we
‘have been speaking of, I'll—— "

“What will }ou do? 7 said the §oun« lady,’
sweetly. ’

Morris stood looking at her He didn’t himself
know what he would do ; and Blanche, bowing to him, -
walked along the deck, and sat down in the steamer
chajr beside Miss Earle, who gave her a very scant
recognition. -~
.. “Now, you needn't be so cool'snd dignified,” said

the lady. ‘“George and I have been talking over the
matter, and I told him he wasn’t to feel discouraged
at a first refusal, if he is resolved to have a shop-girl -
for his wife.” A

~*What! Mr. Morris and you have been discussing
"me, have you?” )
7 .¢<Ig there anything forbidden in that, Miss Earle ?
You must remember that George and I are very, very
old friends, old and dear friends. Did you refuse him
- on my account ? I know you like him:” ’

L3
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¢ Like him ? ” said Miss Earle, with a fierce light
in her eyes, as she looked at her tormentor. * Yes, I
like him, and I'll tell you more than that ;” she bent
over and added in an intense whisper, ‘I love him,
and if you say another word to me about him, or if
you dare to discuss me with him, I shall go up to

him where ke stands no¥ and accept him. I shall

gay to him, ‘ George Morris, I one you.! Now, if
you doubt I shall do that, just continue in :your
present style of conversation.”

Blanche leaned back in the steamer chair and
turned a trifle pale. Then she laughed, that irritating
little laugh of hers,” and said, “Really I'did- not

think it had goﬁe so far as that. I'll bid you good
morning.” :

The moment the chair was vacated, George Morris
strolled up and sat down on it. ‘

“ What. has that vixen been saying to you?’ he
asked. ‘

““That vizen,” said Miss Earle, quietly, ‘ has been
telling me that you and she were discussing me

. . . 3 //K\‘/-
- this morning, and discussing the conversation that

ook place last night.” (
“It is a lie,” said Moms
“ What is ? What I say, or what she sa.ld or what

-

she says you said ?”

“ That we were discussing you, or dlscussmg our

z
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conversation, is not true. Forgive me for using the
coarser word. This'was how it was; she came up
to me: 7 ' B '

My dear Mr. Morris, don’t say a word. I know
_well enough that you ‘would not discuss the matter «
with anybody. I, perhaps, may gé so far as to say,
least of all with her. Still, Mr. Morris, you must
remember this, that even if you do not like her
now——" .

“Like her 2" cried Morris ; 1 hate her.”

““As I was going to say, and it is very hard for me
to say it, Mr. Morris, you have a duty towards her as
you—we all have our duties to perform,” said Miss
Earle, with a broken voice. ““You must do yours, -
and I must d> mine. It may be hard, but it is
settled. I cannot talk this morning. Excuse me.”
And she rose and left him sitting there.

“Vhat in the world does the girl mean? I am
glad that witch gets off at Queenstown. ;{?ieve it
1s she who has mixed everything up. I wi
what she has been saying.” -

Miss Earle kept very closely to her room that day,
and in the evening, as they approached the Fastnet ,‘
Light, George Morris was not able to find her to tell
her of the fact that they had sighted land. He took
the liberty, however, of scribbling a little note to her,
which the stewardess promised to deliver. He waited

I knew
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around the fodt of thecompanion-way for an answer.
The answer came in the person of \hss Katherme
herself. \ | . N
If refusing a man was any satisfaction, it seemed
Miss Katherine Earle had obtained very little
gratification from it. She leoked weary and sad as
she./took the young man’$ arm, and her smile as
she looked up at him had something very pathetic
in it, as if a word might bring the tears. They sat
in the chairs and watched the Irish coast. Morris
pointed out objects here and there, and told her what
they were. At last, when they went down_to supper
together, he said—
;. “We will be at Queenstown some time to-night.
* It will be quite a curious sight in. the moonlight.
Wouldn't you like to stay up and see it 2"

‘41 think I would,” she answered. ‘1 take so few
ocean voyages that I wish to get all the nautical
experiences possible.”

The young man looked at her shamply, then he
said—

“VWell, the sto at Queenstown is one of the
experiences. May I send the steward to rap at your
door when the engine stops? "

“Oh, I shall stay up in the saloon until that
time 2 . .

It inay be a little late. It may be as late as

. H
r




LY

™.

48 IN A STEAMER CHAIR.

one or two o’clock in the morning. We can’t tell.
I should think the best thing for you to do would
be to take a rest until the time comes. I think,
Miss Earle, you need it.”

It was a little after twelve o’clock when the engine
stopped. The saloon was dimly lighted, and porters
were hurrying to and fro, getting up the baggage
which belonged to those who were going to get off
at Queenstown. The night was very still, and rather
cold. The lights of Queenstown could be seen here
and there along the semi-circular range of hills on
which the town stood. Passengers who were to land
. stood around the deck well mufled up, and others
who had come to bid them good-bye were talking
sleepily with them. Morris was about to send the
steward to Miss Earle’s room, when that young lady
herself appeared. There was something spiritlike
about her, wrapped in her long cloak, as she walked
through the half-darkness to meet George Morris.

" 1 was just going to send for you,” he said.

“I did not sleep any,” was the answer, ‘“and the
moment the engine stopped I knew we were there.
Shall we go on deck?”-

-“Yes,” he said, “ but come away from the crowd,”
and with that he led her towards the stern of the
boat. For a moment Miss Earle seemed to hold
back, but finally she walked along by his side firmly
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to where they had stood the night before. With
seeming intention Morris tried to take his place
beside her, but Miss Earle, quietly folding her cloak
around her, stood on the opposite side of the flag-
pole, and, as if there should be no forgetfulness on
bis part, she reached up her hand and laid it against
the staff.

““She evidently meant what she said,”™ thought
Morris to lnmself with a sigh, as he ‘watched the
low, dxm outlines of the hills around Queenstown
Harbour, and the tmnkhng lights here and there.

¢ That is the tender coming now,” he said, pointing
to the red and green lights of the approaching boat.
‘“How small it looks beside our monster steamship.”

Miss Earle shivered.

I pity the poor folks who have to get up at this
hour of the night and -go ashore. I shoula‘a great
deal rather go back to my state-room.’

““Well, there is one passenger I am not sorf-}y for,”
said Morris, ‘“and that is the young woman who has,
I am afraid, been saying something to you which
has made you deal more harshly with me than per-
haps you might ofherwise have done. I wish you
would tell me what she said ?” ’

‘“ S8he has said mnothing,” murmured Miss Earle,
with a sigh, ¢ but what you yourself have confirmed.
I do not pay much attention to what she says.”

Y e
o
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“Well, you don’t pay much attention to what I
say either,” he replied. ‘ However, as I say, there
is one person I am not sorry for; I even wish it were
i raining. Iam very revengeful, you see.”

E1 “I do not know that I am very sorry for her
myself,” replied Miss Earle, frankly; ‘“but I am
! sorry for her poor old father, jvho hasn't appeared -
in the saloon a single day except the first. He has
X ’ been sick the entire voyage.” '

J 3 “Her father?” cried Morris, with a rising inflection T
_in his voice.

¥ . “ Certainly.”

j ““ Why, bless my soul! Her father has been dead
. for ages and ages.”

““Then who is the old man she is with ?”

“QOld man! It would do me good to have her
g hear you call him the old man. Why, that is her

i S husband.” . o ’

“ Her husband!” echoed Miss Earlé, with wide
open eyes.: ‘I thought he was her father.” !
; “ Oh, not at all. It is true, as you know, that I b
‘ was engaged to the young lady, and I presume if
i I had become a partner in our firm sooner we would -
have been married. But that was a longer time
coming than suited my young lady’s convenience,
and so she threw me over with as little ceremonj
as you would toss a penny to a beggar, and she

- L»:',:/'"
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married this old man for his wealth, I presume. I
don’t see exactly why she should take a fancy to
him otherwise. I felt very cut up about it, of course,
and I thought if I took this voyage I would at least
be rid for a while of the thought of her. They are
now on their wedding trip. That is the reason your
steamer chair was broken, Miss Earle. Here I
came” on board an ocean steamer to get rid of the
sight. or thought of a certain woman, and to find that
I was penned up with that woman, ‘even if her aged
husband was with her, for eight or nine days, was
too much for me. So I raced up the deck and tried
to get ashore. I didn’t succeed in that, but I did
succeed in breaking your chair.”

Miss Earle was evidently very much astonished
at this revelation, but she said nothing. After
waiting in vain for her to speak, Morris gazed off
at the dim shore. When he looked around he noticed
that Miss Earle was standing on his side of the flag-
staff. There was no longer a barrier between them.

-~

SEVENTH DAY. -

Ir George Morris were asked to say which day of all
his life had been the most thoroughly enjoyable, he
would probably have answered that the seventh of his
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voyage from New York to Liverpool.was the red-letter
day of his life. The sea was as calm as it was possible

for a sea to be. The sun shone bright and warm.
~ Towards the latter part of the day they saw.the
mountains of Wales, which, from the steamer’s deck,
seemed but a low range of hills. It did not detract
from Morris’s enjoyment to know that Mrs. Blanche
" was now on tﬁq troubleless island of Ireland, and
that he was sailing over this summer sea with the
lady who, the night before, had promised to be his
wife. ey

During the day Morris and Katherine sat together
on the sunny side of the ship looking at the Welsh
coast. Their books lay unread on the rug, and there
_were long periods of silences between them.

“I don’t believe,” said Morris, ‘that anything
could be more perfectly delightful than this. I wish
the shaft would break.”

«T hope it won’t,” answered the young lady; *the
chances are you would be as cross as a bear before
two days had gone past, and would want to go off in
a small boat.” ' '

«Oh, I should be quite willing to go off in a small
boat if you would come with me. I would do that
now.” o _

I am very comfortable where I am,” answered Miss
Katherine. ‘I know when to let well enough alone.”
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“ And I don’t, I suppose you mean?”

“Well, if you wanted to change this perfectly
delightful day for any other day, or this perfectly
luxurious and comfortable mode of travel for any
other method, I should suspect yoh of not letting well
enough alone.”

“I have to admit,” said George, “ that I am com-
pletely and serenely happy. The only thing that
bothers me is that to-night we shall be in Liverpool.
I wish this hazy and dreamy weather could last for
ever, and I am sure I could stand two extra days of
it going just as we are mow.. I think with regret .
of how much of this voyage we have wasted.”

& Oh, you think it was wasted, do you 2

“Well, wasted as compared with this sort of life.
This ééeg}gs to me like a rest.after a long chase.”

*Up the deck ?” asked the young lady, smiling at’
him. M

“Now,. see here,” said Morris, ‘‘ we may as well
understand this first as last, that unfortunate up-the-
deck chase has to be left out of our future life. Iam
not going to be twitted about that race every time a
certain young lady takes a notion to have a sort of
joke upon me.”

“That was no joke, George. It was the most
gerious‘race you ever ran in your life. You were
running away from one woman, and, poor blind
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young man, you ran right in the arms of another.
The danger you have run into is ever so much greater
than the one you were running away from.”

““ Oh, I realise that,” said the young man, lightly ;
“ that's what makes me so solemn to-day, you know.”
His hand stole under the steamer rugs and 1m-
prisoned her own. -

“I am afraid people will notice that,” she said
quietly.

“Well, let them ; I don’t care. I don’t know any-
body on board this ship, anyhow, except you, and if
you realised how very little I care for their opinions
you would not try to withdraw your hand.”

-« 1 am not trying very hard,” answered the young
woman ; and then there was another long silence.
Finally she continued— i

“I am going to take the steamer chair and do it
up in ribbons when I get ashore.”

“I am afraid it will not be a very substantial’
<hair, no matter what you do with it. It will be a
trap for those who sit in it.”

*“ Are you speakmo' of your own expenence 2"

““ No, of yours.” -

““ George,” she said, after a long pa.use, “dld you
like her very much ? ” :

“Her?” exclaimed the . young man, surprised.-
“Who?”
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“ Why, the young lady you ran away fro& You
know very well whom I mean.” R
“Like her? Why, I hate her.” _ v

‘“Yes, perhaps you do now. But I am askmg of
former years. How long were you engaged to her?”

“Engaged ? Let me see, I have been engaged
just about—well, not twenty-four hours yet. I was

" never engaged before. I thought I was, but I wasn't
really.”

Miss Earle shook her head. ¢ You must have
liked her very much,” she said, ‘‘ or you never would
have proposed marriage to her. You would never
have been engaged to her. You never would have
felt so badly when she——"

“Oh, say it out,” said George, ‘jilted me, that is

“ the word.” -

‘“No, that is not the phrase I wanted to use. She
didn’t really jilt you, you know. It was because you
didn’t have, or thought you didn’t have, money
enough. She would like to be married to you to-day.”

,George shuddered. I

I wish,” he said, ‘“that you wouldn’t mar a
perfect day by a horrible suggestion.”

‘“The suvgestlon would not have been 'so horrible

a month ago.” . - : TN
_ “My dear girl,” said Morris, rousing him ;0

“it’s a subject that I do not care much to talk about,

~
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but all young men, or reasonably young men, make
mistakes in their lives. That was my mistake. My
great luck was that it was discovered in time. As
. & general thing, affairs in this world are admirably
planned but it does seem to me a great mistake that
young people have to choose companions for life at
an age when they really Maven’t the judgment to
choose a house and lot. Now, confess yourself, I
am not your first lover, am 12" . 7
~ Miss Earle looked at him for a moment before
replymv

5 “You remember,” she said, “that once you spoke
of not having to -incriminate yourself. You refused /
to answer a question I asked.you on »that\fgrbund.
Now, I think this is a case in which I would be quite _
justified in refusing to answer. If I told you that

_you were my first lover, you would perhaps be man-
li¥e enough to think that after all you had only taken

what nobody else had expressed a dgesire for. A man
does not seem to value anything unless some one else
is struggling for it.”

“Why, what sage and valuible ideas you have
- .about men, haven t you, my dear?”

“Well, you can’t deny but what thexe is truth in
them.”

““I not only can, but I do. - On behalf of my fellow
men, and on behalf of myself, I deny it.”

>
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' “Then: on the other hand,” she continued, ““if I
confessed to you that I did have half a score or half
a dozen of lovers, you would perhaps think I had
been jilting somébody or had been jilted. So you
see, taking it all in, and thinking the matter over,
I shall refuse to answer your question.”

“ Then you will not confess ?

“Yes, I shall confess. I have been Wa.ntmfr to
confess to you for some httle time, and have felt
guilty because I did not do so.’

“I am prepared to rechve the: confession,” replied
the young man, lazily, ““and to grant absolution.”

_“Well, you talk a great deal about America and
about Americans, and talk as if you were proud of
the country, and of its ways, and of its people.”

“Why, I am,” answered the young man.

“Very well, then; according to your creed-one
person is just as good as another.”

“QOh, I don’t say that, I don’t hold that for a
moment.. I dont think I am as good as you, for
Amstance

““ But what I mean is this, that one’s occupation
does not necessarily give one a lower station than
another. If that is not your belief then you are not
a true American, that is all.”

“Well, yes, that is my behef I will adxmt\Lw-,
believe all that. What of it ? " -
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““What of it? There is this of it. You are the

junior partner of a large establishment in New -

York ?”

¢ Nothing criminal in that is there 2 ”

“Oh, I don't put it as an accusation, I ®m merely
stating the fact. You admit the fact, of co rse ? '

““Yes. The fact is admitted, and marked ¥ Exhibit
A, and placed in évidence. Now, what next ?”

4In the same establishment there was a young:

womin who sold ribbons to all comers ?

s, I admit that also, and the young lady’s name
iss Katherine.Earle.”

‘¢Oh, you knew it, then? ”

'~ Why, certainly I did.”

¥“You knew it before you proposed to me.’

i -Oh, I seem to have known that fact for years and
years.._ﬁ

‘ She told it to you.”

““She? What she?”.

“You know very well who I mean, George. She
told it to you, didn’t she ?” ,\

“Why, don't you think I remembered “you—re-
wembered seeing you there ?”

“I know very well you did not. You may have
seen me thére, but you did not remember me. The
moment I spoke to you on the deck that day in the
.broken chair, I saw at once you did not remember

o asnbiem &
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me; and there is very little use of your trying to
pretend you thought of it afterwards. She told it
to you, didn’t she 27~

‘““Now, look here, Katherine, it isn’t I who am
making a confession, it is you. It is not customary
for a penitent to cross-examine the father confessor
in that style.”

““It does not make any difference whether you con-
fess or not, George ; I shall always know she told you
that. After all, I wish she had left it for me to tell.
I believe I dislike that woman very much.”

‘“ Shake hands, Kute, over that. So do I. Now,
my dear, tell me what she told you.”

““ Then she did tell you that, did she ?™ i

“Why, if you are so sure of it without my
admitting it, why do you ask again 2"’

“I suppose because#l wanted to make doubly
sure.” )

“ Well, then, assurance is doubly sure. I admit
she did.” o

¢ And you listened to her, George 2’ said Katherine,
reproachfully.

“Listened ? Why, of course I did. I couldn't
help myself. She said it before I knew what she
was going to say. She didn’t give me the chance
that your man had in that story you were speaking
of I said something that irritated heiand she out

i
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with it at ongepas if it had been a crime on your
part. I did not/look on it in that light, nndddon‘g
now. Anyhow, you are not going back to the ribbon*"
counter.” ] -

“No,” answered the young lady, with a sigh,
looking dreamily out into the bazy distance. " No,
" I am not.” ,.

‘““ At least, not that side of the counter,/" said
George. '

She looked at him for a moment, as if she did not
understand him ; then she laughed lightly.

“Now,” said Morris, ‘I havé done most of the
confession on this confession of yours. Supposing
I make a confession, and ask you tfo tell me what
she told you.”

““Well, she told me that you were a very fascinating
young man,” answered Katherine, with a sigh.

“Really. And did after-acquaintance corroborate
that statement ?

- “I never had occasion to tell her she was mis-
taken.” B

“What else did she say? Dxdnt mention any-
thing about my prospects or financial standing in
any way?” '

“No; we did not touch on that sub_]ect ”

‘“ Come, now, you cannot evade the question. What
else did she say to you about me ?”
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“I don’t know that it is quite right to teli you,
but I suppose I may. She said that you were en-
gaged to her.”

‘“ Had been.”

““No, were.” ) . ,

“Ob, that's it. She did rot tell you she was on
‘ he&;wedding tour 2” '

‘¢ No, she did not.”

‘““And didn’t you speak to her about her father
being on board ? ”

Katherine laughed her low, enjoyable laugh. :

““Yes,” she said, “I did, and I did not think till

’

this moment cof how flustered she looked. Eut she™

recovered her lost ground with a great deal of
dexterity.”

“ By George, I should lee to have heard thut' I
am avenged!”

““Well, 50 is she,” was the answer.

‘ How is that ?”

““You are engaged to me, are you not >

Before George could make any suitable reply to
this bit of humbug, one of the officers of the ship
stopped before themm.

“Well,” he said, “I am afraid we shall not see
Liverpool to-night.”

“Really. Why ?"" asked George.

“This haze is settling down into a fog It will
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be as thick as pea-soup before an hour. I expect
there will be a good deal of grumbling a.mdhg the
passengers.” N

As he walked on, George said to Katherine,
“There are two passengers who won’t grumble any,
will they, my.dear?”
; 1 know one who won'’t,” she answered.
1 The fog grew thicker and thicker ; the vessel slowed
] down, and finally stopped, sounding every now and '
then its mournful, timber-shaking whistle. :
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" EIGHTH DAY.

Ox the afternoon of- the eighth day George Morris s
and Katherine Earle stood together on the deck of }
the tender, looking back at the huge steamship which
they had just left. - R
“When we return,” he said, “I think we shall
choose this ship.” ) ;
““ Return ?” she answered, looking at him. /\ 1

““ Why, certainly; we are going back;‘a.re we not?” 4,
“ Dear me,” she replied, /“\I'Fa&/noz\thnngh‘f/o; ,
that. You see, when I left America I did not intend :

to go back.” _ .
2 “Did you not? I thought you were only over

: X here for the trip.”
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““Oh no. I told you I came on business, not on
pleasure.”

“ And did you intend to stay over here 2”

¢ Certainly.”

“ Why, that’s strange ; I never thought of that.”

It is strange, too,” said Katherine,  that I never
thought of going back.” )

¢ And—and,” said the young man, ‘won’t you
go?”

She pressed his arm, and stood motionless.

“¢Where thou goest, I will go. Thy people shall
be my people.” ”

“ That’s a quotation, I suppose 2" said George.

1% is,” answered Katherine.

“ Wéll, you see, as I told you, I am not very well
read up on the books of the day.”

‘I don’t know whether you would call that one of
the'books of the day or not,” said Katherine; “t is
from the Bible.”

‘“Oh,” answered the other. ‘I believe, Kate, you
will spend the rest of your life laughing at me.”

~___“Oh no,” said the young lady, ‘I always thought

tted for missionary life. Now, look what a

chance I have.”
“You have taken a big contract, I admit.”
They had very little trouble with their luggage.
It is true that the English officials looked rather
I

-
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sea.rchinglsr in Katherine’s trunk for dynamite, but,

i their fears being allayed in that direction, the trunks
N were soon chalked and on the back of a stout porter,
(r who transferred them to the top of a cab.-

;"‘- “I tell you what it is,” said George, ‘it takes an
¥ American Custom-house official to make the average

R American feel ashamed of his country.”

“Why, I did not think there was anything over -
i & there that could make you feel ashamed of your
1, country. You are such a thorough-going American.”

““ Well, the Customs officials in New York have a 4
knack of making a person feel that he belongs to no -
place on earth.” !

They drove to the big Liverpool hotel which is
R usually frequented by Amerlcaq%who land in that
: } city, and George spent the afterncon in attending
‘ to business in Liverpool, which he said he did not
expect to have to look after when he left/ America, .
but which he desired very much to get sqme infor-
mation about. :

' Katherine mnocent]y asked if she could be of any ,
i 8 ssistance to him, and he replied that she might later- !
on, but not at the present s&é.te of proceedings. L

In the evening they went to.a theatre together,

and took a long route back to the hotel.
4  “Itisn’t & very pretty city,” said Miss Earle.
) ““Oh, I think you are mistaken,” replieq her

A b ——
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lover. “To me it is the most beautiful city in the
world.” ’

“Do you really mean that 2” she said, looking at
bim with surprise.

“Yes, I do. It is the first city through which
I have walked with the lady who is to be my
wife.” :

““Oh, indeed,” remarked the lady who was to be
his wife, ‘“and have you never walked with—— "’

““Now, see here,” said Morris, “that subject is
barred out. Weleft all those allusions on the steamer.
I say I am walking now with the lady who is to be
my wife. I think that statement of the case is
perfectly correct, is it not ?

“I believe it is rather more accurate than the
average statement of the average American.”

““Now, Katherine,” he said, ‘““do you know what
information I have been looking up since I have
been in Liverpool 2’

““I haven't the slightest idea,” she said.
‘“ Property ?

¢ No, not property.”

‘¢ Looking after your baggage, probably 2

“Well, I think you have got it this time. I uas
looking after my baggage. I was trying to find out
how and when we could get married.”

“Oht!”
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“Yeé, oh! Does that shock you? I find they
have s‘oﬁa\ idiotic arrangement by which a person

has to Iixe here three months before he can be

*',L‘ married, although I was given some hope that, by
"" paying for it, a person could get a special licence.
A If that is the case, I am going to have a special
. licence to-morrow.” ‘

b 3 “Indeed ? "

i ' ‘“Yes, indeed. Then we can be married at the
¥ hotel.”

¢ And don’t you think, George, that I might have
something to say about that?” '

“Oh, certainly! .I intended to talk with you
about it. Of course I am talking with you now on
: that subject. You admitted.the possibility of our
| getting married. I believe I had better get you to
8 put it down in writing, or have you say it before

.- witnesses, or something of that sort.”
& “ ““Well, I shouldn’t like to be married in & hotel.”
; “In a church, then? I suppose- I can make
. arrangements that will include a church. A parson
! will marry us. That parson, if he is the right sort,
will have a church. It stands to reason, therefore, .
X that if we give him the contract he will give us the
: - use of his church, quid pro quo, you know.”
. “Don’t talk flippantly, please. I think it better
' to wait until to-morrow, George, before you do any-
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thing rash. I want o see something of the country.
I want us to take a little journey together to-morrow,
and then, out in the country, not in this grimy, sooty
clty, we will make arrangements for our marriage.”

“All right, my dear. Where do you intend to
go?” : '

“While you have been wasting your time in
getting information relating to matrimony, I have
been examining time-tables. Where I want to go
is two or three hours’ ride from here. We can take
one of the morning trains, and when we get to the
-place I will allow ydu to hire a conveyance, and
we will have a real country drive. Will you ‘go
with me 2

“Will 1?2 You better believe I will. But you
see, Katherine, I want to get married as soon as
possible. Then we can take a little trip on the
Continent before it is time for us to go back to
America. You have never been on the Continent,
have you?”

‘ Never.”

“Well, I am very glad of that. I shall be your
guide, philosopher, and friend, and, added to that
your husband.”

“Very well, we will arrange all that on our little
excursion to-morrow.”
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NINTH DAY.

Serixa in England—and one of those perfect spring
days in which all rural England looks like a garden.
The landscape was especially beautiful to' American
eyes, after the more rugged views of Transatlantic
scenery. The hedges were closely clipped, the fields
of the deepest green, and the hills far away were
blue and hazy in the distance.

““ There is no getting over the fact,” said Morris,

‘““that this is the prettiest country in the whole
»world.”

o

During most of the journey Katherine Earle sat
back in her corner of the first-class compartment,
and gazed silently out of the flying windows. She
seemed too deeply impressed with the Beauty of
the scene to care for conversation even with the
man she was to marry. At last they stopped- at
a pretty little rural station, with the name of the
place done in flowers of vivid colour that stood out
aga.ihst the brown of the earth around them” and
the green turf which formed $he sloping, bank.

“Now,” said George, as they stood on the plat-
form, ** whither away? Which direction?”.

“I want to see,” said she, “a real, genuine, old .
English country home.”
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““A castle?”

‘““No, not a castle.” -

“Oh, I know what you want. Something like
Haddon Hall, or that sort of thing. An old manor
house, Well, wait a minute, and I'll talk to the
station aster,\and find out all there is about this
part of the country.” '

And before she could stop him, he had gone to .
make his inquiry of that official. Shortly after he
came back with a list of places that were worth
seeing, which he named. , : ‘

“ Holmwood Hpuse,” she repeated. et us see
that. How farigit?” '

George agaih( made inquiries, and found that it
was about eight miles away. The station-master
assured him that“the road thither was one of the
prettiest drives in the whole country. ’

‘““Now, what kind of a conveyance will you have ?
There are four-wheeled cabs, and there is even a
hansom to be had. Will you have two horses or
one, and will you have a coachman?”

‘“Nohe of these,” she said, ““if you can get some-
thing you can drive yourself—I suppose you are
a driver ?”

““Oh, I have driven a buggy.”

““Well, get some sort of conveyance that we can
both sit in while you drive.” :
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‘““But don't you think we will get lost ? "

“We can inquire the way,” she said, ““and if we
do get lost, it won't matter. I want to have a long
talk with you before we reach the place.” \

They crossed the railway by abridge over the line,
and descended into a valley -along which the road
wound. .

. The outfit which George had secured was a neat
little cart made of wood in the natural colour and
varnished, and a trim little pony, which looked
ridiculously small for two grown people, and yet
was, as George afterwards said, ‘“as tough as a
pi}pe knot.”

The pony trotted merrily along, and needed no
urging. George doubtless was a good driver, but
whatever talents he had in that line were not
brought into play. The pony was a treasure that
had apparently no bad qualities. For a long time
the two in the cart rode along the smooth highway
silently, until at last Morris broke out with—

““Ob, see here! This is not according to con-
tract. You said you wanted a long talk, and now
you are complacently saying nothing.”

I do not know exactly how-to begin.”

““Is it so serious as all that?”

‘It is not serious exactly—it is merely, as it were,
a continuation of the confession.”
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I thought we were through with that long ago.
Are there any more horrible revelations ?”

She looked at him with something like reproach
in her eyes. . .
“If you are going to talk flippantly, I think I will

postpone what I have to say until another time.”

“ My dear Kate;' give a man a chance. He can’t
reform in a moment. I never had my flippancy
checked before. Now then, I am serious again.
What appalling—I mean—you see how difficult it
is, Katherine—I mean, what serious subject shall
we discuss ?”’

¢ Some other time.”

“No—now. I insistonit. Otherwise I will know
ITam unforgiven.”

““There is nothing to forgives I merely wanted
to tell you something more than you know: about
my own history.” -

¢ know more now than that man in the story.”

‘L’He did not object to the knowledge, you know.
He objected to receiving it from a third person.
Now I am not & third person, am I2”

‘“Indeed, you are not. _You, are first person
singular—at present‘——the\_ﬁrst/ person to me at
least. There, I am afraid I have dropped into
flippancy again.”

“ That is not flippancy. That is very nice.”
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The interval shall be unreported.

At last Katherine said quietly, * My mother came
from this part of England.” 1

““Ah! That is why you wanted to come here.”

/ ““That is why I wanted to come here. She was
er father’s only daughter, and, strange to say, he
was very fond of her, and proud of her.”

“Why strange ?”

‘“Strange from Lis action for years after. She
married against his will. He never forgave her.
My father did not seem to have the knack of getting
along in the world, and he moved to America in
the hope of bettering his condition. He did not
better it. My father died ten years ago, a pre-
maturely broken down man, and my mother and
I struggled along as best we could until she died
two years ago. My grahdfather returned her letter
unopened when mother wrote to him ten years ago,
although the letter had a black border around it.
When I think of her I find it hard to forgive him,

80 I suppose some of his nature has been transmitted
to me.”

“Find it hard? . Katherine, if you were not an
angel you would find it impossible.”

““ Well, there is nothing more to tell, or at least,
not much. I thought you should know this. I
intended to tell you that last day on shipboard,
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but it seemed to me that here was where it should
be told—among the hxlls and valleys that she saw
when she was my age.’

* Katherine, my déar, do not think about it any
more than you can help. It will only uselessly

depress you. Here is a man coming. Let us find , =

out now whether we have lost our way or not.”

They had.

Even after that they managed to get up some
wrong lanes and byways, and took several wrong
turnings ; but by means of inquiry from every one
they met,’th.ey succeeded at last in reaching the
place they were in searclr of.

There was an old and grey porter’s lcdge, and
"~ anold and grey gateway, with two tall, moss-grown
stone pillars, and an iron gate between them. On
the top of the pillars were crumbled stone shields,
seemingly held in place by a lion on each pillar.
~ “Is this Holmwood House?” asked Morrig of
the old end grey man who came out of the porter’s
lodge. '

““Yes, sir, it be,” replied the man.

‘¢ Are visitors permitted to see the house and the
grounds ? ”’

““No, they be’ant,” was the answer. * Visitors
were allowed on Saturdays in the old Squire’s time,
but since he died they tell me the estate is in the
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courts, and we have orders from the London lawyers
to let nobody in.” L

“I can make it worth your while,” said George,

]feeling in his vest pocket; ‘‘this lady would like to
see the house.” '

The old man shook his head, even although George
showed him a gold piece. between his finger and
thumb. Morris was astonished at this, for he had
the mistaken belief which all Americans have, that
a tip in Europe, if it is only large enough, will

accomplish anwhing. .

“I /think perhaps I can get permlssxon 7 said
Ka erme, “if you will let me talk a while to the
old man.’

“All right. Go alead,” said George. “‘J believe
you could wheedle anybody into doing what le
shouldn't do.”

““ Now, after saying that, I shall not nllo“ you to
isten. I shall step down and talk with him a
moment and yd;u can drive on for a-little distance,
and come back.” ,

¢ Qh,\tbat's all right,” said George, ‘I know how
it is. Yo

n't want to give away the secret of .
your power. Be careful, now, in stepping down.”-
This is not an American buggy,” but before he hiad
finished the warning, Katherine had jumped lightly
on the gravel, and stood waiting for him to drive

¢
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on. When he came back he found the iron gates
open.

“I shall not get in again,” she said. ‘ You
may leave the pony with this man, George, he will
take care of it. We can walk up the avenue to the
house.”

After a short walk under the spreading old oaks
they came in sight of the house, which was of red
brick and of the Elizabethan style of architecture.

“I am rather disappointed with that,” said

George, ‘I always thought old English homesteads
were of stone.”

““Well, this one at least is of brick, and I imagine

you will find a great many of them are of the same
material.”

They met with further opposition from the house- -
keeper who came to the docr which the servant had
opened after the bell was rung.

She would allow nobody in the house, shé said.
As for Giles, if he allowed people on the grounds
that was his own look-out, but she had-been for-
bidden by the lawyers to allow anybody in the house,
and she had let nobody in, and she wasn't going to
let anybody in.

‘“Shall I offer her a txp?" asked George in
whisper.

‘“ No, don't do that.” -
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““You can’t wheedle her like you did the old man,
you know. A woman may do a great deal with a
man, but when she meets another woman she

smeets her match. You women know each” other,

you know.”” o

Meanwhile the housekeeper, who had been about
to shut the door, seemed to pause and regard the
young lady with a good deal of . curiosity. Her
attention had before that time been taken up with
the gentleman.

“ Well, I shall walk to the end of the terrace, and
give you a chance to try your wiles. But I am
ready to bet ten dollars that-you don’t succeed.”

“TI’li take you,” answered the young lady.

“Yes, you said you would that night on the
steamer.”

““Oh, that’s a very good way of getting out of a

. _ hopeless bet.”

“I am ready to make the bet all right enough,
but I know you haven’t a ten-dollar bill about you.”

-¢“ Well, that is very true, for I have changed all
my money to English currency; but I am willing
to bet its equivalent.”

Morris wilked to the end of the terrace. When
he got back he found that the door of the house was
as wide open as the gates of the park had been.

¢ There is something uncanny about all this,” he
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said. “I am just beginning tosee that you have
a most dangerous power of fascination. I could
understand it with old Giles, but I must admit that
I thought the stern housekeeper would——"

“My dear George,” interrupted Katherine, ‘“‘almost.
anything can be accomplished with people, if you
only go about it the right way.”

‘“ Now, what is there to be seen in this house 2 ”

* « All that there is to be seen about any old English -
house. I thought, perhaps, you might be interested

—

in it.”

“Oh, Iam. But I mean, isn’t there any notable
things ? For instance, I was in Haddon Hall cnce,
and they showed me the back stairway where a fair

~lady had eloped with her lover. Have they anything
of that kind to show here?”

Miss Earle was silent for a few moments. “Yes,”
she said, “ I am alfraid they have.”

“ Afraid? Why, that is perfectly delightful. Did
the young lady of the house elope with her lover 2”

“QOh, don’t talk in that way, George,” she said.
“ Please don’t.”

“Well, I'won't, if you say so. I admit those little
episodes generally turn out badly. Still you must
acknowledge that they add a great interest to an old
house of the Elizabethan age like this 2 ”

. Miss Earle was silent. They had, by this time,

N

2
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gone up the polished stairway, which was dfmly
lighted by a large window of stained glass.

.« Here we are in the pcrtrait hall,” said Miss -

Earle. ¢ There is a picture here that I have never
seen, although I have heard of it, and I want to see
it. Where is it ?” she asked, turning to the house-
keeper, who had beef-following them up the stairs.

“This way, my lady,” answered the housekeeper,
as she brought them before a painting completely
concealed by a dark covering of cloth.

“Why is it covered in that way? iTo keep the
dust from it ?” Lo

The housekeeper hesitited for a moment; then
she said— ' ’

“ The old Squire, my lady, put that on when she
left, and it has never been taken off since.” )

“Then take it off at once,” demanded Katherine
Earle, in a tone that astonished Morris. .

The housekeeper, who was too dignified to take
down the covering herself, went to find the servant,
but Miss Earle, with a gesture of impatience, grasped
the cloth and tore it from its place, revealing the
* full-length portrait of a young lady.

Morris looked at the portrait in astonishment, and
then at the girl by his side. |

‘“ Why, Katherine,” he cried, ‘“ it is your picture!” -

The young lady was standing with her hands
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tightly clenched and her lips quivering with nervous
excitement. There were tears in her eyes, and she
did not answer her lover for a moment; then she

said— ’ :
“No, it is not my picture. This is a portrait of
my mother.” - ‘
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MRS. TREMAIN.

“And Woman, with a flaming torch,
Sings, hecedless, in a powder-mine.
Her carcless smiles they warp and scorch
Man’s heart, as firc the pine.
Cuts keener than the thrust of lance

z Her glance.”

THE trouble about this story is that it really has no
ending. Taking an ocean voyage is something like
picking up.an-interesting novel, and reading a chapter
in the middle of it. The passenger on a big steamer
gets glimpses of other people’s lives, but he doesn’t
know what the beginning was, nor what the ending
will be.

The last time I saw Mrs. Tremain she was looking
over her shoulder and smiling at Glendenning as she
walked up the gangway plank at Liverpool, hanging
affectionately on the arm of her husband. I said to
myself at the time, *“ You silly little handsome idiot,
Lord only knows what trouble you will cause before
flirting has lost its charm for you.” Personally I
would like to have shoved Glendenning off the gang-
way plank into the dark Mersey ; but that would have
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been against the laws of the country on which we
were then landing.

Mrs. Tremain was a woman whom other women
did not like, and ‘whom men did. Glendenning was
a man that the average man detested, but he was
a great favourite with the ladies.

I shall never forget the sensation Mrs. Tremain
caused when she first entered the saloon of our
steamer. I wish I were able to describe accurately
just how she was dressed; for her €dress, of course,
had a great deal to do with her appearance, notwith-
standing the fact that she was one of the loveliest
women I ever saw in my life. But it would require
a woman to describe her dress with accuracy, and
I am afraid any woman who was on board the
steamer that trip would decline to help me. Women
were in the habit of sniffing when Mrs. Tremain’s
name was mentioned. Much can be expressed by
a woman’s sniff. All that I can say about Mrs. Tre-
main’s dress is that it was of some dark_material,
brightly shot with threads of gold, and that she had
looped in some way over her shoulders and around
her waist a very startlingly coloured silken scarf, while
over her hair was thrown a black lace arrangement
that reached down nearly to her feet, giving her
a half-Spanish appearance. A military-looking gen-
tleman, at least twice her age, was walking heside
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her. He was as grave and sober as she appeared.
light and frivolous, and she walked by his side with
a peculiar elastic step, that seemed hardly to touch
the carpet, laughing and talking to him just as if
fifty pair of eyes- were not riveted upon her as the
pair entered. Everybody thought her a Spanish
woman ; but, as it turned out afterward, she was
of Spanish-Mexican-American origin, and whatever
beauty there is in those three nationalities seemed to
be blended in some subtle, perfectly indescribable
way in the face and figure of Mrs. Tremain,

The grave mili.tary-looking gentleman at her side
was Cdptain Tremain, her husband, although in
reality he was old enough to be her father. He was
a captain in the United States army, and had been
stationed at some fort near the Mexican border where
hc met the young girl whom he made his wife. She
had seen absolutely nothing of the world, and they -
were now on their wedding trip to Europe, the first
holiday he had taken for many a year.

In an incredibly short space of time Mrs. Tremain
was the acknowledged belle of the ship. She could
not have been more than nineteen or twenty years
of age, yet she was as perfectly at her ease, and as
thoroughly a lady as if she had been accustomed to
palaces and castles for years. It was astonishing to
see how naturally she took to.it. She had lived all
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her life in a rough village in the wilds of the South-
West, yet she had the bearing of a duchess or a queen.

The second da,y'out she walked the deck with the
captain, which, as everybody knows, is a very great
honour. She always had a crowd of men around
her, and apparently did not care the snap of her
, pretty fingers whether a woman on board spoke to
her or not. Her husband was one of those slow-
going, sterling men whom you meet now and again,
with no nonsense about him, and with a perfect trust
in his young wife. He was delighted to see her
enjoying her voyage so well, and proud of the uni-

versal court that was paid to her. It was quite

evident o everybody on' board but himself that Mrs.
Tremain was a born coquette, and the way she
could use those dark, languishing, Spanish-Mexican
eyes of hers was a lesson to flirts all the werld over.
It didn’t, apparently, so much matter as long as her
smiles were distributed pretty evenly over the whole
masculine portion of the ship. But by-and-by things
began to simmer down unti smiles were con-

centrated on the most utterly objectionable man on
’ goa.rd—Glendenning. ‘Sh_e wallfed the deck with him,

she sat in cozy corners of the saloon with him, when

there were not many people there, and at night they
. placed their chairs in a little corner of the deck where

the electric light did not shine. One by one the other
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admirers dropped off, and left her almost entirely to-
Glendenning.

Of all those of us who were deserted by Mrs.
Tremain none took it so hard as young Howard of
Brooklyn. I liked Howard, for he was so palpably and:
irretrievably young, through no fault of his own, and
5o thoroughly ashamed of it. He wished to be
considered a man of the world, and he had grave
opinions on great questions, and jhis opinions were
ever so much more settled and firm than those of us
older people.

Young Howard confided a good deal in me, and
even went so far one time as to ask if I thought he
appeared very young, and if I would believe he was
really as old as he stated.

I told him frankly I had taken him to be a very
much older man than that, and the only thing about,
him I didn’t like was a certain cynicism and know-
. ledge of the world which didn’t look well in a man who &

ought to be thinking about the serious things of life.
_After this young Howard confided in me even more
than before. He said that he didn’t‘care for Mrs.
Tremain in that sort of way at all. She was simply
an innocent child, with no knowledge of the world
whatever, such as he and I possessed. Her husband
—and in this I quite agreed with him—had two bad
qualities : in the first place he was too easy going
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at the present, and in the second place he was one of
those quiet men who would do something terrible if
once he were aroused.

One day, as young Howard and I walked the deck
together, he burst out with this extraordinary senti-
ment—

‘“ All women,” he said, ‘ are canting hypocrites.”

““When a man says that,” I answered, ‘‘ he means
some particular woman. What woman haye you in
your eye, Howard 2

¢“No, I mean all women. All the women on board

this boat, for instance.”

‘“Except one, of course,” I said. .

“Yes,” he answered, “ except one. Look at the
generality of women,” he cried bitterly; ‘ especially
those who are what they call philanthropic and good.
They will fuss and mourn over some drunken wretch
who cannot be reclaimed, and would be no use if he
could, and they will spend their time and sympathy
over some creature bedraggled in the slums, whose
only hope can be death, and that as soon as possible,
yet not one of them will lift a finger to save a fellow
creature fromggoing over the brink of ruin. They

~will turn their noses in the air when a word from

them would do some good, and then they will spend
their time fussing and weeping over somebody that
nothing on earth can help.”

S
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““ Now, Howard,” I said, ‘‘that’s your cynicism
which I've so often deplored. Come down to plain
language, and tell me what you mean ?

“Look at the women on board this steamer,” he’
cried indignantly. ¢ There’s pretty little Mrs.
Tremain, who seems to have become fascinated by
that scoundrel Glendenning. Any persop can see
what kind of a man he is—any one but an innocent
child, such as Mrs. Tremain is. Now, no man can
help. “What she needs is some good kindly woman
to take her by the hand and. give her a word of
warning. Is there a woman on board of this steamer
who will do it? Not one. They see as plainly as -
any one else how things are drifting; but it takes a

- man who has murdered his wife to get sympathy and
flowers from the modern so-called lady.”

¢ Didn’t you ever hear of the man, Howard, who

" made a large sum of money, I forget at the moment
exactly how much, by minding his own business £ -

“ Oh yes, it's all very well to talk like that; but I
would like to pitch Glendenning overboard.”

“I admit that it would be a desirable thing to do,
but if anybody is to do it, it is Captain Tremain and o=
not you. Are you a married man, Howard 2

“No,” answered Howard, evidently very much
flattered by the question.

- Well, you see, a person never can tell on board
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ship ; but, if you happ@n to be, it seems to me that
you wouldn't care for any outsider to interfere in a
matter such as we are discussing. At any rate Mrs.
Tremain is a married woman, and I can’'t see what
interest you should have in her. Take my advice
and leave her alone, and if you want to start a
reforming crusade among women, try to convert the
rest of the ladies of the ship to be more charitable
and speak the proper word in time.”

“You may sneer as much as you like,” answered
young Howard, ‘ but I will tell you what I am going
to do. ‘Two is'company, and three is none’; I'm
going to make the third, as far as Mrs. Tremain and
Glendenning are concerned.”

“ Supposing she objects to that ?”

“Yery likely she will; I don’t'care. The voyage
]astgx{nly a few days longer, and I am going to make
the third party at any téte-a-téee.”

‘“ Dangerous business, Howard; first thing, you
know, Glendenning will be wanting to throw you
overboard.”

“I would like to see him try it,” said the young
fellow, clenching his fist. l

And young Howard was as good as his word. It
was very interesting to an onlooker to see the way
the different parties took it. Mrs. Tremain seemed
to be_partly amused with the boy, and think it all
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" rather good fun. Glendenning scowled somewhat,
and tried to be silent; but, finding that made no
particular difference, began to make allusions to the
extreme youth of young Howard. and seemed to try <
to- provoke him, which laudable intention, to voung
* Howard's great credit, did not succeegyd.

One evening I came- down the forward narrow
staircase, that leads to the long corridor running
from the saloon, and met, under the electric light at
“the foot, Mrs. Tremain, young Howard, and Glen-
denning. They were evidently about to ascend the
stairway ; but, seeing me come down, they paused, and
I stopped for a moment to have a chat with them, ¢
and see how things were going on. » _ '

Glendenning said, addressing me, “ Don’t you thirk
., it's time for children to be in bed ?”

“If you mean me,”\I ansvered, “I am just on
my way there.”

Mrs. Tremain and young Howar& lau\ghed, and
Glendenning after that ignored botix Howard and

oo
T ———

ey e

! myself. . .

%i i ‘ He said to Z\Irs.{?‘rz:gin, “I never noticed you

“ ! ' wearing that ring Dbefefe. It is a very strange

‘ \ / oSna.ment.” : ”
 {

| “ Yes,” answered Mrs. Tremain, turning it round
1% F and round. “ This is a Mexican,charmed ring.
[ ‘There-is a secret about it, see if you can find it out.”
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And with that she pulled off the ring, and handed it
to Glendenning.
“You ought to give it to him as a keepsake,” said
<  voung Howard, aggressively. “ The ring, I natice, is
a couple of snakes twisted together.” S
“Little boys,” said Mrs. Tremain, laughing. i}
“ ghouldn't make remarks like that. They'lead to
N trouble.” - . i
Young Howard flushed angrily as Mrs. Tremain
said this. He did not seem to mind it when Glen-

denning accused him of his yodtéﬁut he didn’t like

it coming from her. ’ T
vt ‘Meanwhile Glendenning w(a}exa.mining the ring. i
' and suddenly it came apart‘ in his band. The coils ,
of the snake were still linked together, but instead 1
of composing one solid ring they could now be spread

several inches apart like the links™of a golden chain.
Mrs. Tremain turned pale, and gave a little shriek,
as she saw this.

ey

 Put it together again,” she cried ; “‘put it together -
quickly.” . ’ =
“ What is the matter ?” said Glendenning, looking
up at her. She was standing two or three steps
above him; Glendenning was at the bottom of the
¢  stair; young Howard stood on the same step as «
Mrs. Tremain, and I was a step or two above them.
*~  “Put it together;%cried Mrs. Tremain again.
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“I am trying to,” said Glendenning, “is there a
spring somewhere ? ”

. ““Oh, T cannot tell you,” she answered, nervously
clasping and unclasping her hands; ‘but if you do
not put it together without help, that means very
great ill-luck for both you and me.”

“Doesit ?” said Glendenning, looking up at her
with a peculiar glance, quite ignoring our presence.

“Yes, it does,” she said; ‘“try your best to put
that ring together.as you found it.” It was quite
evident that Mrs. Tremain had all the superstition
of Mexzico.

Glendenning fumbled with the ring one way and
another, and finally said, I cannot put it together.”

¢ Let me try,” said young Howard.

* No, no, that will do no-good.” Saying which Mrs.
Tremain snatched the links from Glendenning,
slipped them into one ring again, put it on her finger,
and dashed quickly up the stairs without saying a
word of good night to any of us.

_Glendenning was about to proceed up the stair
after her, when young Howard very ostentatiously
placed- himself directly in his path.. Glendenning -
seemed to hesitate for a moment, then thought better
of it, turned on his he¢l and walked down the passage
towards the saloon. R
““ Look here, Howard,” I said, “ you are going to

k4
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get yourself into trouble. There's sure to be a fuss
on board this steamer before we reach Liverpool.”
“I wouldn’t be at all surprised,” answered young :
Heward. P
““Well, do you think it will be quite fair to Mrs.
Tremain 2
‘“Oh, I shan’t bring hcr name into the matter.”
“The trouble. will be to keep her name out. It
may not be i your power to do that. A person
who interferes in other people’s aﬁ'a.lrs must do so
with tact and caution.”

Young- Howard looked up-at me with a trace of //
resentment in his face. ‘‘Aren't you interfering /’
now ?” he said. '

““You are quite right, I am. Good nigh% And
I went up the stairway. Howard shouted after me,
but I did not see him again that night. ; ~
Next day we were nearing Queenstown, and as\I\
had letters to write, I saw nothing of young Howard V
till the evening. I found him uureasonably contrite
. for what he had said to me the night beforc; and
whent I told him he bad merely spoken -the truth,
and was quite ; justified in doing so, he seemed more
miserable than ever. )
“Come,” he said, ““let us have a walk on the
deck.”

It was between nine and ten o'clock; and when -
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we got out on the deck, I said to him, ¢ Without
wishing to interfere any further——

“ Now, don't say that,” he cried; ‘it is cruel.”

“ Well, I merely wanted to know where your' two
charges are.”

‘I don’t know,” he answered, in a husky whisper ;
‘““they are not in the usual corner to-night, and I
don't know where they are.”

¢ She is probably with her husband,” I suggcéted.

“No, he is down in the saloon reading.”

As young Howard was somewhat prone to get
cmphatic when he began. to talk upon this subject,
and as there was always a danger of other people over-
hearing what he said, I.drew him away to a more
sccluded part of the ship. On this particular boat
there was a wheelhouse aft unused, and generally\
filled up with old steamer chairs. A narrow passage
led around this at the curving stern, seldom used by.
promenaders because of certain obstructions which,
in the dark, were apt to trip a person up. Chains
or something went from this wheelhouse to the sides
of the ship, and, being covered up by boses of plank,
made this part of the deck hard to travel on in the
dark. As we went ardund this narrow passage
young Howard was the first to stop. He clutched
my arm, but said nothing. Thére in the dark was
the faint ouﬂin_e of two persons, with their backs
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towards us, leaning over the stern of the ship.
The vibration at this part of the boat, from the
throbbing of the screw, made it impossible for them
to hear our approach. They doubtless thought they
were completely in the dark; but they were deluded
in that idea, because the turmoil of the water left a
brilliant phosphorescent belt far in-the rear of the

. ship, and against this bright, faintly yellow luminous

track their forms were distinctly outlined. It needed
no second glance to see that the two were Glen-
denning and Mrs. Tremain. Her head rested on his
shoulder, and his arm was arcund her waist.

¢ Let us get back,” I said in a whisper ; and, some-
what to my surprise, young Howard turned back
with me. I felt his hand trembling on my arm, but
he said nothing. Before we could say a word to each
other a sudden and unexpected complication arose.”
We met Captain Tremain, with a shawl on his arm,
coming towards us.

““Good evening, captain,” I said; “\have a turn
on the deck with us?” -

‘ No, thanks,” he replied, “\I am lookmg for my
wife. I want to give her this shawl to put over her
shoulders. She is not accustomed to such chilly
weather as we are now running into, and I am afraid
she may take cold.”

All this time young Howard stood looking at. him
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with a startled expression in his eyes, and his lower
jaw dropped. I was afraid Captain Tremain would
scc him, and wonder what was the matter with the
boy. I tried to bring him to himself by stamping
my heel--not too gently—on his toes, but he turned .
his face in the semi-darkness toward me without
changing its expression. The one idea that had
taken possession of my mind was that Captain
Tremain must not be allowed to go further aft
than he was, and I tried by looks and nudges to tell
young Howard to go back and give her warning, but
the boy seemed to be completely dazed with the
unexpected horror of the situation. To have this
calm, stern, unsuspecting man come suddenly upon
what we had seen at the stern of the boat was simply
appalling to think of. He certainly would have
killed Glendenning where he stood, and very likely
Mrs. Tremain as well.. As Captain Tremain essayed
to pasé us I collected my wits as well as I could, and
said—

-¢“Oh, by the way, capta}n, I wanted to speak to
you about Mexico. Do you—do you—think that it
is a good—er—place for investment 2 ”

“ Well,” said Captain Tremain, pausing, I am not
so sure about that. You see, their Government is
so wery unstable. The country itself is rich enough
in mineral wealth, if that is what you mean.”

)
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All the while Howard stood there with his mouth
agape, and I felt like shoving my fist into it.

““ Here, Howard,” I said, ‘I want to speak to
Captain Tremain for a moment. Take this shawl
and find Mrs. Tremain, and give it to her.” Saying
this, I took the shawl from the captain’s arm and
threw it at young Howard. He appeared then to
realise, for the first time, what was expected of him,

and, giving me a grateful look, disappeared toward
the stern.

‘“ What I wanted more particularly to know about
Mexico,” I said to the captain, who made no objec-
tion to this move, ¢ was whether there would be any

more—well, likely to have trouble—whether we would
have trouble with them in a militari way, you know
—that’s more in your line.”

‘ Oh, I think not,” said the captain.  Of course,
on the boundary where we were, there was always
more or less trouble with border ruffians, sometimes
on one side of the line and sometimes on the other.
There is a possibility always that complications may
arise from that sort of thing. Our officers might go
over into the Mexican territory and seize a desperado
there, or they might come over into ours. Still, I
don’t think anything will happen to bring on a war
such as we had once or twice with Mexico.”

At this moment I was appalled to hear Glen-

L
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denning’s voice ring out above the noise of the
4 o
vibration of the vessel.

““What do you mean by that, you scoundrel,” he
said.

“ Hallo,” exclaimed the captain, ‘‘there seems to ’
be a row back there. I wonder what itis?”

““Oh, nothing serious, I imagine. Probably some
steerage passengers have come on “the cabin deck.
I heard them having a row with some one to-day on
that score. Let's'walk away from it.”

The captain took my arm, and we strolled along
the deck while he gave me a great deal of valuable
information about Mexico and the state of things
along the border line, which I regret to say I cannot
remember & word of. The impressions cf a man who
has been on the spot are always worth hearing, but
my ears were strained to catch a repetition of the
angry cry I had heard, or the continuation of the
quarrel which it certainly seemed to be the beginning
of. As we came up the deck again we met young
Howard with the shawl still on his arm and Mrs.
Tremam walking beside him. She was laughing in
a somewhat hysterical manner, and his face was as
pale as ashes with a drawn look about the corners of
his lips, but the captain’s eyes were only on his wife.

““ Why don’t you put on the shawl, my dear ?” he
said to her affectionately.
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““ The shawl?” she answered. Then, sceing it on
young Howard’s alm, she laughed, and said, “ He
never offered it to me.’

Young Howard made haste to place the shawl on
ler shoulders, which she arrahged around herself in
a very coquettish and charming:way. Then she took
her husband’s arm. .

““ Good night,” she said to me; ‘ good night, and
thanks, Mr. Howard.”

““ Good night,” said the captam “1 will tell you
more about that mine to-morrow.”

We watched them disappear towards the com-
panion-way. I drew young Howard towards the side

of the boat.
‘QWVhat happened?” 1 a.sked eagerly. “Did you

have trouble ?” '

“Very nearly, I made a slip of the tongue. I
called her Mrs. Glendenning.”

“You called her what 2 ”

‘I said, ‘ Mrs. Glendenning, your husband is look-
ing for you.” I had come right up behind thlem, and
they hadn't heard me, and of course both were very
much startled. Glendenning turned round. and
shouted, ¢ What do you mean by that, you scoundrel?’
and caught me by the throat. She instantly sprang
between us, pushing him toward the stern of the boat,
and me against the wheelhouse.
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¢ <Hush, hush,” she whispered ; ‘ you mean, Mr.
Howard, that my husband is there, do you not ?’

“¢Yes,” I answered, ‘and he will be here in a
moment unless you come ‘with me.” With that she
sald ¢ Good night, Mr. Glendenning,” and took my
arm, and he, like a thief, slunk away round the other
side of the wheelhouse. I was very much agitated.
I suppose I acted like a fool when we met the captain,
didn’t I?”

“You did,” I answered; go on.”

“Well, Mrs. Tremain saw that, and she laughed
at me, although I could see she was Trather disturbed
herself.” '

Some time that night we touched at Queenstown,
and next evening we were in Liverpool. When the
inevitable explosion came, I have no means of know-
ing, and this, as I have said before, is a story without
a conclusion.

Mrs. Tremain the next day was as bright and jolly
as ever, and the last time I saw her, she was smiling
over her shoulder at Glendenning, and not paying
the slightest attention to either her husband on whose
arm she hung, or to young Howard, who was hover-
ing near. '
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“ The quick must haste to vengeance taste,
For time is on bis head;
But he can wait at the door of fate,
Though the stay be long and the hour be late—
The dead.” )

MeLviLe Harprock stood in the centre of the room
with his feet wide apart and his hands in his trousers
pockets, a characteristic attitude of his. He gave a
quick glance at the door, and saw with relief that
the key was in the_lock, and that the bolt prevented
anybody coming in unexpectedly. Then he gazed
once more at the body of his friend, which lay in
such a helpless-looking attitude upon the floor. He
looked at the body with a feeling of mild curiosity,
and wondered what there was about the lines of the
figure on the floor that so certainly betokened death
rather than sleep, even though the face was turned
away from him. He thought, perhaps, it might
be the hand with its back to the floor and its
palm towards the ceiling; there was a certain look
of hopelessness about that. He resolved to in-
vestigate the subject some time when he had leisure.
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Then his thoughts turned towards the subjcct of
murder. It was so easy to kill, he felt no pride in
having been able to accomplish that much. But it
was not everybody who could escape the consequences
of his erime. It required an acute brain to plan
after events so that shrewd detectives would be
baffled. There was a complacent conceit about
Melville Hardlock, which was as much a part of him
as his intense selfighness, and this conceit led him
to believe that the future path he had outlined for
himself would not be followed by justice.

With a sigh Melville suddenly seemed to realise
that while there was no necessity for undue haste,
yet it was not wise to be too leisurely in some things,
50 he took his hands from his pockets and drew to
the middle of the floor a large Saratoga trunk. He *
threw the heavy lid open, and in doing so showed
that the trunk was empty. Picking up the body of
his friend, which he was surprised to note was se-
heavy and troublesome to handle, he with some
difficulty doubled it up so that it slipped into the
trunk. He piled on top of it some old coats, vests,
newspapers, and other miscellaneous articles until~
the space above the body was filled. Then he pressed
down the lid and locked it; fastening the catches
at each end. Two stout straps were now placed
around the trunk and firmly buckled after he had

b N et T & e PNl e b Sl R

i
/_i
!
'§»
;

~ g s

S T Ll e T

Pt v e alle IR < eotea <

. ' .
i e R I ey e 2 TEE TR I T o

i

12
!

s e e Y e - R

e g




SHARE AND SHARE ALIKE. 151

drawn them as tight as possible. Finally he damped
the gum side of a paper label, and when he had
pasted it on the end of the trunk, it showed the
words in red letters, ¢ S.S. Platonic, cabin, wanted.”
This done, Melville threw operr the window to allow
the fumes of chloroform to dissipate themselves in
the outside air. He placed a closed, packed and
labelled portmanteau beside the trunk, and a valise
beside that again, which, with a couple of handbags,
made up his luggage. ‘Then he unlocked the door,
threw back the bolt, and, having turned the key again
from the outside, strode do“jn the thickly-carpeted
stairs of the hotel into the large pillared and marble-
floored vestibule where the clerk’s office was. Strolling
up to the counter behind which stood the clerk of the
Lotel, he shoved his key across to that functionary,
who placed it in the pigeon-hole marked by the
number of his room.

““Did my friend leave for the West last night, do
vou know 2"’

“Yes,” answered the clerk, “he paid his bill and
left. Haven't you seen him since ?

““No,” replied Hardlock.

““Well, be’ll be disappointed about that, because
he told me he expected to sce you before he left,
and would call up at your room later. I suppose
he didn’t have time. By the way, he said you
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were going back to England to-m})rrow. Is that
502"

“Yes, I sail on the Platonic. 1 suppose I can
have my luggage sent to the steamer from here
without further trouble ? ”

‘ Oh, certainly,” answered the clerk; ¢ how many
pieces are there ? It will be fifty cents each.”

“Very well; just put that down in my bill with

_ the rest of the expenses, and let me have it to-night.

I'will settle when I come m vae pieces of luggage
altogether.”

“Very good. Youwll have breakfast to-morrow, I
suppose ? "’

““Yes, the boat does not leave till nine o'clock.”

““Very well; better call you about seven, Ar.
Hardlock. Will you have a carriage 2

““No, I shall walk down to the boat. You will be
sure, of course, to have my things there in time.”

““Oh,\no fear of that. They will be on the steamecr
by half-past einht " '

“ Thank you.”

As Mr. Hardlock walked down to the boa.t next
morning he thought he had done rather a clever
thing in sending his trunk in the ordinary way to
the steamer. “ Most people,” he sgaid to himself,
“ would have made the mistake of being too careful
abbutl it. It goes along in the ordinary course of
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business. If anything should go wrong it will seem
incredible that a sane man would send such a package
in an ordinary express waggon to be dumped about,
as they do dump luggage about in New York.”

He stood by the gangway on the steamer watch-
ing"the trunks, valises, and portmanteaqs come on
board. '

““Stop!” he cried to the man, “that is not to go
down in the hold; I want it. JPon’t yom sece it's
marked ‘ wanted 2’

‘It is very large, sir,” said the man; ‘it will fill
up a state-room by itself.”

‘I have the captain’s room,” was the answer.

So the man flung the trunk down on the deck with
- a crash that made even the cool Mr. Hardlock

shudder. .

“Did ‘you say you had the captain's room, sir? "
asked the steward standing near.
“Yes.” )
“Then Ilam . -our bedroom steward,” was the
_ answer ; “Iﬁ\t\jili”'sée that the trunk is put in all
right.” th . ’
The first.day out was rainy but not rough; the
sccond day was fair and the sea smooth. The
second night Hardlock remained in the smoking-room
until the last man had left. Then, when the lights
were extinguished, he went out on the upper deck,
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where his room was, and walked up and down
smoking his cigar. There was another man also
walking the deck, and the red glow of his cigar, dim
-and bright alternately, shone in the darkness like a
glow-worm./

Hardlock wished that he would turn in, whoever he
was. Finally the man flung his cigar overboard and
went down the stairway. Hardlock had now the
dark deck to himself. He pushed open the door of
bis room- and turned out the electric light. It was
only a few steps from his door to the rail of “the
vessel high above the water. Dimly on the bridge
he saw the shadowy figure of an officer walking back
and forth.  Hardlock looked over the side at the
phosphorescent glitter of the water which made the
black ocean seem blacker still. The sharp ring of
the bell betokening midnight made Melville start as
if a hand had touched him, and the quick beating of
his heart took some moments to subside. “I've -
been smoking too much to-day,” he said to himself.
Then looking quickly up and down the deck, he
walked on tip-toc to his room, took the trunk by its
stout leather handle and pulled it over the ledge in
the doorway. There were small wheels at the
bottom of the trunk, but although they made the
pulling of it easy, they seemed to creak with appalling
loudness. He realised the fearful weight of the
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trunk as he lifted the end f it up on the rail. He
balanced it there for a m&ﬁlent, and glanced sharply
around him, but there was nothing to alarm him.
In spite of his natural coolness, he felt a strange,
haunting dread of some undefinable disaster, a dread
“which had been completely absent from him at the
tim> he committed the murder. He shoved off the
trunk before he had quite intended to do so, and
the next instant he nearly bit through his tongue
_ to suppress a groan of agony. There passed half a
dozen moments of supreme pain and fear before he
realised what had happened. His wrist had caught
in the strap handle of the trunk, and his shoulder
was dislocated. His right arm was stretched taut
and helpless, like a rope holding up the frightful and -
ever-increasing weight that hung between him and
the sea. His breast was pressed against the rail
and his left hand gripped the iron stanchion to keep
himself from going over. He felt that his feet were
slipping, and he set his teeth and gripped tlie iron
with a grasp that was itself like iron. He hoped
the trunk would slip from his useless wrist, but it
rested against the side of the vessel, and the longer
it hung the more it pressed the hard strap handle
into his ner%eless flesh. He had realised from the
first that he dare not cry for help, and bLis breath
came hard through his clenched teeth as the weight
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grew heavier and heavier. Then, with his eyes
strained by the fearful pressure, and perhaps dazzled
by the glittering phosphorescence running so swiftly
by the side of the steamer far below, he seemed to
see from out the trunk something in the form and
semblance of his dead friend quivering like summer
heat below him. Sometimes it was the shimmering
phosphorescence, then again it was the wraith hover-
ing over the trunk: Hardlock, in spite of his agony,
wondered which it really was; but he wondered no
longer when it spoke to him.

«0ld Friend,” it said, “ you remember our compact
when we left England. It was to be ‘share and
share alike,” my boy—°‘share and share alike.” I
bave had my share. Come!”

Then on the still night air came the belated
cry for help, but it was after the foot had slipped
and the hand had been wrenched from the iron
stanchion.
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AN INTERNATIONAL ROW.

“ A simple child
That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of——" kicking up a row.

(NoTE.—Only the last four words of the above prem are claimed
as original.)

“Then America declared war on Eneland.”— History of 1812,

Lapy, not feeling partiéularly well, reclining m a
steamer chair, covered up with rugs. Little girl
beside her, who wants to know. Gentleman in .an
adjoining steamer chair. The little girl begins to
speak.
“ And do you have to pay to go in, mamma?”
““Yes, dear.”

- “How much do you hmve to pay? As much as
at a theatre?”

“Qh, you need not pay anything particular—no
set sum, you know. You pay just what you can
affo: ' '

““ Then it's like a collection at church, mamma ?”’
“Yes, dear.”




4
r
!
t

B e

158 AN INTERNATIONAL ROW.

“ And does the captain get the money, mamma?”’

“No, dear; the money goes {o the poor orphans,
I think.”

““Where are the orphans, mamma? "

I don't know, dear ; I think they are in Liverpool.”

““YWhose orphans are they, mamma ?

“ They are the orphans of sailors, dear.”

““What kind of sailors, mamma ?

¢ British sailors, darling.”

 Aren’t there any sailors in America, mamma? "’

““Oh yes, dear, lots of them.”

And do they have any orphans ?

““Yes, dear ; I suppose there are orphans there too.”

‘“ And don’t they get any of the money, mamma ? "

“] am sure I do not know, dear. By the way,
Mr. Daveling, how is that? Do they give a.ny of
the money to American orphans? ”

I believe not, madam. Subscriptions at concerts
given on board British steamers are of course donated
entirely to the Seamen’s Hospital or Orphanage of
Liverpool.”

“Well, that doesn’t seem to be quite fair, does it ?
A great deal of the money is subscribed by Americans.”
¢ Yes, madam, that is perfectly true.” a

¢I should think that ten Americans cross on these

lines for every one Englishman.”
“I am sure I do not know, madam, what the
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proportion is. The Americans are great travellers,
so are the English too, for that matter.”

“Yes; but I saw in one of the papers that this
year alone over a hundred thousand persons had
taken their passage from New York to England. It
seems to me, that as all of them contribute to the re-
ceipts of the concerts, some sort of a division should
be made.”

““Oh, I have no doubt if the case were presented
to the captain, he would be quite willing to have
part of the proceeds at least go to some American
seamen'’s charity.”

T think that would be only fair.”

Two young ladies, arm in arm, approach, and ask
Mrs. Pengo how she is feeling to-day.

Mrs. Pengo replies that she doesn’t suppose she
will feel any better as long as this rolling of the ship
continues. o -

They claim, standing there, endeavouring to keep
as perpendicular as possible, that the rolling is
something simply awful.

Then the lady says to them, Do you know, girls,
that all the money subscribed at the concerts goes
to England 27 )

“ Why, no; I thought it went to some charity.”

“Qh, it does go to a charity. It goes to the
Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital.”

il
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““Well, isn’t that all right 2"

““Yes, it’s all right enough ; but, as Sadie was just
stiggesting now, it doesn’t seem quite fair, when there
are orphans of sailors belonging to America, and as .
long as such large sums are subscribed by Americans,
that the money should not be divided and part of it
at least given to an American charity.” :

“Why, that seems perfectly fair, doesr’t it, Mr.

Daveling 2”
" ¢ Yes, it is pérfect]y fair. I was just suggesting
that perhaps if the state of things was presented to
the captain, he would doubtless give a portion at
least of the proceeds to an American Seamen’s Home
—if such an institution exists.”

¢ Then,” remarked the other girl, *“I propose we
form a committee, and interview the captain. I
think that if Americans subscribe the bulk of the
money, whieh they certainly do, they should have
a voice in the disposal of it.”

This was agreed to on all hands, and so began
one of the biggest rows that ever occurred on
board an Atlantic liner. Possibly, if the captain
he had any tact, and if he had not been se
_thoroughly impressed with his own tremendous
importanee, what happened later on would not have
happened. L o ’

The lady in the steamer chair took -little part

L
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in the matter, in fact it was not at that time
assumed to be of any importance whatever; but the
-4%o young American girls were enthusiastic, and
they spoke to several of the passengers about it, both
American and English. The English passengers all
recognised the justice of the proposed plan, so a
' committee of five young ladies, and one young gentle-
man as spokesman, waited upon the captain. The
young ladies at first had asked the doctor of the ship
to be the spokesman ; but when the doctor heard what
the proposal was, he looked somewhat alarmed, and
stroked his moustache thoughtfully.

“I don’t know about that,” he said; ““it is a
little unusual. The money has always gone to the
Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital, and—well, you see, we
are a conservative people. We do a thing in one
way for a number of years, and then keep on doing
it because we have always done it in that way.”

“Yes,” burst out one of the young ladies, *“ that
is no reason why an unjust thing should be per-
petuated. Merely because a wrong has been done is
no reason why it should be done again.”

“True,” said the doctor, ‘‘true,” for he did not
wish to fall out with the young lady, who was very
pretty; ““but, you see, in England we think a great
deal of precedegt.”

And so the result of it all was that the doctor-

M
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demurred at going to see the captain in relation to
the matter. He said it wouldn’t be the thing, as he
was an official, and that it would be better o get
one of the passengers.

1 was not present at the interview, and of course
know only what was told me by those who were
there. It seems that the captain was highly offended
at being approached on such a subject at all. A
captain of an ocean liner, as I have endeavoured
to show, is a very great personage indeed. And
sometimes I imagine the passengers are not fully
aware of this fact, or at least they do not show it as

: ¢ plainly as they ought to. Anyhow, the committee ‘
' thought the captain had been exceedingly gruff with

: them, as well as just a trifle impolite. He told them

that the money from the concerts had always gone to
the Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital, and always would

" while he was commanding a ship. He seemed to

. infer that the permission given them to hold a concert

. on board the ship was a very great concession, and
B ‘ that people should be thankful for the privilege of
' " contributing to such a worthy object.
'So, beginning with the little girl who wanted to
) ~ know, and ending with the captain who commanded
the ship, the conflagration was started. ‘

Such.is British deference to authority that, as soon

as the captain’s decision was known, those who had
/
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“hitherto shown an open mind on the subject, and
even those who had expressed themselves as favour-
ing the dividing of the money, claimed that the
captain’s dictum had settled the matter. Then it
wag that every passenger had to declare himself.
“ Those who are not with us,” said the young women,
‘‘are against us.” The ship was almost immediately
divided into two camps. It was determined to form
a committee of Americans to take the“moﬁ%j received
from the second concert; for it was soon resolved
to hold two concerts, one for the American Sea-
men’s Orphans’ Home and the other for that at
Liverpool. ‘

One comical thing about the row was, that nobody
on board knew whether an American Seamen’s
Orphans’ Home existed or not. When this problem
was placed before the committee of young people,
they pooh-poohed the matter. They said it didn’t
make any difference at all ; if there was no Seamen’s
Hospital in America, it was qhitqtime thete should
be one ; and so they proposed that the money should
be given to the future hospital, if it did not already
exist. ~

‘When everything was prepared for the second concert
there came a bolt from the blue. It was rumoured
round the ship that the ‘captain had refused his
permission for the second concert to be held.

ST
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The American men, who had up to date looked
with a certain amused indifference on the efforts of
the ladies, now rallied and held a meeting in the
smoking-room. Every one felt that a crisis had
come, and that the time to let loose the dogs of war
—sea<dogs in this instance—had arrived. A com-
mittee was appointed to wait upon the captain next
day. The following morning the excitement was at
its highest pitch. It was not safe for an American
to be seen conversing with an Englishman, or zice
rersd.

Rumour had it at first—in fact all sorts of wild
rumours were flying around the whole forenoon—
that the captain refused to see the delegation of
gentlemen who had requested audience with him.
This rumour, however, turned out to be incorrect.
He received the delegation in his room with one or
two of the officers standing beside him.” The spokes-
man said—

““Captain, we are informed that you have con-
cluded not to grant permission to the Americans to
hold a concert in aid of the American Seamen’s
Orphans’ Home. We wish to know if this is true ?”

“You have been correctly informed,” replied the
captain. S

““We are sorry to hear that,” answered the
spokesman. ‘‘ Perhaps you will not object to

e e
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tell us on what grounds you have refused your
permission ? ”’

“ Gentlemen,” said the captain, ‘I have received
yoﬁ in my room because you requested an interview.
I may say, however, that. I am not in the habit of
giving reasons for anything I do, to the passengers
who honour this ship with their company.”

“ Then,” said the spokesman, endeavouring to
keep calm, but succeeding only indifferently, ‘it is
but right that we should tell you that we regard
-~ such a proceeding on your part as a high-handed

outrage; that we will appeal against your decision
to the owners of this steamship; and that, unless an
apology is tendered, we will never cross on this line
again, and we will advise all our compatriots never
to patronise a line where such injustice is allowed."”
“ Might T ask you,” said the captain very suavely,
¢ of what injustice you complain ?
‘It seems to us,” said the spokesman, ‘ that it is
" a very unjust thing to allow one class of passengers
to Lold a concert, and to refuse permission to another
class to do the same thing.”
¢ If that is all you complain cf,” said the captain,
““I quite agree with you. I think that would be an
exceedingly unjust proceeding.”
‘Is not that what you are about to do?”
“Not that I am aware of.”
1

g
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‘““ Y8u have prohibited the American concert?”’

! “Certainly. But I have prohibited the English
concert as well.” i

The American delegates looked rather blankly at
' ; each other, and then the spokesman smiled. * Oh,
well,” be said, *“ if you have prohibited both of them,
I don’t see that we have anything to grumble at.”

‘“ Neither do I,” said the captain.

The delegation then withdrew; and the passengers
had the unusual pleasure of making one ocean voyage

" without having to attend the generally mevxtable
o amateur concert.

[PPSR S
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“ Jest.w’cn we guess we've covered the trail
So’s no one can't foller, w'y then we fail.
W’en we feel safe hid, Nemesis, the cuss,
Waltzes up with nary a warnin® nor fuss;
Grins quict-like, an1 says, ¢ How d’y do, ~
So glad we've met, I'm a-lookin’ fer you.””

I po not wish to pa.rticulariée a’ny of the steamers on
which the incidents given in this bdgk occurred, so
the boat of which I now write I shall call The Tub.
This does not sound very flattering to the steamer,
but I must say The Tub was a comfortable old boat,
as everybody will testify who has ever taken a voyage
in her. I know a very rich man who can well
afford to take the best room in the best steamer if
he wants to, buj his preference always is for a slow
boat like The Tub. He says that if you are not in
a hurry, a slow boat is preferable to one of the new
'fagt_ liners, because you have more individuality
there, you get' more attenticn, the officers are
flattered by your preference for their ship, and you
are not merely one of a great mob of passengers
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as in a crowded fast liner. The officers on a
popular big and swift boat are prone to be a trifle
snobbish. This is especially the case on the parti-

> cular liner which for the moment stands at the top—

a steamer that has broken the record, and_ is con-
sidered the best boat in the Atlantic service for the
time being. If you get a word from the captain

. of such’a boat you may consider yourself a peculiarly

honoured individual, and even the purser is apt to.
answer you very shortly, and make you feel you are
but a worm of the dust, even though you have paid a
very large price for your state-room. On The Tub

. there-was nothing of this. The officers were genial

good fellows who admitted their boat was not the

. fastest on the Atlantic, although at one time ‘ she

had been; but if The Tub never broke the record,
on-the other hand, she never broke a shaft, and so
things were evened up. She wallowed her way across
the Atlantic in a leisurely manner, and there was no
feverish anxiety among the passengers when they
reached Queenstown, to find whether the rival boat
had got in ahead of us or not.

Everybody on board The Tub knew that any vessel
which started from New York the same day- would )
reach Queenstown before us. In fact, a good smart
sailing vessel, with a fair ‘wind, might have made it*
lively for us in an ocean race. -The Tub was a broad
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slow boat, whose great speciality was freight, and
her very broadness, which kept her from being a
racer, even if her engines had had the power, made
her particularly comfortable in a storm. She rolled
but little; and as the state-rooms were large and
airy, every passenger on board The Tub was sure of
a reasonably pleasant voyage. -

It was always amusing to hear the reasons each of
the passengers gave for being on board The Tub. A
fast and splendid liner of an opposition company left ‘
New York the next day, and many of our passengers
explained to me they had come to New York with the
intention of going by that boat, but they found all the
rooms taken, that is, all the desfrable rooms. Of
course they might have had a room down on the
third deck; but they were accustomed in travelling
to have the best rooms, and if they couldn’t be had,
why it didn't much matter what was given them, so
that was the reason they took passage on The Tub.
Others were on the boat because they remembered
the time when she was one of the fastest on the
ocean, and they didn't like changing ships. Others-
again were particular friends of the captain, and he
would have been annoyed if they had taken any .
other steamer. Everybody ‘had some particulafly
valid reason for choosing The Tud, that is, every
reason except economy, for it was well known that

s,
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The Tub was one of the cheapest boats crossing the’
ocean. For my own part I crossed on her, because
the purser was a particular friend of mine, and knew
how to amalgamate fluids and different solid sub-
stances in a manner that produced a very palatable
refreshment. He bas himself deserted The Tub long
ago, and is now purser on one of the new boats of
the same line. :
When the gong rang for the first meal on board
The Tub after ']eaving New York, we filed down
from the smoking-room to the great saloon to take
our places at the table. There were never enough
passengers on board The Tub to cause a great rush
“for places at the table; but on this particular
occasion, when we reached the foot of the stairway,
two or three of us stood for a moment both appalled
and entranced. Sitting at the captain’s right hand
was a somewhat sour and unattractive elderly woman,
who was ta.lkmg to that smiling and urbane official.
Down the long table from where she sat, in the
next fifteen seats were fifteen young and pretty girls,
most of them looking smilingly and expectantly
toward the stairway down which we were descending.
The elderly woman paused for a moment in her con-
versation with the captain, glanced along the line of-
beauty, said sharply, “ Girls!” and instantly every
face was turned demurely toward the plate that was
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in front of it, and then we, who had hesitated for a
moment on the stairway, at once made a break, not
for our seats at the table, but for the purser.

“It’s all right, gentlemen,” said that charming
man, before we could speak; ¢ it’s all right. I've
arranged your places down the table on the opposite
side. You don’t need to say a word, and those of °
you who want to change from the small tables to
the large one, will find your names on the long table
as well as at the small tables, where you have already
chosen your places. So, you see, I knew just how you
wished things arranged; but,” he continued, lower-
ing his voice, ‘“ boys, there’s a dragon in charge. I
know her. She has crossed with us two or three
times. She wanted me to arrange it so that fifteen
ladies should sit opposite her fifteen girls; bat, ©of
course,. we couldn’t do that, ‘because there aren’t
fifteen other ladies on board, and there had to be one
or two ladies placed next the girls at the foot of the
table, so that no girl should have a young man sitling
beside her. I have done the best I could, gentlemen,
and, if you want the seats rearranged, I think we can
manage it for you. Individual preferences may crop
up, you know.” And the purser smiled gently, for he
hiad crossed the ocean very, very. often.

We all took our places, sternly scrutinised by the
lady, whom the purser had flatteringly termed the




“dragon.” She evidently didn’t think very much of
us as a crowd, and I am sure in my own heart I

cannot blame her. We were principally students
V going over to German colleges on the cheap, some
commeércial travellers, and a crowd generally who
could not afford to take a better boat, although we
had all just missed the fast liner that had left a few
days before, or had for some reason not succeeded in
securing a berth on the fast boat, which was to leave
the day after. - )

If any of the fifteen young ladies were aware of
our presence, they did not show it by glancing toward
us. They seemed to confine their conversation to
~whispers among themselves, and now and then a little
suppressed giggle arose  from one part, of the line or
the other, upon which the ‘‘dragon” looked along
the.row, and " said severely, ‘“Girls!” Whereupon
everything was quiet again, although some inde-
pendent young lady generally broke the silence by
another giggle just at the time the stillness was
becoming most impressive.

After dinner, in the smoking-room, there was a
great deal of discussion about the fifteen pretty girls
and about the ‘‘ dragon.” As the officers on board
The Tub were gentlemen whom an ordinary person

might speak to, a delegation of one was deputed to
go to the purser’s room and find out all that could

172 A LADIES MAN.
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be learned in relation to the young and lovely
passengers.

The purser said that the dragon's name was Mrs.
Scrivener-Yapling, with a hyphen. The hyphen wasa
very importanj; part of the name, and Mrs. Scrivener-
Yapling always insisted upon it. Any one who ignored
that hyphen speedily fell from the good graces of
Mrs. Serivener-Yapling. I regret to say, however, in -
spite of the hyphen, the lady was.very generally
known as the ¢ dragon” during that voyage. The
purser told us further, that Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling
was in the habit of comqing over once a year with a
party of girls whom she trotted around Europe. The
idea was that they learnt a great deal of geography,
a good deal of French and German, and received in a

-general way a polish which Europe is supposed to give.
 The circular which Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling issued
was shown to me oace by one of the girls, and it
represented that all travelling was first-class, that
nothing but the very best accommodations on steamers
and in hotels were provided, and on account of Mrs.
S.-Y.s intimate knowledge of Europe, and the
d}ﬁerent languaoes spoken there, she managed the
excursion in 4 way which any one else would find im-
possible to emulate, and the advantages_ aceruing from
such a trip could not be obtained in any other manner
without a very much larger expendfture of money.

.
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The girls had the advantage of motherly care during
all the time they were abroad, and as the party was
strictly limited in number, and the greatest care
taken to select members only from the very best
families in America, Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling was
certain that all her patrons would realise that this
was an opportunity of a lifetime, ete., ete.

Even if The Tub were not the finest boat on the
Atlantic, she certainly belonged to one of the best
lines, and as the circular mentioned the line and not
" the particular vessel on which the excursion was to
go, the. whole thing had a very high-class appearance.

The first morning out, shortly after, breakfast, the
“dragon” and her girls appeared 7on deck. The
* girls walked two and two together, and kept their
.eyes pretty much on the planks beneath them. The
fifteenth girl walked with the * dragon,” and thus
the eight phirs paced slowly up and down the deck
under the ““ dragon’s ™ eye. " When this morning pro-
menade Waé over the young ladies were marshalled
" into the ladies’ saloon, where no masculine foot was
allowed to tread. Shortly before lunch an indignation
meeting was held in the smoking-room. Stewart Mon-
_fague, a commercial traveller from Milwaukee, said
that he had crossed the ocean many times, but had
never seen such a state of things before. This young
ladies’ seminary business (he alluded to the two and
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two walk along the deck) ought not to be permitted
on any well regulated ship. Here were a number of
young ladies, ranging in age from eighteen upwards,

and there lay ahead of us a long and possibly dreary
voyage, -yet the ““dragon” evidently expected that

not one of the young ladies was to be allowed to
speak to one of the young gentlemen on board, much
less walk the deck with him.  Now, for his part, said
Stewart Montague, he was going to take off his hat
the next morning to the young lady who sat opposite
him at the dinner-table and boldly ask her to walk
the deck with him. If the ‘‘dragon” interfered, he
proposed that we all mutiny, seize the vessel, put
the captain in irons, imprison the ‘“dragon” in the
hold, and then take to pirating on the high seas. One
of the others pointed out to him an objection to this
plan, claiming that The Tub could not overtake any-
thing but a sailing-vessel, while even that was doubtful.
Montague explained that the mutiny was only to be
resorted to as a last desperate chance. He believed
the officers of the boat would give us every assistance
possible, and so it was only in case of everything else
failing that we should seize the ship. ,

In a moment of temporary aberration I suggested
that the ¢ dragon’ might not be, after all, such an

objectionable person as she appeared, and that perhaps

~ she could be won over by kindness.




176 A LADIES MAN.

Instantly a motion was put, and carried unani-
mously, appointing me a committee to try the effect
of kindness on the ‘“dragon.” It was further re-
solved that the meceting should be adjourned, and I
should report progress at the next conclave.

I respectfully declined this mission. I said it was
none of my affair. I didn’t wish to talk to any of the -

- fifteen girls, or even walk the deck with them. I was

-perfectly satisfied as I was. 71saw no reason why I

" should sacrifice myself for the good of others. I

.

suggested ' that the name of Stewart Montague be
substituted for 'imne, and that he should face the
‘‘dragon "’ and report progress.

Mr. Montague said it-had been my suggestion,
not his, that the ‘“dragon” might be overcome by
kindness. He did not believe she could, but he was
quite willing to suspend hostilities until my plan

. bad been tried and the result reported to the meeting.

It was only when they brought in a motion to expel
me from the smoking-room that I succumbed to the
pressure. The voyage was just beginning, and what
is a voyage to a smoker who dare not set foot in the
smoking-room ?

I do not care to dwell on the painful interview
I had with the ‘““dragon.” I put my foot in it at .
the very first by pretending that I thought she came
from New York, whereas she had really come from

P
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Boston. To take a New York person for a Bostonian
is flattery, but to reverse the order of things, especially
with a woman of the uncertain temper of Mrs.

Scrivener-Yapling, was really & deadly insult, and I°

fear this helped to shipwreck my mission, although
I presume it would have been shipwrecked in any
case. Mrs. Sgrivener-Yapling gave me to understand
that if there was one thing more than another she
excelled in it was the reading of character. She
knew at a glance whether a man could be trusted
or not; most men were not, I gathered from her
conversation. It seems she had taken a great many
voyages across the Atlantic, and never in the whole
course of her experience had she seen such an ob-
jectionable body of young men as on this present
occasion. She accused me of being a married man,
and I surmised that there were other iniquities of
which she strongly suspected me.

The mission was .not a success, and I reported
at the adjourned meeting accordingly.

Mr. Stewart Montague gave it as his opinion that ’
the mission was hopeless from the first, and in this

I quite agreed with him. He said he would try his
plan at dinner, but what it was he refused to state.
We asked if he would report on the success or failure,
and he answered that we would all see whether it
wa$ a success or failure for ourselves. So there was
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]
a good deal of interest centring around the meal,

an interest not altogether called forth Ly the pangs

= of hunger.

Dinner had hardly commenced when Mr. Stewart
Montague leaned over the table and said, in quite
an audible voice, to the young lady opposite him,
“I understand you have never been over the ocean
before 2

The young lady looked just a trifle frightened,
blushed very prettily, and answered in a low voice
that she had not.

Then Le sfiid, “I envy you the first impressions
you will have of Europe. It is a charming country.
Where do you go after leaving England ?

“We are going across to Paris first,” she replied,
still in a low voice.

Most of us, however, were looking at the * dragon.”
-That lady sat bolt upright in her chair as if she
could not believe her ears. Then she said, in an
acid voice, * Miss Fleming.”

“Yes, Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling,” answered that
young lady.

“JYill you oblige me by coming here for a
moment ?”

Miss Fleming slowly revolved in her circular chair,
then rose and walked up to the head of the table. _

“Miss Strong,” said the ‘‘ dragon” calmly, to the
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young lady who sat beside Ler, ““will you oblige
me by takix’ﬁg Miss Fleming's place at the centre of
the table 27

Miss Stri’mg rose and took Miss Fleming’s place.

“ Sit down beside me, please? " said the *‘ dragon”
to Miss Fleming; and that unfortunate young
woman, now as red as a rose, sat down beside the
“dragon.”

Stewart Montague bit his lip. The rest of us
said nothing, and appeared not to notice what had
occurred. Conversation went on among ourselves.
The incident seemed ended; but, when the fish was
brought, and placed before Miss Fleming, she did
not touch ‘it. Her eyes were still upon the stable.
_ Then, apparently unable to struggle any longer with.
her emotions, she rose gracefully, and, bowing to
the captain, said, ‘ Excuse me, please.” She walked
down the long saloon with a firm step, and dis-
appeared. The ‘‘dragon” tried to resume conver-
sation with the captain as if nothing had happened ;
but that official answered only in monosyllables, and
a gloom seemed to have settled down upon the dinner
party.

Very soon the captain rose and excused himself.
There was something to attend to on deck, he said,
and he left us.

As soon as we had reassembled in the smoking-
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room, and the steward had brought in our cups of
black coffee, Stewart Montague arose and said,

“ Gentlemen, I know just what you are going to say
to me. It was brutal. Of course I didn’t think the
‘dragon’ would do such a thing. My plan was a
complete failure. I expected that conversation would
take place across the table all along the line, if I ~
broke the ice.” ;

Whatever opinions were held, none found expression,
and that evening in the smoking-room was 28 gloomy
as the hour at the dinner-table.

Towards the shank of the evening a gentleman,
who had never been in the smoking-room before,
entered very quietly. We recognised him as the
man who sat to the left of the captain opposite
the ‘“dragon.” He was a man of middle age and
of somewhat severe aspect. He spoke with delibera-
tion when he did speak, and evidently. weighed his
words. All we knew of him was that the chair
beside his at meal-times- had been empty since the
voyage began, and it was said that his wife took _
her meals in her state-room. She had appeared
. once on deck with him, very closely veiled, and*
hung upon his arm in a way that showed)zhe was

not standing the voyage very well, pleasant as it had
been. : .

* “Gentlemen,” began tl;e“ man suavely, »“I'would
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like to say a few words to. you if I were certain that
my remarks would be taken in the spirit in which
they are given, and that you would not think me
4 intrusive or impertinentif"”_/
- ““Go ahead,” said Montague, gloomily, who evidently
felt a premonition of coming trouble. \
The serious individual waited until the steward
had leff the room, then he closed the door. * Grentle-
men,” he continued, “‘ I will not recur to the painful
incident which happened at the dinner-table to-mght
further thf by asking you, as honourable .men, to T
« think of Mrs. Serivener-Yapling’s position of great
responsibility. She stands in the place of a mother
to a-number of young ladies who, for the first time
in their lives, have left their homes.” ) g
“Lord pity them,” said somebody, who was sitting . 10
in the corner. - » .
The gentlema.n paid no a.ttentlon‘to the remark oo
“Now what I wish to ask of you is that you will
not make Mrs. Scﬁvener-Yapling’s position any’
harder by futile endeavours to form the acquaintance '
of the young ladies.” _
I At this point Stewart Montague broke out. *Who
. the devil are you, sir, and who gave you the right
. -to interfere 2 . )
“As“tp who I am,” said the gentleman, quietly,.
“my name is Kensington, and—"
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“ West or South ?” asked the man in the corner.
At this there was a titter of laughter. )
‘“My name is Hensington,” repeated the gentle- ~
man, ‘“and I have been asked by Mrs, Secrivener-
Yapling to interfere, which I do ver; @ ctantly. As
I said at the beginning, I.hopé you will not think
my interference is impertinent. I only do so at the ‘
ea.rne'sf request of the lady I have mentioned; because
I am a family man myself, and I understand and
sympathise with the lady in the respon51bﬂ1ty which. .
she has assumed.” . W

“It seems to me,” said the man in the corner,
““that if the ‘dragon’ has assumed responsibilities
and they have not been thrust upon her, which I
understand they have not, then she must take the
responsibility of the responsibilities which she has
assumed. Do I make myself clear ?”

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Kensington, “it is -very
painful for me fo speak with you upon this subject.
I feel that what I have so clumsily expressed may
not be correctly’understood; but I appeal to your
honour as gentlemen, and I am sure I will not appeal
in vain when I ask you. not to make further effort
towards the acquaintance of the young ladies, because
all that you can succeed in doing will be to render
their voyage unpleasant to themselves, and interrunt,
if not seriously endanger, the gbod feeling which I

-
)
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understand has always existed between Mrs. Scrivener-

. Yapling and her protégées.”

“ All right,” sajd the man in the corner. ‘“Have
a drink, Mr. Kensihgton ?-’ ‘

“Thank you, I never drink,” answered Mr. Ken-
sington. »
. “Have a smoke, then ?”

“I do 'not smoke -either, thank you all the
same for your offer. I hcpe, gentlemen, you will

- forgive my intrusion on you this evening. ' Good ¥
# &
t" 7 - a

nigh

« Impudent puppy,” said Stewart Montague, as he -

closed the door behind him. .

But in this we did not arrree with hlm, not even
the man in the corner. o

¢ He is perfectly right,” sald that individual, “ and
I believe that we ought to be ashamed of .ourselfes.
It will dnly make: trouble, and I for one am gom« to
give up the hunt.’
 So, from that time forward, the smoking-room
collectively made no effort towards the acquaintince

- of the young ladies. The ladies’ seminary walk, as

it was called, took place every morning punctually,
and sometimes Mr. Kensington accompanied the
walkers.- Nevertheless, individual friendships, in
spite of everything that either Mr. Kensington' or
the ¢ dragon” could do, sprang up-between some of
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. the young men and some of the girls, b;lt’the
‘“dragon” had an invaluable ally in Mr. Kensing-
ton. The moment any of the young ladies began
walking with any of the young gentlemen on deck,
or the moment they seated themselves in steamer
chairs together, the urbane always polite Mr. Kens-
ington appeared on the scene and said, * Miss So-
and-So, Mrs.'Scrivener-Yaplinﬂ would like to speak
with you.”

" Then the. young lady would go with Mr. Kensmg-
ton, while the young gentleman was apt to.use strong
language and gnash his teeth. ’

Mr. Kensington _s_eel‘ned;]yni-eyed.‘ There was 1o
escaping him. Many in the smoking-room no doubt
would have liked to have picked a flaw in his cha-
racter if they could. One even spoke of the old
chestnut about a man who had no small vices being
certain to have some very large.ones; but even the
speakers themselves did not believe ‘this, and any one
could see at a glance that Mr. Kensington was a man
of sterling character. Some hinted that his wife was
the victim of his cruelty, and kept her state-room
. only because she knew that he was so fond of the
“dragon’s” company, and possibly that of some of
the young ladies as well. But this grotesque senti-
ment did not pass current even in the smoking-room.
Nevertheless, although he was evidently so good a
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man, he was cert)inly the most unpopular individual
on board The Tub." The hatred that Stewart Mon-
tague Yelt for him ever since’;that episode in the
smoking-room was almost grotesque.

Montague had somehow managed to get a contrite

- note of apology and distress to Miss Fleming, and
" several times the alert Mr. Kepsington had caught
them together, and asked Mis§ :Fleming with the

utmost respect to come down and see Mrs. Scrivener-
Yapling. T

All in all the ‘“dragon” did not have a very easy

time of 1tw She fussed around like any, other old hen
who had’i in charge a brood of ducks.

Once I thought there was going to be a row between
Montague and Kensington. He met that gentlema.n

in a seciuded part of the deck and, going up to him, -

said—

"“You old wife deserter, why can’t you at/fﬁnd to
your own affairs ? ” =,

Kensington turned deadly pale at this’ msul/i% and’

his fists clinched— N\ S

“What do you méan ? ” he\*\ald huskily. |

“I mean Wwhat I 8ay. Why\don’t you take S%n
own wife walking on the deck, an@ leave the young
. ladies alone. If’s none of your buéiness with whom
they walk.”

Kensington seemed about to reply, but he thought
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better of it, turned on his heel and left Montague
standmg there.

" The old Tub worried her way across the ocean, and
reached the bar at Liverpool just in time to be too
la.te to efoss it that night. Word was passed along
that a tender would come out from Liverpool for us,
which was not a verjf ché(e'ring prospect, as we would
have two hours' sail at least in whdt was practically
an open boat.

Finally the tender came alongside, and the baggage
All of us gathered
together ready to leave The Tub. Mr. Kensington,
avith his closely-veiled wife hanging on his arm, was
receiving the thanks and congratulations of the
“dragon.” The fifteen girls were all around her.
Before any one started down the sloping gangway
plank, however, two policemen, accompanied by a
woman, hurried up on board The Tub.

‘“ Now, madnm,” said’ the policeman, ‘“is he .
here?” -~ -

We saw that trouble was commg, and everybody
looked at everybody else, ,‘

“Jg he here 2 .cried the' woman excitedly ; *there
he stands, the villain. Oh, you villain, you scoundrel,
you mean raseal, to leave me, as you thought, penni- .
less in New York, and desert yoﬁr own wife gnd family
for tﬁat—fhat creature 1™
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$  We all looked at _Kensinéton, and bis face was
greenish-pale. The heavily veiled woman shrunk

behind him,. gnd the pohceman tried to make the
" true wife keep quiet.

“Is your name Braughton?”

Kensington did not answer. His eyes were riveted
on his wife.” “In the name of God,” he cried aghast,
¢ how did you come here 2 ** s (

_* “How did I come here,” she shrieked.. ¢ Oh, you
thought you slipped away nieely, didn’t you ? - But
you forgot that the Clipper Ieft the next day, and
‘T've been here Ywo days wmtmo for you. You little .
thought when you deserted me and my children in

" New York that we would be here to confront you at
Liverpool.” : D

" 7 %Come, . com% said the policeman, *there’s no
use of thls _ L anm afraid you will have to come with
us, sir’ ’

They took hxm in charge, and the irate w1fe then
turned like -a tm-ess on the heavily veiled woman

“who was with him. R .

“ No wonder you are ashamed to show your face,”
she cried. ‘ ,

¢ Come, eome,”’ said the policeman, ‘‘ eome, come.’
And they managed to induce her to say no more.

‘““Madam,” said young Montague to the speech-
less ‘“dragon,” ‘I want to ask your permission to .

/
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allow me to carry. Miss Fleming’s hand-baggage
ashore.” ‘

““How dare you speak to me, sir,” she answered.

“ Because,” he said, in a low voice, ‘“I thought
perhaps you wouldn’t like an account of this affair to
go to the Boston newspapers. I'm a newspapef
man, you see,” he added, with unblushing mendacity.

Then, turning to Miss Fleming, he said, “ Won’t you

allow me to carry this for you ?”
Miss Fleming surrendered the natty little handbag

she had w1t.h her, and smiled. The dragon” made

no obJectlon

o,




"A SOCIETY FOR THE REFORMATION
| OF POKER PLAYERS.

“O Unseen Hand that ever makes and deals us,
And plays our game!
¥ . That now obscures and then to light reveals us,
Serves Llanks or fame.
How vain our shuffling, bluff and weak pretending !
_. ’Tis Thou alone can name the final ending.”

TeE seductive game of poker is one that I do not
understand. I do not-care to understand it, because

it cannot be played without the putting.up of a good

deal of the coin of the realm, and although I have
nothing to say against betting, my own theory of
conduct in the matter is this, that I want no man’s

+* money which I do not earn, and I do not want any
man to get my money unless.he earns it. So it
happens, in the matter of cards, I content myself with

AN eucre and other games which do not_require the

(Mgering of money. | :

¢On board the Atlantic steamers thel;efti‘s always
lmo;e or less gambling. I have heard it said that
- men make trig)s to-and fro merely for the purpose of

fleecing their fellow-passengers but, except in ome

s




~

190 REFORMATION OF POKER PLAYERS.

instance, I never had any experience with this sort
of thing.

‘Our little society for the reformation of poker
players, or to speak more correctly, for (the reforma-
tion of one particular poker player, was formed one’
bright starlight night, latifude such a number, and
longitude something else, as four of us sat on a seat

at the extreme rear end of the great steamer. We

four, with one other, sat at a small table in the saloon.
One of the small tables on a Transatlantic steamer
is very pleasant if you have a nice crowd with you.
A seat at a small table compares with a seat at the
large table as living in a village comparés with living
in a city. You have some individuality at the short
table; you are merely one of a crowd at the long
table. Our small table was not quite full. I had
the honour of sitting at the head of it, and on each
side of me were two young fellows, making five
altogether. We all rather pride& ourselves on the
fact that there were no ladies at our little table.

- The young Englishman who sat at my right hand
at the torner of the table was going out to America
to learn farming. I could, myself, have taﬁght him
a good deal about it, but I.refrained from throw-
ing cold water on his enthusiastic ideas about

" American agriculture. His notion was that it was

an occupation mostly made up of hunting and fishing,

8
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a.nd ha.vmrr a _good time generatly. Thé proﬁts he
thoughb were large and easily acquired. He had
guns with him, and\beautl‘ful fishing-rods, and things
of that sort. He even had a vague idea that he
might be able to introduce fox-hunting in the rural
district to which he was going. He und rstood, and
regretted the fact, that we in the United States were
rather belindhand in the matter of fox-hunting.
He had a good deal of money with him, I undetstood,
and he had already paid a hundred pounds to a firm
in England that had agreed to place him on a farm
in America. Of course, now that the money had
been paid, there was no use in telling the young man
he had been a fool. He would find that out soon
enough when he got to America. Henry Storm was
his name, a‘xd a milder mannered man with a more
unsuitable name could hardly be found. Tke first
two or three days out he was the life of our party.
We all liked him, in fact, nobody could help liking
him ; but, as the voyage progressed, he grew more and
more melancholy;and, what- was really serious, took
little food, which is"not natural'in an Englishman.
I thought somebody had been telling him what a
fool he had been to pay daway his hundred pounds

before leavin§ England, but young Smith of Rochester,
" who sat at my left, told me what the trouble was one
day as we walked the deck.
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“Do you know,” he began, “ that Henry:Storm is
_ being rdbbed 2 -
" “Being robbed ?” I answered; ‘you mean he
. has been robbed.”

s  Well, has been, and is being, too. The thing is
going on yet. He is playing altogether too much
poker in the smoking-room, and has lost a pile of ‘
money—more, I imagine, than he can well afford.” 1’

¢ That’s what’s the trouble with him, isit? Well,
he ought to know better than to play for bigger stakes

1 \ than he can afford to lose.”

‘ “Oh, it's easy to say that; but he’s in the hands

ks U AN 2t b 1 1
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; of a swindler, of a professional gambler. You see

that man ?” He lowered his voice as he spoke, and

. I looked in the direction of his glance. By this time

1 we knew, in a way, éverybody on board the ship. The

' particular man Smith pointed out was a fellow I had

| {7 noticed a good deal, who was very quiet and gentle-
0 manly, interfering with nobody, and talking with few.

ﬁ . I had spoken to him once, but he had answered

3

‘é

rather shortly, and, apparently to his relief, and
Ak ~ certainly o my own, our acquaintance ceased where
L} ) it began. He had jet black beard and hair, both
f; g 5 rather closely clipped; and he wore a fore and aft
o . cap, which never mproves a man’s appearance very

148 : much.
“That man,” continued Sn;ith, as- he passed us,

X
4
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‘“was practically under arrest for gambling on the
steamer in which I came over. It seems that he is
a regular professional gambler, who does nothing but
go across the ocean and back again, fleecing young
fellows like Storm.”

““Does he cheat ? ” I asked. .

‘“He doesn’t need to. He plays poker. An old
hand, and a cool one, has no occasion to cheat at that
game to get a young one’s money away from him.

‘‘Then why.doesn’t some one warn young Storm ? "

“Well, that’s just what I wanted to speak to you
about. I think it ought to be done. I think we
should call a meeting of our ta.ble,.somewhere out
here in the quiet, and have a talk over it, and make
up our minds what is to be done. It’s a delicate
‘matter, you know, and I am afraid we are a little
late as it is. I do believe young Storm has lost
nearly all his money to that fellow.”

¢ Can’t he be made to disgorge ? ”

“How? The money has been won fairly enough,
as that sort of thing goes. Other fellows have played
with them. It isn’t as if he had been caught cheating
—he hasn’t, and won’t be. He doesn’t cheat—he
doesn’t need to, as I said before. Now that gambler
pretends he is a tommercial traveller from Buffalo.:
I know Buffalo down to the ground, so I t¢Gk him
aside yesterday and said plumply to him, ¢ What firm

. o
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in Buffalo do you represent ?’ He answered shortly
that his business was his own affair. I said, ¢ Cer-
“tainly it .is, and you are quite right in keeping it
3 " dark! When I was coming over to Europe; T saw
|- a man in your line of business who looked very much
| like you, practically put under arrest by the. .purser
for gambling. You were travellmg for a St. Louis
14 house then.””

| }' ‘“What did he say to that ?” .
? “Nothing; he just gave me one of those sly,
' sinister looks of his, turned on his heel, and left me.”
The result of this conversation was the inauguration
of the Society for the Reforming of a Poker Player.
It was agreed between us that if _young Storm had
lost all His money we would subscribe enough as a
loan to take care of him until he got a remittance
from home. Of course we knew that any young
. fellow who goes out to America to begin farming,
- -~ does not, as a géneral rule, leave people in England
o exceedingly well off, and probably this fact, more |
than any other, accounted for the remorse visible
. ; on Storm’s countenance. We knew quite well that |
: . the offering of money to him would be a very deli-
z cate matter, but it was agreed that Smith should
1 take this in hand if we saw the offer was'necessary.
Then I, as the man who sat at the head of the
table, was selected to speak to young Storm, and,
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if possible, get him to abandon poker. I knew this
was a somewhat impudent pieceif business on my

part, and so I took that evenimgw=to determine how -

best to perform the task set for me. I resolved to
walk the deck with him in the morning, and have
a frank talk over the matter.

" When the morning came, I took young Storm’s
arm and walked two or three turns up and down the
deck, but all the while I could not get up courage
enough to speak with- him in relation to gamblirg.
When he left me, I again thought over the matter.
I concluded to go into the smoking-room myself, sit
down beside him, see him lose some money and use
that fact as a text for my coming discourse on the
evils cf gambling. After luncheon I strolled into
the smoking-room, and there sat this dark-faced
man with his half-closed eyes opposite young Storm,

- while two- others made up the four-handed game of

poker. ‘w :

Storm’s face was very pale, and his lips seemed
dry, for he moistened them every now and then as
the game went on. He was sitting on the sofa, and
I sat down beside him, paying no heed to the dark
gambler’s look of annoyance. However, the alleged
Buffalo man said nothing, for he was not a person
who did much talking. Storm paid no attention to
me as I sat down beside him. The gambler had

- porioms
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just dealt. It was very interesting to%ag the way he
looked at his hand. He allowed merely the edges
of the cards to show--over, each other, and- f.l%en
closed up his hand a.nd,,seemed to know just what he
had. When young Storm looked at his hand he
gave a sort of gasp, and for the first time cast his
eyes upon me. I had seen his hand, but did not
know whether it was a good oné or not. I imagined
it was not very good, because all the cards were of
a low denomination. Threes or fours I think, but
four of the cards had a like number of spots. There

_ was some money in the centre of the table. Storm

pushed a half-crown in front of him, and the next T
man did the same. The ga.mblér put down a half- ~
sovereign', -and the man at his left, after a'moment’s
hesitation, shoved out an equal amount from the pile
of gold in front of him.-

Young Storm pushed out a sovereign.

“I'm out,” said the man whose next bet it was,

“throwing down his cards.

' The gambler raised it a sovereign, and the man
at his left dropped out. It now rested between
Storm and the gambler. Storm increased the bet a

" soverelgn. The ga.mbler then put on a five-pound
" note.

Storm said to me huskily, “Have you any money ? "
““Yes,” I answered him.
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“ Lend me five pounds if you can.”

Now, the object of my being there was to stop
gambling, not to encourage it. I was the president
pro tem. of the Society for the Reformation of Poker
Players, yet I dived into my pocket{pulled out my
purse under the table and slipped a five-pound note
into his hand. He put that on the table as if he had
' just taken it from his own pocket.

“I call you,” he said. -

¢ What have you got ? ” asked the gambler.

“Four fours,” said Storm, putting down his
hand. ,

The gambler closed up his and threw the cards
over to the man who was to deal. Storm paused a
moment and then pulled towards him the money in
the cenjre of the table and handed me my five-pound
note. .

When the cards were next dealt, Storm seemed to
have rather an ordinary hand, so apparently had all
‘the rest, and there was not much money in the pile.
But, poor as Storm’s hand was, the rest appeared to
be poorer, and he raked in the cash. This went on
for two or three deals, and finding that, as Storm was
~ winning all the time, although not heavily, I was not
gettmg an object lesson -against gambling, I made a
move to go.

“Stay where you are,” whispered Storm to Ine,
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pinching my knee with his hand so hard that I
- almost cried out.

Then it came to the gambler’s turn to deal again.
All the time he deftly shuffied the cards he watched
the players with that furtive glance of his from out
his half-shut eyes. P

Storm’s hand was a remarkable one, after he had’
drawn two cards, but I did not know whether it had
any special value or not. The other pla.yers drew
three cards efich, and the gambler took one. -

‘““How much money have you got?” whispered
Storm to me. .

“I don’t know,” I said, ‘perhaps a hundred
poun :

‘“Be prepared to lend me every penny of it,” he
whispered.

I said nothing; Dut I never knew the president of
a society for the suppression of gambling to be in
such a predicament. . :

Storm bet a sovereign. The player to bis left
threw down his band. The gami;ler pushed out two
sovereigns. ~The other player went out. :

Storm said, “I see your bet, and raise you another
sovereign.” The gambler,- without saying a word,
shoved forward some more gold.

“Get your money ready,” Whmpered Storm to
me.
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I did not guite like his tone, but I made allgw"a,nce’
for the excitement under which he was evidently

o labouring.

He threw on a five-pound note. The gambler put
down another five-pound note, and then, as if it were
the slightest thing possible, put a ten-pound note on
top of that, which made the side players gasp. Storm
had won sufficient to cover the bet and raise it.
After that I had to feed in to him five:pound notes,
keeping count of their number on my fingers as I
did so. The first to begin to hesitate about putting
money forward was the gambler. He shot a glance
now and again from under his eyebrows at the young
. man opposite. Finally, when my last five-pound
note had been thrown on the pile, the gambler spoke

for the first time.

“7 call you,’”he said.

“Put down another ﬁve-pound note,” cned the
young man. .

I have called you,” said the gambler

Henry Storm half rose from his seat in his excite-
ment. “Plit down another five-pound note, if you
-dare.” _

“That isn't poker, said the gambler. “I have
_ called you. What have you got?”

“Put down another five-pound note, and I'll put
a ten-pound note on top of 1t ”
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“I say that isn’t poker. You have been called.
What have you got 2 .

“T'll bet you twenty pounds against your five-pound
note, if you dare put it down.”

By this time Storm was standing up; guiyering
with excitement, his cards tightly clenched in his
hand. "The gambler sat opposite him calm and
infPérsutbable.

' «“What have you got ?" said Storm.
- “I called you,” said the gambler,  show youi'
hand.” ,

“Yes; but when I called you, you asked me what
I had, and I told you. What have you got 2" -

“] am not afraid to show my hand,” said the
gambler, and he put down on the table four aces.

. “There's the king of hearts,” said Storm, putting—
_ it down on the table. “ There’s the queen of hearts,
" there’s the knave of hearts, there’s the ten of hearts.
Now,” he cned waving his other card in the air,
“can you tell me what this card is?” -~

«T am sure I don’t know,” answered the gambler,
"quietly, ‘ probably the nine of hearts.”

“It is the nine of hea.rts, shouted Storm, placmg
it down beside the others: | 3

' The -gambler quietly picked up the cards, and
handed them to the man who was to deal. Storm’s
hands were trembling with excitement as he pulled
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the pile of bank notes and gold towards him. He
counted out what I had given him, and passed it-to
me under the table. The rest he thrust into his
pocket. -
. “Come,” T smd . 1t is time to go. Don’t sfrain
your lack.”

“Another five pounds, he whispered; ¢ git where
you are.’ P

‘““ Nonsense,” I said, ‘‘another five pounds will -

certainly mean that you lose, everything you have
won. Come away, I want to talk with you.”

¢ Another five pounds, I have sworn it.”

“Very well, I shall not stay here any longer.”
~ “No, no,” he cried cagerly; ‘“sit where you are,

sit where you are.”

There was a grim thin smile on the lips of the
gambler as this whispered conversation took place.

When the next hand was dealt around and Storm
looked at his cards, he gave another gasp of delight.
I thought that a poker player should not be so free
with his emotions; but of course I gaid nothing.
When it came his time to bet, he planked %m’s five-
poﬁnd note on the table. The other two, as was
usual, put down their cards. They were evidently
very timorous players. The gambler he%ita,ted for
. a second, then he put a ten-pound note on Storm’s
five-pounds. Storm at once saW him, and raised him
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ten. The gambler hesitated longer this time, but at
last he said, ‘I shall not bet. What have you got?”

“Do you call me?” asked Storm. #‘Put up your
money if you do.”

" ¢“No, I do not call you.”

Storm laughed and threw his cards face up on
the table. ‘I have nothing,” he said, *“I have
bluffed you for once.”

““It is very often done,” answered the gambler,

quietly, as Storm drew in his pile of money, stuffing
it again in his coat pocket. ‘¢ Your deal, Storm.”
. “No, sir,” said the young man, rising up; “TIl .
., never touch a poker hand again. I have got my own
money back and five or ten pounds over. I know
. 'when I've had enough.” )

Although it was Storm’s deal, the gambler had
the pack of cards in his hand idly shuffling them to
and fro. :

“I have often heard,” he said slowly without
raising his eyes, “that when one fool sits down
beside another fool at poker, the player has the luck
of two fools—but I never believed it before.’

4
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THE JIIAN WHO'IVAS NOT ON T]IE‘
PASSENGER LIST. !

“The well-sworn Lie, franked to the world with all
The circumstance of proof,
Cringes abashed, and sneaks along the wall

At the first sight of Truth.
TrE Gibrontus of the Hot Cross Bun Line was at one
time the best ship of that justly celebrated fleet. All
steamships have, of course, their turn at the head
of the fleet until a- better boat is built, but the

Gibrontus is even now a reasonably fast and popular

: boat. An accident happened on board the Gibrontus
some years ago which was of small importance to .

the general public, but of some momen§ to Richard
Keeling—for it killed him. The poor man got only
a line or two in the papers when the steamer arrived
at New York, and then they spelled his name

_ wrong. I had happened something like this:

Keeling | was “wandering arofind’ very late at night,
' when h 'should have been in his bunk, and he

stepped Qn a dark place that he thought was solid.
As it happened, there was mnothing between him
and the bottom of the hold but space. They
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buried Keeling at sea, and the officers kne% abso-

lutely nothing about the matter when inquisitive *
* passengers, hearing rumours, questioned them. This
 state of things very often exists both on sea and

land, as far as officials are concerned. Mrs. Keeling,
who had been left in England while her husband
went to America to make his fortune, and tumbled
down a hole instead, felt aggrieved at the company.
The company said that Keeling had no business to
be nosing around dark places on the deck at that
time of night, and doubtless their contention was
just. Mrs. Keeling, on the other hand, held that a
steamer had no right to have such mantraps-open
at any tfime, night or day, without having%ghem

properly guarded, and in that she was also probably -
correct. The company was very sorry, of course, "
that the thing had occurred; but they refused to pay -
'\for Keeling unless compelled to do so by the law of

jbhe land, and there matters stood. No one can tell
what the law of the land will do when it is put in
motion, although many people thought that if Mrs.
Keeling had brought a suit against the Hot Cross
Bun Company; she would have won it. But Mrs.
Keeling was a poor woman, and you have o put a
penny in the slot when you want the figures of justice

to work, so the unfortunate creature signed some-
”thin_gwhich the lawyer of the company had written

13
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out, and accepted the few pounds which Keeling had
paid for Room 18 on the G#rontus. It would seem
that this ought to have settled the ;nattef, for the
lawyer told Mrs. Keeling he thought the company
acted very generously in refﬁnding the passage
money; but it didn't settle the matter. Within a
year ffom that time, the company voluntarily paid
Mrs. Keeling £2100 for her husband. Now that the
occurrence is called to your mind, you will perhaps
remember the editorial one of the leading London
dailies had on the extraordinary circumstanee, in -
which it was very ably shown that the old saying ' !
about corporations having no souls to be condemned
or bodies to be kicked did not apply in these days of
commercial honour and integrity. It was a very
touching editorial, and it caused tears to be shed on
the Stock Exchange, the members having had no
idea, before reading it, that they were so noble and
geaerous.

How, then, was it that the Hot Cross Bun Com-
pany did this commendable act when their lawyer
took such pains to clear them of all legal liability ?
The purser of the Gibrontus, who is now old and
superannuated, could probably tell you if he liked.

When the negotiations with Mrs. Keeling had been
brought to a satisfactory conclusion by the lawyer
of the company, and when that gentleman was

5
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rubbing his hands over his easy victory, the good
~ ship Gibrontus was steaming out of the Mersey
- on her way to New York. The stewards in the grand
saloon were busy getting things in order for dinmer,
when a wan and. gaunt passenger spoke to one of
them.

““ Where have you placed me at table 2 he asked.

. ““ What name, sir 2 ” asked the steward.

“Keeling.”

The steward looked along the main tables, up one
side and down the other, reading the cards, but
nowhere did he find the name he was in search of.
. Then he looked at the small tables, but also without

success. SN ’

. “How do you spell it, sir 2 he asked the patient
passenger. S{/\ o

¢ K-double-e-14i-n-g.” . C

¢ Thank you, sir.”

Then he looked up and down the four rows of
names on the passenger list he held in his hand,
but finally shook his head.

“I can’t find your name on the passenger list,”
he said. “I'll speak to the purser, sir.” :

“I wish you would,” replied the passenger in a
listless way, as if he had not much interest in the
matter. The passenger, whose name was not on the
list, waited until the steward returned. -
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“Would you mind stepping into the 'ﬁurger’s room - -
for a moment, sir 2 Tl show you the '_qmy;j sir.” -

When the passenger wag .shown into the purser'’s 7o
room that official said to him, in the urbane manner
of pursers—

“Might I look at your ticket, sir?”’ .

The passenger pulled a long pocket-book from the
inside of his coat, opened it, and handed the purser
the document it contained. The purser scrutinized
it sharply, and then referred to a list he had on
the desk before him.

““ This is very strange,” he said at last. ‘I never’
knew such a thing to‘f(;ccur before, although, of .
" course, it is always possifle_. The people ‘on shore

have in some unaccountable manner left your name
out of my list. I am. sorry you have been put to
any inconvenience, sir.”

‘““There has been no inconvenience so far,” said
the passenger, ‘“and I trust there will be none. You
find the ticket regular, I presume ?”

¢ Quite so—quite s0,” replied the purser. Then,
to the waiting steward, ‘Give Mr. Keeling any
place he prefers at the table which is not already
taken. You have Room 18.” )

 “That was what I bought at Liverpool.” U

“Well, I see you have the room to yourself, and

I hope you will find it comfortable. Have you ever
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crossed with us before, sir? I seem to recollect your
face.”

‘I have never been in America.” S

“Ah! I see so many faces, of course, that I
sometimes fancy I know a man when I don’t. Well,
I hope you will have a pleasant voyage, sir.”

“Thank you.” . ,

No. 18 was not a popular passenger. People
seemed instinctively to shrink from him, although it
must be admijted that he made no advances. All
went well until the Gibrontus was about half-way over.
One forenoon the chief officer entered the *captain’s
room with a pale face, and, shutting the door after
him, said— «

“1 am very sorry to have to report sir, that one
of the passengers has fallen into the hold.” ,

“Good heavens!” cried the captain. “Is he-
hurt?”

‘“He is killed, sir.”

The captain stared aghast at his subordinate.

‘““How did it happen? I gave the strictest orders

‘/hat those places were on no account to be left un--
' guarded.”
Although the company had held to Mrs. Keeling
~ that the captain was not to blame, their talk with
that gentleman was of an entirely different tone.
‘‘That is the strange part of it, sir. The hateh has

i
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not been opened this voyage, sir, and was securely
bolted down.” \

“Nonsense! Nobody will believe such a story!
Some one has been careless! Ask the purser to
comé here, please.”

When the purser saw the body, he recollected, and
came as near fainting as a purser can.

They dgopped Keeling overboard in the night,
and the whele affair was managed so quietly that
nobody Suspected anything, and, what is the most in-
credible thing in this story, the New York papers
did not have a word about it. What the Liverpool
office said about the matter nobody knows, but it
must have stirred up something like a breeze in that
strictly busineser-locality. It is likely they pooh-
poohed the whole affair, for, strange to say, when the
purser tried to corroborate the story with the dead
man’s ticket the document was nowhere to be found.
~ The Gibrontus started out on her next voyage from
Liverpool with all her colours flying, but some of
her officers had a vague feeling of unrest within them
which reminded them of the time they first sailed
on the heaving seas. The purser was seated in his
room, busy, as pursers always. are at the beginning
of a voyage, when there was a rap at the door.

“Come in!” shouted the important official, and
there entered unto him a stranger, who said—
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‘ Are you the purser?”

““Yes, sir. 'What can I do for you?”

‘I have room No. 18.” _

“What!” cried the purser, with a gasp, almost
jumping from his chair. Then he looked at the
robust man before him, and sank back with a sigh
of relief. It was not Keeling.

““I have room No. 18,” continued the passenger,
‘“and the arrangement I made with your people in
Liverpool was that I was to ‘have the room to
myself. Ido a great deal of shipping over your——"

‘“Yes, my dear sir,” said the purser, after having
looked rapidly over his list, ‘‘you have No. 18 to
yourself.”

“So I told the man who is-unpacking his luggage
there ; but he showed me hig/ticket and it was issued
before mine. I can’t ql}ite understa.pd why your
people should——"* /

¢ What kind of a lookmg man is he 27

A thin, unhealth;% cadaverous man, who doesn’t
look as if he would last till the voyage ends. I don’t
" want him for a roém mate, if I have to have one.
I think you ongh/})b—

«1 will, sir. /I will make it all right. I suppose, if
it should happen that a mistake has been made, and
he has the/prior claim t(}' the room, you would not

g No. 24—it is a larger and better room.”
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“ That will suit me exactly.” ‘

So the purser Jocked his door and went down
to No. 18.

“Well 2 he said to its occupant.

- ‘““Well,” answered Mr. Keeling, looking up at him «
with his cold and fishy eyes.
“You're here again, are you?” - §
“I'm here again, and I will be here again. . And - M
" again and aga.fr;, and again and again. 3

““Now, what the——"" Then the purser hesitated
a moment, and thought perhaps he had better not
swear, with that icy, clammy gaze fixed upon him.
““What object have you in all this?

“Object? The very simple one of making your
company live up to its contract. From Liverpoo)
to New York, my ticket reads. I paid for being
landed in the United States, not for being dumped
overboard in mid-ocean. Do you think you can take
me over? You have had two tries at it and have
not succeeded. Yours is a big and powerful company
too.”

“If you know we can't do it, then why do
you—2?" The purser hesitated.

‘“ Pester you with my presence ?” suggested Mr.
Keeling. ‘ Because I want you to.do justice. Two
thousand pounds is the price, and I will raise it one
hundred pounds every trip.”
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This time the New York papers got hold of the
incident, but not of its peculiar features. Theyspoke
of the extraordinary carelessness of the officers in
allowing practically the same accident fo occur twice
on the same boat. When the Gibrontus reached
Liverpool all the officers, from the capta‘in down,
sent in their resignations. Most of the sailors did
not take the trouble to resign, but cut for it. The
managing director was annoyed a§ the newspaper
comments, but laughed at the rest “of\ the story. He
was invited to come over and interyiew Keeling for
his own satisfaction, most of the officgrs promising to
remain on the ship if he did so. f He took Room
18 himself. What happened I do/not know, for the
purser refused to sail again on the Gibrontus, and was
given another ship. -

But this much is certain. When the managing

director got back, the company. generously paid Mrs.
Keeling £2100.

S
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THE TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE OF
PLODKINS. ~\

\

\

“YWhich—life or death? ’Tis a gambler’s chance!
Yet, unconcerned; we spin and dance,
On the brittle thread of circumstance.”

I vuxperstaxp that Plodkins is in the habit of
referring sceptical Listeners to:me, and telling them
that I will substantiate every word of hjs story.
Now this is. hardly fair of Plodkins. I can certainly
corroborate part of what he says, and I can bear
witness to the condition in which I found him after
his ordeal was over. So I have thought it best, in ’
order to set- myself right with the public, to put
down exactly what occurred. If I were asked whether

or not I believe Plodkins’ story myself, I would have
" to answer that sometimes I believe it, and sometimes
I do not. ; Of course Plodkins will be offended when
he reads this, but there are other things that I have
to say about him which will perhaps enrage him still
more ; still they are the truth. For instance, Plodkins
can hardly deny, and yet probably he will deny, that
he was one of the most talented drinkers in America.
1 venture to say that every time he set foot in Liver-
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pool coming LEast, or in New York going West, he
was just on the verge of delirium tremens, becatse,
being necessarily idle during the voyage, he did little
else but drink and smoke. I never knew a man who -
could take so much liquor and show such small re-
sults. The fact was, that in the morning Plodkins
was never at his best, because he was nearer sober then
than at any other part of the day; but, after dinner,
a more entertaining, genial, generous, kind-hearted
man than Hiram Plodkins could not be found ‘a.ny-
where. '

I want to speak of Plodkins’ story with the calm,
djispassionate manner of a judge, rather than with the
partisanship of a favourable witness; and although
my allusion to Plodkins’ habits of lintoxication may
seem to him defamatory in character, and unneces-
sary, yet I mention them only to show that ‘some-
thing terrible must have occurred in the bath-room
to make him stop short. The extraordinary thing is,
from that day to this Plodkins has not touched a
drop of intoxicating liquor, which fact in itself strikes

.me a8 more wonderful than the story he tells.

Plodkins was a frequent crosser on the Atlantic
steamers. He was connected with commercial houses
on both sides of the ocean ; selling in America for
an English house, and buying in Englanﬁ for an
American establishment. I presume it was his ex-
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periences in selling goods that led to his terrible
habits of drinking. I understood from him that out
‘West, if you are selling goods you have to do a great
deal of treating, and every time you treat another
man to a glass of wine, or a whiskey cocktail, you
have, of course, to drink with him. But this has
nothing to do with Plodkins’ story.

On an Atlantic liner, when there is a large list of
passengers, especially of English passengers, it is
difficult to get a convenient hour in the morning at
which to take a bath. This being the case, the
purser usually takes-down the names of applicants
and assigns each a particular hour. Your hour may
be, say seven o’clock in the morning. The next

| mahn comes on at half-past seven, and the third man
at eight, and so on. The bedroom steward raps at
your door when the proper time arrives, and informs
you that the bath is ready. You wrap a dressing-
gown or a cloak around you, and go along the silent
corridors to the bath-room, coming back, generally
before your half hour is up, like a giant refreshed.

Plodkins’ bath hour was seven o’clock in the morn-
ing. Mine was half-past seven. On the particular
morning in question the stewqil'/d did not call me,
and I-thought he had {ogggtte/n, so I passed along
the dark corridor and tried the bath-room door.
1 found it unbolted, and as everything was quiet °

\ |
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inside, I entered. I thought nobody was ‘there,
so I shoved the bolt in the door, and went over
to see if the water had been turned on. The
light was a Tittle dim even at that time of the
morning, and I must say I was horror-stricken to
see, lying in the bottom of the bath-tub, with his
eyes fizxed on the ceiling, Plodkins. I am quite
willing to admit that I was never so startled in my
life. I thought af first Plodkins was dead, notwith-
standing his open eyes staring at the ceiling; but
he murmured, in a sort of husky far-away whisper,
“ Thank God,” and then closed his eyes.

“What’s the matter, Plodkins?” I said. ¢ Are youill?
What’s the matter with you ? Shall I call for help ?”

There was a feeble negative motion of the head.
" Then he said, in & whisper, “Is the door bolted 2

““Yes,” I answered.

After another moment’s pau‘se, I said— -

“Shall I ring,and get you some whiskey or brandy?”

Again he shook his head.

‘“ Help me to get up,” he said feebly.

He was very much shaken, and I had some {rouble
in getting him on- his feet, and seating him on the
one chair in the room. ‘

“You had better come to my state-room,” I said;
‘it is nearer than yours. What has happened to

you?” .
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He replied, “I will go in a moment. Wait a
minute.” And I waited. _

“Now,” he continued, when he had apparently
pulled himself together a bit, ‘‘just tygn on- the
electric light, will you ?”

I reached up to the peg of the electric light and
turned it on. A shudder passed over Plodkins’ frame,
but he: said nothing. He seemed puzzled, and once -
more I asked him to let me take him to my state-
room, but he ‘hook his head.

‘“ Turn on the water.” I did so.

¢ Turn out the electric light.” I did that also. .

“Now,” he added, “ put your hand in the water
and turn on the electric light.”

I was convinced Plodkins had become insane, but
I recollected I was there alone thh him, shaky as,
he was, in a room with & bolted door, so I put my
fingers in the water and attempted to turn on the- g
electric light.- 1 got a shock that was very much
greater than that which I received when I saw Plod-
kins 'lying at the bottom of the bath-tub. I gave a
yell and a groan, and staggered backwards. Then
Plodkins laughed a feeble laugh.

“Now,” he said, “I will go with you to your
state-room.”

The laugh seemed to have braced up Plodkins like
a glass of liquor would have done, and when we got
to my state-room he was able to tell me what had

]
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happened. As a sort of preface to his remarks, I
would like to say a word or, two about that bath-tab.
It was similar to bath-tubs on board other steamers ;
a great and very deep receptacle of solid marble.
There were different nickel-plated taps for letting
in hot or cold water, or fresh water or salt water
as was desired ; and the escape-pipe instead of being
at the end, as it is in most bath-tubs, was in the
centre. It was the custom of the bath-room steward
to fill it about half full of water at whatever tempera- .
ture you desired. Thén, placing a couple of towels.
rack, he would go and call the man whose
r it was to bathe. ’ .
Plodkins said, * When I went in there everything
appeared as usual, except that the morning e’[vas very

dark. I stood in the bath-tub, the watgr coming

nearly to my knees, and reached up to turn on the
electric light. The moment I touched the brass key

_received a shock that simply paralyzed me. I
think liquor has something to do with the awful
the electricity had upon me, because I had
taken\too much the night before, and was feeIing
very shaky indeed ; but the result was that I simply
fell full length in the bath-tub just as you found me.
I was unable to move anything except my fingers
and toes. I did not appear to be hurt-in the least,
and my senses, instead of being dulled by the shock,
seemed to be preternaturally sharp, and I realized




THE TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE OF PLODKINS. 219

in a moment that if this inability to move remained
With mefgtr five minutes I was. a dead man—dead,
not from the shock, but by drowning. I gazed up
through that clear green water, and I could see the
ripples on the surface slowly subsiding after my
plunge into the tub. It reminded me of looking into
an aquarium. Yojx know how you see up through
the water to the surface with the bubbles rising to
the top. I knew. that nobody would come in for at
*. least half an hour, and even then I couldn’t remember
whether I had bolted the door or not. Sometimes
I bolt it, and sometimes I don't. I didn’t this morn-
ing, as it happens. All the time I felt that strength
was slowly returning to me, for I continually worked
my fingers ‘and toes, and now feeling _seeméd
to be coming up to my wrists and gres.” Then I
remembered that the vent was in the middle of the
bath-tub ; so, wriggling my fingers around, 1 got hold
of the ring, and pulled up the plug. In the 'dense
silence that was around me, I could not tell whether
the water was running out or not; but gazing up’
towards the ceiling I thought I saw the surface
gradually sinking down and down and down. Of
course it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds,
but it seemed to be years and years and years. I
knew that if once I let my breath go I would be
drowned, merely by the spasmodic action of my
lungs trying to recover air. I felt as if I should
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burst. It was. a match against time, with life or
death as the stake. Af first, as I said, my senses
.. Were abnormally sharp, but, by and by, I"began to
notice that they were wavering. I thought the glassy :
i surface of the water, which I could see above me, was
‘ in reality & great sheet of crystal that somebody was
pressing down upon me, and I began to think that
. the moment it reached my face I would smother. I
i tried to struggle, but was held with a grip of steel.
( Finally, this slab of erystal came down to my nose,
i and seemed to split apart. I could hold on mno
’ ~ longer, and with a mighty expiration blew the water
( up towards the ceiling, and drew in a frightful
’ smothering breath of salt water, that I blew in turn
{ . upwards, and the next breath I took in had some
1 o air with the water. I felt the water tickling the
’, corners of my mouth, and receding slower and slower
! down my face and neck. Then I think I must have
E become insensible until just before you entered the
: !; room. Of course there is something wrong with the
if electric fittings, and there is a leak of electricity ;
{ but I think liquor is at the bottom of all this. I
%1 don’t believe it would have aflected me like this if
Y I had not been soaked in whiskey.”
:' ) ) “If I were you,” I said, ““I would leave whxskey
Al alone.” :
1 ‘ «I intend to,”’ he answered solemnly, ‘‘and baths too.”




A CASE OF FEVER.

“0, undemea’th the blood-red sun,
No bloodier deed was ever done!
Nor fiercer retribution sought
The hand that first red ruin wrought.”

Tai1s is the doctor's story— .
The doctors on board the Atlantic liners are usually
young men. They are good-looking and entertaining
as well, and generally .they can play the violin or -
some other insfrument that is of great use at the
inevitable concert which takes place about the middle
of the Aflantic. They are urbane, polite young men,
and they chat pleasantly i;.nd nicely to the ladies on
board. I believe that the doctor on the Transatlantic
steamer has to be there on account of the steerage
passengers. Of course the doctor goes to the steerage ;
but I imagine, as a general thing, he does not s;)end
any more time there than the rules of the service
compel him to. The ladies, at least, would be unani-
mous in saying that the doctor is one of the most
charming officials on board the ship.
This doctor, who tells the story I am about to
relate, was not liRe the usual Atlantic physician.
” He was older than the 'a;verage, and, to judge by
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his somewhat haggard, rugged face, had seen hard
times and rough usage in different parts of the world.
Why he came to settle down on an Atlantic steamer—
a berth which is a starting-point rather than-a
terminus—I have no means of knowing. He never
told us; but there he was, and one night, as he
smoked his pipe with us in the smoking-room, we
closed the door, and compelled him to tell us a story.

As a preliminary, he took out of his inside pocket
a book, from which he selected a slip of creased paper,
which had been there so long.that it was rather the ‘
worse for wear, and had to be tenderly handled.

“As a beginning,” said the doctor, “I will read "’
you what this slip of paper says. It is an extract
from one of the United States Government Reports in
the Indian department, and it relates to a case of-
fever, which caused the death of the celebrated Indian
chief Wolf Tusk. '

“I am not sure that I am doing quite right in -
telling this story. There may bﬂ isk for my-

self in relating it, and I don’t know exactly what the
o8 Government might have in store for

able to say whether I acted rightly or wrongly in the
matter I have to tell you about. You shall be the
" best judges of that. There is no qtgaﬁoﬁ/but Wolf
Tusk was an old monster, and there is no question

T
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either that the men who dealt with him had been
grievously—but, then, there is no use in my giving
you too.many preliminaries; each one will say for
himself whether he would have acted as I did or not.
I will make my excuses at the end of the story.”
Then he read the slip of paper. I have not a copy
of it, and have to quote from memory. It was the
r&port of the physician who saw Wolf-Tusk die, and
it went on to say that about nine o’clock in the
morning a heavy and unusual fever set in on that
chief. He had been wounded in the battle of the
day before, when he was captured, and the fever
attacked all qu-rts of his body. Although the doctor
had made every effort in his power to relieve the
Indian, nothing could stop the ravages of the fever.
_At four o’clock in the afternoon, having been in great
pain, and, during the latter part, delirious, he died,
and was buried near the spot where he had taken
ill. This was signed by the doctor.

- “What I have read you,” said the physician, fold-

‘ing up the paper again, and placing- it in his pocket-
book, ¢ is strictly and accurately true, otherwise, of
course, I would not have so reported to the Govern-
ment. Wolf Tusk was the chief of a band of irre-
concilables, who were now in one part of the West
and now in another, giving a great deal of trouble
to the authorities. ~Wolf Tusk and his band had
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splendid horses, and they never attacked a force that
outnumbered their own. In fact, they never attacked
anything where the chances were not twenty to one in
their favour, but that, of course, is Indian warfare; and
in this, Wolf Tusk was no different from his fellows.
“On one occasion Wolf Tusk and his band swooped
" down on a settlement where they knew that all ‘the
. defenders were away, and-no one but women and
children were left to meet them. Here one of the
most atrofious massacres of the West took place.
Every woman and child in the settlement was killed
undet-circumstances of inconceivable brutality. The
buildings, such as they were, were burnt down, and,
when the men returned, they found nothing but heaps
of smouldering ruin.

« Wolf Tusk and his band, knowing there would be
trouble about this, had made for the broken ground
where they could so well defénd themselves. The
alarm, however, was speédﬂg given, and a company
of cavalry from the nearest fort started in hot pursuit.

I was the physician who accompanied the troops.
The men whose families had been massacred, and
who were all mounted on swift horses, begged per-
mission to go with the soldiers, and that permission
was granted, because it was known that their leader
would take them after Wolf Tusk on his own account,
and it was thought better to have every one engaged
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in the pursuit under the direct command of the chief
officer.

‘ He divided his troop into three parts, one follow-
ing slowly after Wolf Tusk, and the other two taking
roundabout ways to head off the savages from the
broken ground and foothills from which no number
of United States troops could have dislodged them:.
" These flanking parties were -partly successful. They -
did not succeed in heading off the Indians entirely,
but one succeeded in changing their course, and
throwing the Indians unespectedly into the way of
the other flanking party, when a sharp battle took
~ place, and, during its progress, we in the rear came
up. When the Indians saw our reinforcing party
come towards them each man broke away for himself
and made for the wilderness. Wolf Tusk, who had
been wounded, and had his horse shot under him, did -
not succeed in escaping. The two flanking parties |
now having reumt&d with the’main body, it was
decided to keep the Indians on the run for a day or
two at least, and so a question arose as to the
disposal of the wounded chief. He could not be
taken with the fighting party ; there were no soldiers
to spare to take him back, and so the leader of the
settlers said that as they had had enough of war, they
would convey him to the fort. Why the commander
allowed this to be done, I do not know. He must
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have realized the feelings of the settlers towards the
man who massacred their wives and children. * How-
ever, the request of the settlers was acceded to, and
I was ordered back also, as I had been’ slightly
wounded.. You can see the mark here on my cheek,
nothing serious; but the commander thought I had
better get back into the fort, as he was certain there
would be no more need of my services. The Indians
were on the run, and would make no further stand.

It was about three days’ march from where the
engagement had taken place to the fort. Wolf Tusk
was given one of the captured Indian horses. I
attended to the wound in his leg, and he was strapped
on the horse, so that there could be no possibility
of his escaping.

“We camped the first night in a little belt of
timber that bordered a small stream, now nearly dry.
In the morning I was somewhat rudely awakened,
and found myself tied hand and foot, with two or
three of the seftlers standing over me. They helped
me to my feet, then half carried and half led me to a
tree, where they tied me securely to the trunk.

‘¢ What are you going to do? What is the mean-
ing of this?’ I said to them in astonishment.

‘¢ Nothing,” was the answer of the leader; ‘that
is, nothing, if you will sign a certain medical report
which is to go to the Government. You will see,
from where you are, everything that is going -to
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happen, and we expect you to report truthfully; but
we will take the liberty of writing the report for you.

¢ Then I noticed that Wolf Tusk was tied to a tree
in a manner similar to myself, and around him had
been collected a quantity of firewood. This firewood
was not piled up to his feet, but formed a circle at
some distance from him, so that the Indian would
be slowly roasted.

“ There is no use in my describing what took place.
‘When I tell you that they lit the fire at nine o’clock,
and that it was not until four in the afternoon that
Wolf Tusk died, you will understand the peculiar
horror of it. A _

‘¢ Now,’ said the legder to me when everything was
over, ¢ here is the repg: I have written out,” and he
read to me the report which I have read to you.

¢ <This dead villain has murdered our wives and
our children. If I could have made his torture last.
for two weeks I would have done so. You have made
every effort to save him by trying to break loose,
and.you have not su'cceeded./ﬂe/ire not going to
harm you, even though you refuse to sign this report.
You cannot bring him to life a.ga.m, thank God, a.nd s

you can do is to put more frouble on the heads
of men who have already, through red devils like
this, had more trouble than they can well stand and
keep sane. Will yoy sign the report?’

“I said I would, and I did.”




ITOW .THE CAPTAIN GOT ITIS
. STEAMER OUT.

“On his own perticular well-wrought row,
That he’s straddled for agex—
Learnt its lay and its gages—
His style may seem queer, but permit him to know,
The likclicst, sprightliest, manner to hoe.”

“ THERE is nothing more certain than that some day’a

we will have to record a terrible disaster du'ectly
traceable to ocean racing.

¢ The vivid account which one of our reporters gives
in another column of how the captain of the Arrowic
went blundering across the bar yesterday in one of
the densest fogs of the season is very interesting .
reading. Of course the account does not pretend to
be anything more than imaginary, for, until the
Arrowic reaches Queenstown, if she ever idoes under
her present captain, no one can tell how much of
luck was mixed with the recklessness which fook
this steamer out inta the Atlantic in the midst of the
thickest fog we have had this year. All that can be
known at presentl'is, that, when the fog lifted, the .
splendid steamer Dartonia was lying at anchor in the
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bay, having missed the tide, while the' Arrowic was
nowhere to be seen. If the fog was too thick for the
Dartonia to cross the bar, how, then, did the captain
of the Arrowic get his boat out? The captain of
the Arrowic should be taught to remember that there
are other things to be thought of beside the defeating
of a rival steamer. He should be made to understand
that he has under his charge a steamer avorth a
million and a half of dollars, and a cargo probably
nearly as valuable. Still, he might have lost his
ship and cargo, and we would have had no word to
say. That(concerns the steamship company and
the owners of the cargo; but he had also in his care)

" nearly a theisand human lives, and these he should
not be allowed to juggle with in order to beat all
the rival steamers in the world.”

The above editorial is taken from the columns of
the New York Daily Mentor. The substance of it .
had been cabled across to London and it made
pleasant reading for the captain of the Arrawic at

\Queenstown. The captain didn't say anything about
it; he was not e talkative man. Probably he ex-
plained to his chief, if the captain of an ocean liner
can possibly have a chief, how he got his vessel out
of New York harbour in a fog; but, if he did, the
explanation was never made public, and so here’s
an account of it published for tke first time, and it
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may give a pointer to the é’apta.in of the rival liner
Dartonia. I may say, however, that the purser was
not as silent as the captain. He was very indignant .
at what he called the outrage of the New York paper,
and said a great many unjustifiable things about
newspaper men. He knew I was a newspaper man
myself, and probably that is the reason htﬂgunched
his maledictions against the fraternity at my head.

“ Jugt\listen to that wretched penny-a-liner,” he

said, rapping savagely on the paper with the back of

his hand.

I intimated mildly that they paid more than a
penny a line for newspaper work in New York, but -
he said that wasn’t the point. In fact the purser
was too angry to argue calmly. He was angry the
whole way from Queenstown to Liverpool.

‘“Here,” he said, “is some young fellow, who
probably never saw the inside of a ship in his life,
and yet he thinks he can tell the captain of a great
ocean liner what should be done and what shouldn’t.

"Just think of the cheek of it.”

“1 don’t see any cheek in it,” I said, as soothingly
as possible. “ You don’t mean to pretend to argue,
at this time of day that a newspaper man does notR/
know how to conduct every other business as well ‘a8
his own.” .

But the purser did make that very contention,
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* although of course he must be excused, for, as I said,
he was not in a good temper.

“ Newspaper men,” he continued, “act as if they
did know everything. They pretend in their papers
that every man thinks he knows how to run a news-
paper or a hotel. But look at their own case. See
the advice they give to statesmen. See how they
would govern Germany, or England, or any other
country under the sun. Does a big bank get into
trouble, the newspaper man at once informs the
financiers how they should have conducted their
business. Is there a great railway smash-up, the
newspaper man shows exactly how it could have been
avoided if he had had the management of the railway.
- Is there a big strike, the newspaper man steps in.
He tells both sides what they should do. If every
man( thinks he can run a hotel, or a newspaper—
and I am sure most men could run a newspaper as
well as the newspapers are conducted now—the con-
ceit of the ordinary man is nothing to the conceit of
the newspapér man. He notf only thinks he can run
a newspaper and a hotel, but every other busmess
under the sun.’

¢ And how do you know he can’t,” I asked

" But the purser would not listen to reason. He
contended that a captain who had crossed the ocean
hundreds of times and for years and years had worked

|
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his way up, had just as big a sense of responsibility
for his passengers and his ship and his cargo as ;my
newspaper man in New York could have, and this
palpably absurd contention he maintained all the
way to Liverpool. ‘

When a great ocean racer is makix{g ready to put
out to sea, there can hardly be immgined a more
bustling scene than that which presents itself on the
- deck and on thé wharf. There is the rush of pas- .
sengers, the banging about of luggage, the hurrying -
to and fro on the~decks, the i'oa.r of escaping steam,
the working of immense steam cranes hoisting and
" lowering great bales of merchandise and luggage from
the wharf to the hold, and here and there in quiet
corners, away from- the rush, are tearful people
bidding good-bye to one another.

The Arrowic and the Dartonia left on the same day
and within the same hour, from wharfs that were
almost adjoining” each other. We bokrd the
Arrowic could see the same bustle and stir on board
- the Dartonia thaf we ourselves were in the midst of.

The Dartonia was timed-fo leave about half an
hour ahead of us, and wﬁard the frantic ringing .,
of her last bell warning everybody to get on shore
who’were not going to cross the ocean. Then the.
great steamer backed slowly out from ber wharf.

Of course all of us who were going on the Arrowic
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e
were warm champions of that ship as the crack ocean -

racer ; but, as the Dartonia moved backwards with
slow stately majesty, all her colours ﬂying,,;md her
decks black with passengers crowding to the rail and
gazing towards us, we could not deny that she was

a splendid vessel, and ‘“ even the ranks of Tuscany

conld scarce forbear a cheer.” Once out in the stream

her twin screws enabled her to turn around almost

without the help,of tugs, and just as our last bell was

"ringjng she moved off down the bay. Then we backed

slowly out in the same fashion, and, although we had"
-not the advantage of seéing ourselves, we saw a great

" sight on the wharf, which Waﬁovered with people,

ringing with~ cheers, and white with the flutter of

handkerchiefs. '

As we headed down stream thc\day began to get
rather thick. .It had been gloomy all morning, and .
by the time we reached the statue of Liberty it was
so foggy that one could hardly see three boats’ length

" ahead or behind. All eyes were strained to catc}h a
glimpse of the Dartonia, but nothing of her was
visible. Shortly after, the fog came down in earnest

and blotted out everything. There was a strong wind _‘ .

blowing, and the vapour, which was cold and ptercing, -
swept the deck with dripping moisture. Then we
came to a standstill. The ship’s bell was rung con-
tinually forward and ¢body was whanging on the

-
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-gong towards the stern. Everybody knew that, if this

sort of thing lasted long, we would not get over the bar

that tide, and consequently everybody felt annoyed,

for this delay would lengthen the trip, and people, as
a general thing, do not take passage on an ocean racer
with the idea of getting in a day late. .Suddenly the
fog lifted clear from shore to shore. . Then we saw
something that was not calculated to put our minds
at ease. A big three-masted vessel, with full sail,

dashed past us only a very few yards behind the stern
of the mammoth steamer.

‘“ Look at that blundering idiot,” said the purser to
Ine, ““ rushing full speed over crowded New York Bay

in a fog as thick as pea-soup. A captain who would
do a thing like that ought to be hanged.” -

Before the fog settled down again we saw the
Darionia with her anchor chain out a few hundred
yards to our left, and farther on, one of the big Ger-
man steamers, also at anchor.

In the short time that the fog was lifted our own
vessel made some progress towards the bar. Then

the thickness came down again. A nautical passenger, .
who had crossed many times, came aft to where 1 was -

standing, and said—
‘Do you notice what the captain is trying to do 2
‘“ Well,” I answered, ““ I don’t see how anybody can
do anything in weather like this.”

234 HOW THEJ 'CAPTAIN GOT HIS STEAMER OUT. “*-
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““There is a strong wind blowing,” continued the
nautical passenger, ‘‘and the fog is liable to lift for

a few minutes at & time. "If it lifts often enongh our- - -

captain is going to get us over the bar:™ Tt will be

rather a sharp bit of work if he succeeds. You notice -
‘thgﬁt the Dartonia has thrown out her anchor. Sheis

endently going to wait where she is until the fog
clears away entirely.” ] .
So with that we two went forward to see what was
being done. The captain stood on the bridge and
beside him the pilot, but the fog was now so thick we
could hardly see them, although we stood close by,
on the piece of deck in front of the wheelhouse. The
almost incessant clanging of the bell was kept up, and
in the pauses we heard answering bells from different
points in the thick fog. Then, for a second time, and
with equal suddenness, the fog lifted ahead of us.
Behind we could not see either the Dartonia or the
German steamer. Our own boat, however, went full
speed ahead and kept up the pace till the fog shut
down again. The captain now, in pacing the bridge,
had his chronometer in his hand, and those of us who
were at the front frequently looked at. our:watches,
for of course the nautical passenger knew just how
late it was possible for us to cross the bar.
. “1 am afraid,” said the passenger, “he is not

going to succeed.” Baut, as he said this, the fog lifted
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for the third time, and again the mammoth steamer
forged ahead. S

“If this clearance will only last for ten minutes,”
said the nautical passenger, *‘ we are all right.” But
the fog, as if it had heard him, closed down on us
again damper and thicker than ever.

“We are just at the bar,” said the nautical
passenger, ““and if this doesn’t clear up pretty soon
the vessel will have to go back.”-

The captain kept his eyes fizxed on the chronometer
in his hand. The pilot fried to peer ahead, but every-
thing was a thick white blank. _

“ Ten minutes more and it is too late,” said the
nautical passenger.

There was a sudden rift in the fog that gave a
moment’s hope, but it closed down again. A minute
afterwards, with a suddenness that was strange, the
whole blue ocean lay before us. Then full- steam
ahead. The fog still was thick behind us in New
York Bay. We saw it far ahead coming in from
the ocean. All at once the captain closed his chro-
nometer with & snap. We were over the bar and
into the Atlantie, and - tha.t is how the captain got
the Arrowic out of New York- ‘Bay.
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“ Ye can play yer jokes on Nature,
An’ play ’em slick;
She’ll grin a grin, but, landsakes, friend,
Look out fer the kick!”

O~NE night about eleven o’clock I stood "at the
stern of that fine Atlantic steamship, the City of
Venice, which was ploughing its way through the
darkness towards America. I leaned on the rounded
bulwark and enjoyed a smoke as I gazed on the
luminous trail the wheel was making in the quiet sea.
Some one touched me on the shoulder, saying, ‘ Beg
pardon, sir;’* and, on straightening up, I saw in the
~ dim light a man whom at first I took to be one of the
steerage passengers. I thought he wanted to get past
me, for the room was rather restricted in the passage
between the aft wheelhouse and the stern, and I moved
aside. The man looked hurriedly to one side and
then the other and, approaching, said in a whisper,
“I'm starving, sir!”’
“Why don’t you go and get something to eat, then ?
Don’t they give you plenty forward ? "
I suppose they do, sir;
: at little I took with me is
~ gone;and for two days I've had nothing.”
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““Come with me. I'll take you to the steward, he’ll
fix you all right.” _

‘“Oh, no, no, no,” he cried, trembling with excite-
ment. “If you speak to any of the officers or-crew
I'm lost. I assure you, sir, I'm an honest man, I am
indeed, sir. It’s the old story—nothing but starva-
tion at home, so my only chance seemed to be to get
this way to America. If I'm caught I shall get
dreadful usage and will be taken back and put in jail.”

“Oh, you're mistaken. The officers are all
courteous gentlemen.”

“Yes, to you cabin passengers they are. But
to a stowaway—that’s a different matter. If you
can’t help me, sir, please don’t inform on me.”

‘“How can I help you but by speaking to the
captain or purser?” '

“ Get me a morsel to-eat.”

‘ Where-were you hid 2

“Biéht here, sir, in this place,” and he put his
hand on the square deck-edifice beside us. This
seemed to be a spare wheel-house, used if anythm°

went wrong with the one in front. It had a door
on each side and there were windows all round it.

, At present it was piled full of cane folding steamer

chairs and other odds and ends.

“J crawl in between the chairs and the wall and
get under that piece of tarpaulin.”

“Well, you're sure of being caught, for the first
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. fine day all these chairs will be taken out and the
deck steward can’t miss you.”

The man sighed as I said this and a.dm1tted the
chances were much against him. Then, starting
up, he cried, * Poverty is the great crime. If I had
stolen some one else’s money I would have been
able to take cabin passage instead of——"

““ If you weren’t caught.”

“Well, if I were caught, what then? I would be
well fed and taken care of.”

‘ Oh, they’d take care of you.”

‘““The waste food in this great ship would -feed a
hundred hungry wretches like me. Does my presence
keep the steamer back a moment of time ? No. Well, -
who is harmed by my trying to better myself in a
new world? No one. I am begging for a crust from
the lavish plenty, all because I am struggling to be
honest. It is only when I become a thief that I am
out of danger of starvation—caught or free.”

‘ There, there ; now, don’t speak so loud or you'll
haye some one here. You hang round and I'll bring
you some provender. What would you like to have ?
Poached eggs on toast, roast turkey, or——"

" The wretch sank down at my feet as I said this,
and, recognising the cruelty of it, I hurried down into
the saloon and hunted up a steward who had not yet
turned in.
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“ Steward,” I said, “‘ can you get me a few sand-
wiches or anything to eat at this late hour ?

‘¢ Yessir, certainly, sir; beef or ’am, sir? "

‘“ Both, and a cup of coffee, please.” ‘

“ Well, sir; I'm afraid there’s no coffee, sir; but I
could make you a pot of tea in a moment, sir.”

¢¢ All right, and bring them to my room, please 2"

¢“ Yessir.”

In a very short time there was that faint steward
rap at the state-room door and a most appetising
tray-load was respectfully placed at my service.

When the waiter had gone I hurried up the
companion-way with much the air of a man who is
stealing fowls, and I found my stowaway just in the
position I had left him. ’

““Now, pitch in,” I said. ““I'll stand guard forward
here, and, if you hear me cough, strike for cover. T’ll
explain the tray matter if it’s found.”

He simply said, ¢‘ Thank you, sir,” and I went for-
ward. When I came back the tray had been swept clean
and the teapot emptied. My stowaway was making
for his den when I said, ** How about to-morrow 2

He answered, ¢ This’ll do me for a couple of days.”

““ Nonsense. I'll have a square meal for you here
in the corner of this wheel-house, so that you can
get at it without trouble. T'll leave it about this time
to-morrow night.”

“You won’t tell any one, any one at all, sir ?”
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“No. At least, I'll think over the matter, and if
1 see a way out I'll let you know.”

‘¢ Grod bless you, sir.” )

I turned the incident over in my mind a good-deal
that night, and I almost made a resolution to-take
Cupples into my confidence. Roger Cupples, a lawyer
of ‘San Francisco, sat next me at table, and with
the freedom of wild Westerners we were already well
acquainted, although only a few days out. Then
I thought of putting a supposititious case to the
captain—he was a thorough gentleman—and if he -
spoke generously about the supposititious case I
would spring the real one on him. The stowaway
had impressed me by his language as being a man
Worih doing something for.

Next day I was glad to see that it was rainy. There

" would be no demand for ship chairs that day. I felt
that real sunshiny weather would certainly unearth,
or unchair, my stowaway. I met Cupples on deck,
and we walked a few rounds together.

At last, Cupples, who had been telling me some
* ‘stories of court trials in San Francisco, said, *‘ Let’s
sit down and wrap up. This deck’s too wet to walk on.””
¢ All the seats are damp,” I said.
“I’ll get out my steamer chair. Steward,” he eried to .
thedeck steward who was shoving a mop back and forth,

. ¢ get me my chair. There’s a tag on it, ¢ Berth 96.””

R
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“No,no,” I eried hastily; “let’s go into the cabin.
It’s raining.”

“Ounlya drizzle. Won't hurt you at sea, you know.”

‘By this time the deck steward was hauling down
chairs trying to find No. 96, which I felt sure would
be near the bottom. I could not control my anxiety
ag the steward got nearer and nearer the tarpaulin.
At last I cried—

“ Steward, never mind that chair; take the first
two that come handy.”

Cupples looked astonished, and, as we sat down,
I said—
~ “I have something to tell you, and I trust you
will say nothing about it to any one else. * There’s
a man under those chairs.”

The look that came into the lawyer’s face showed
that he thought me demented; but, when I told him
the whole story, the jﬁdigial expression came on, and
he said, shaking his head—\g-/

“That’s bad business.”

I know it.”

“Yes, but it’s worse than you have any idea of. I
presume that you don’t know what section 4738 of
the Revised Statutes says ?”

“No; Idon’t.” ,

““Well, it is to the effect that any person or persons,
who wilfully or with malice aforethought or other-
wise, shall aid, abet, succor or cherish, either directly
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or indirectly or by implication, any person who
feloniously or secretly conceals himself on any vessel,
barge, brig, schooner, bark, clipper, steamship or
other craft touching at or coming within the jurisdic-
tion of these United States, the said person’s purpose
being the defrauding of the revenue of, or the escap-
ing any or all of the just legal dues exacted by such
vessel, barge, etc., the person so aiding or abetting,
shall in the eye of the law be considered as aceomplice
before, during and after the illegal act, and shall in
such case be subject to the penalties accruing there-
unto, to wit—a fine of not more than five thousand
* dollars, or imprisonment of not more than two years
—or both at the option of the judge before whom the
party so accused is convicted.”
"« Great heavens! is that really so ?”

“ Well, it isn’t word for word, but that is the pnrport
Of course, if I had my books here, I—why, you've
doubtless heard of the case of the Pacific Steamship
Company versus Cumberland. I was retained on behalf
of the company. Now all Cumberland did was to allow
the man—he was sent up for two years—to carry his
valise on board, but we proved the intent. Like a
fool, he boasted of it, but the steamer brought back
the man, and Cumberland got off with four thousand
dollars and costs. Never got out of that scrape less
than fen thousand dollars. Then again, the steamship
Peruvian versus McNish ; that is even more to the——"
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““ See here, Cupples. Come with me to-night and
see the man. If you heard him talk you would see
the inhumanity—— "

“Tuash. I'm not fool enough to mix up in such
a matter, and look here, you’ll have to work it pretty
slick if you get yourself out. The man will be
caught as sure as fate; then knowingly or through
fright he’ll incriminate you.”

““ What would you do if you were in my place ?”

My dear sir, don’t put it that way. It’s a reflec-
tion on both my judgment and my legal knowledge. I
couldn’t be In such a iscrape. But, as a lawyer—minus
the fee—I'll tell you what you should do. You should
give the man up before witnesses—before witnesses.
T'll be one of them myself. Get as many of the cabin
passengers as you like out here, to-day, and let the
officers search. If he charges you with what the law’
terms support, deny it, and call attention to the fépt
that you have given information. By the way, I
would give written information and keep a copy.”

‘I gave the man my word not to inform on him and
80 I can’t do it to-day, but 'l tell him of it to-night.”

‘“ And have him commit suicide or give himself up
first and incriminate you? Nonsense. Just release
yourself from your promise. That’s all. He’ll trust
you.”

‘“Yes, poor wretch, I'm afraid he will.”

About ten o’clock that night I resolved to make
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anoth&‘aﬁpeal to Roger Cupples to at least stand
off and hear the man talk. Cupples’ state-room,
No. 96, was in the forward part of the steamer, down
a long passage and off a short side passage. Mine-
was aft the (_z‘ébin. The door of 96 was partly open,
and insidq,:in astonishing sight met my gaze.

There $tood my stowaway.

He -was evidently admiring himself in the glass,
and ‘With & brush was touching up his face with dark
paint here and there. 'When he put ona woe-begone
- "look he was the stowaway; when he chuckled to
himself he was Roger Cupples, Esq.

The moment the thing dawned bn me I quietly
withdrew and went up the forward ' compamon-way ‘
Soon Cupples came cautiously up and seeing the -
way clear scudded along in the darkness and hid in
the aft wheelhouse. I saw the whole thing now. It
was a scheme o get me to make a fool of myself
some fine day before the rest of the passengers and
have a standing joke on me. I walked forward.
The first officer was on duty.

““I have reason to believe,” I said, ‘“that there is
a stowaway in the aft wheelhouse

Quicker than it takes me to tell it a detachment
of sailors were sent aft under the guidance of the
third mate. I went through the saloon and smoking
room, and said to the gentlemen who were playing
cards and reading—
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““ There’s a row upstairs of someykind.”

We were all on deck before the crew had surrounded
the wheelhouse. There was a rattle of steamer folded
chairs, a pounce by the third ‘mate, and out came the’
unfortunate Cupples, d.ragged by the colla.r

¢ Hold on; Yet-go. Thisis a mistake.”

“You can’t beth hold on and let go,” s&xd Sta.]ker,
'of Indiana.

“Come out o' this,” cried the mate, jerking him
forward.

With a wrench the stowaway tore himself free and

“made a dash for the companion way. A couple of
sailors instantly tripped him up. - 3

“Let go of me; I'm a cabin passenger,” cried
Cupples. ,

““Bless me!” I cried in astonishment. ‘‘ This isn’t
you, Cupples 2 Why, I ac;ejl on your own advice and
that of Revised Statutes, No. whatever-tHey-were."V

ell, act on my advice again,” cried the in-
furiated ‘Cupples, ‘‘ and go to—the hold.”

However, he was better in humour the next day,
and stood treat all round. We found, subsequently,
that Cupples was a New York actor, and at the enter-
tainment given for the benefit of the sailors’ orphans,
a few nights after, he recited a piece in costume that
just melted the ladxes It was voted a wonderfully

touchmg performance, and he called it “ The Stow-
away.”
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* () Mother-natare, kind 1n touch and tone,
, Act as we may, thou cleavest to thine own ™

I pox't know that I should tell this story.
When the purser related it to me I know it was
his intention to write it out for a magazine. In fact
"he had written it, and I understand that a noted
American magazine had offered to publish it, but I
have watched that magazine for over three years
"and I have not yet seen the purser's story in it.
I am'sorry that I did not write the stofy at the time;
then perhaps I should h#ve caught the exquisite
peculiarities of the purser’s way of telling it. I find
_myself gradually forgetting the story and I write it
now in case I shall forget it, and then be harassed all
" throwgh after life by the remembrance of the forgetting.
"There is no position more painful and tormenting
than the consciousness of having had something
worth the telling, which, in spite of all mental effort,
just eludes the memory. It hovers nebulously beyond
the outstretched finger-ends of recollection, and, like
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the fish that gets off the hook, becomes more and

more important as the years fade fade. —

Perhaps, when_you read th1s story, you will say -
there is nothmg in it after all. Well, that will be
my fault, then, and I can only regret I did not
write down the story when it was told to me, for as
I sat in the purser's room that day it seemed to
me I had never heard anything more graphic.

The purser’s room was well forward on the Atlantic
" steamship. From one of the little red-curtained
windows you could look down to where the steerage
passengers were gathered on the deck. When the
bow of the great vessel plunged down into the big
Atlantic waves, the smother of foam that shot
upwards would be borne along with the wind, and
spatter like rain against the purser’s window. Some-
thing about this intermittent patter on the pane re-

minded the purser of the story, and so he told it to me.
" There were a great many steerage passengers
coming on at Queenstown, he said, and there was
quite a hurry getting them aboard. 'Pwo officers
stood at each side of the gangway and took the
tickets as the people crowded forward. They
generally had their tickets in their-hands and there
was usually no trouble. I stood there and watched
them coming aboard. Suddenly there was a fuss
and a jam. :
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““What is it ? ” I asked the officer.

“Two girls, sir, say they have lost their tickets.”

T took the girls aside and the stream of humamty
poured in. One was about fourteen and the other,
perhaps, eight years old. The little one had a firm
grip of the elder’s hand and she was crying. The
larger girl looked me straight in the eye as I
questioned her.

‘“ Where’s your tickets ?” ‘]

‘“We lost thim, sur.” -

““ Where ?”

“1 dunno, sur.” .

“Do yon ink you have them about you or in
your luggag 2" ’

““ We've no luggage, sur.”

¢ Is this your sister 2"

¢ She is, sur.” i

¢ Are your parents aboard ? ”

‘“ They are not, sur.”

‘“ Are you all alone ? ”

‘' Wé are, sur.”

‘““You can’t go without your tickets.”

The younger one began to cry the more, and the

elder answered, “ Mabbe we can foind thim, sur.”

" They were bright-looking, intelligent children,. and
the larger girl gave me such quick, straightforward
answers, and it seemed so impossible that children
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so young should attempt to cross the occan without
tickets that I concluded to let them come, apd
resolved to get at the truth on the way over.

Next day I told the deck steward to bring the
children to my room. .

They came in just as I saw them the day before,
the elder with a tight grip on the hand ‘of the
younger, whose eyes I never caught sight of. She
kept them resolutely on the floor, while the other
looked straight at me with her big, blue eyes.

“Well, have you found yonr tickets 2”

¢ No, sur.’

“ What is your name ? "’

“ Bridget, sur.’

¢ Bridget what?”

‘“ Bridget Mulligan, sur.”

““ Where did-you live ?

¢ In Kildormey, sur.”

“ Where did you get your tickets ? ”

“ From Mr. O’Grady, sur.”

Now, I knew Kildormey as well as I know this ship,

and I knew O’Grady was our agent there. I would °

have given a good deal at that moment for a few
words with him. But I knew of no Mulligans-.in

3

Kildormey, although, of course, there might be. I,

was born myself only a few miles from the place.
Now, thinks I to myself, if these two children can
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bafile a purser who has been twenty years on the
Atlantic when they say they came from his own town
almost, by the powers they deserve their passage
over the ocean. I had often seen gr%wn people try.
Yo cheat their way across, and I may” say none of
them succeeded on my ships.

_ “ Where’s your father and mother ?”

‘ Both dead, sur.”

““Who was your father ?

“He was a pinshoner, sur.”

“ Where did he draw his pension ? ”

1 donno, sur.”

‘“Where did you get the money to buy your tickets ?”’

“ The neighbors, sur, and Mr. 0’Grady helped, sur.”

 What neighbours? Name @em.”

She unhesitatingly named & number, many of
whom I knew; and as that had frequently been done
before, I saw no reason to doubt the giﬂ’s word.

“Now,” I said, “ I want to speak with your sister.
You may go.” :

“The little one held on to her sister’s hand 1
bitterly.

When the other was gone, I drew the child fowards
me and questioned her, but could not get & word in
reply.

For ‘the next day or two I was bothered somewhat
by a big Irishman named O’Donnell, who was a fire-

i
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brand among the steerage passengers. He would
harangue them at all hours on the wrongs of Ireland,
and the desirability of blowing England out of the
water; and as we had many English and German

_ passengers, as well as many peaceable Irishmen, who

complained of the constant ructions O’Donnell was

kicking up, I was forced to ask him to keep quiet.

He became very abusive one day and tried to strike
me. Ihad him locked up until he came to his senses.
While I was in my room, after this little excitement,
Mrs. O'Donnell came to me and pleaded for her rascally
husband. I had noticed her before. She wasa poor,
weak, broken-hearted woman whom her husband
made a slave of, and I have no doubt beat her when
he had the chance. She was evidently mortally afraid
of him, and a look from him seemed enough to take
the life out of her. He was a worse tyrant, in his
own small way, than England had ever been.
“Well, Mrs. O'Donnell,” I said, “T’ll let your
husband go, but he will have to keep a civil tongue in
his head and keep his hands off people. I've seen
men, for less, put in irons during a voyage and
handed over to the authorities when they landed.
And now I want youto dome a favour. There are o
children on board without tickets. I._\don’t believ}
they ever had tickets, and I want to find out. - You're
& kind-hearted woman, Mrs. O’Donnell, and perhaps
the children will answer you.”
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I had the two called in, and they came hand in
hand as usual. The elder looked at me as if she
couldn’t take her eyes off my face.

“Look at this woman,” I said to her ; ¢ she wants
to speak to you. Ask her some questions about
herself,” I whispered to Mrs. O’Donnell.

‘“ Acushla,” said Mrs. O'Donnell with infinite
tenderness, taking the disengaged hand of the elder
girl. ¢“ Tell me, darlint, where yees are from.”

I suppose 1 bad spoken rather harshly to them
before, although I had not intended to do so, but
however that may be, at the first words of kindness
from the lips of their countrywoman both girls broke
down and cried as if their hearts would break. The
poor woman drew them towards her, and, stroking the
fair hair of the elder girl, tried to comfort her while
the tears streamed down her own cheeks.  Hush,
acushla ; hush, darlints, shure the gentlemin’s not
goin’ fo be hard wid two poor childher going to a
strange country.” ‘

Of course it would never do to admit that the
company could carry emigrants free through sym-
pathy, and I must have appeared rather hard-hearted
when I fold Mrs. O'Donnell that I would have to

take them back with me to Cork. I sent the children

away, and then arranged with Mrs. O’Donnell o see

after them during the voyage, to which she agreed if
her husband would let her.
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I could: get nothing from the girl except that she -
had lost her ticket; and when we sighted New York,
1 took them through the steerage and asked the
passengers if any one would assume charge of the
“children and pay their passage. No one would do so.

“ Then,” I said, ““ these children will go back with
me to Cork; and if I find they never bought tickets,
they will have to go to jail.” B

There were groans and hisses at that, and I gave
the children in charge of the cabin stewardess, with
orders to see that they did not leave the ship. I was
at last convinced that they had no friends among the
steerage passengers. [ intended to take them ashore
myself before we sailed ; and I knew of good friends in
New York who would see to téf little waifs, although
I did not propose that any of the emigrants should
know that an old bachelor purser was fool enough to
pay for the passage of a couple of unknown Irish
children. -

We landed our cabin passengers, and the tender
came alongside to take the steerage passengers to
Castle Garden. I got the stewardess to bring out the
children, and the two stood and watched every ome .
"get aboard the tender.

Just as the tender moved away, there was a wild
shrieck among the crowded pasJengers, and Mrs.
O’Donnell flung her arms above her head and cried
in the most heart-rending tone I ever heard—
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“0Oh, my babies, my babies.”

‘“ Kape quiet, ye divil,” hissed O’Donnell, grasping
her by the arm. The terrible ten days’ strain had
been broken at last, and the poor woman sank in
a heap at his feet.

‘ Bring back that boat,” I shouted, and the tender
came back. ~

¢ Come aboard here, O’Donnell.”

“T’ll not!” he yelled, shaking his fist at me. -

‘ Bring that man aboard.”

They soon brought him back, and I gave his wife
over to the care of the stewardess. She speedily
rallied, and hugged and kissed her children as if she
would never part with them. _

¢ So, O’Donnell, these are your children ?”

‘“ Yis, they are; an’ I'd have ye know I'm in a frac
country, bedad, and I dare ye to lay a finger on me.”

“ Don’t dare too much,” I said, “ or I'll show you
what can be done in a free country. Now, if I let
ihe children go, will you send their passage money to
the company when you get it 2 ” ]

1 will,” he answered, although I knew he lied.

“Well,” I said, “for Mrs. O’'Donnell’s sake, I'll
let them go; and I must congratulate any free
country that gets a citizen like you.”

Of course I never heard from O’Donnell again.
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_ “Come hop, come skip, fair children ali; ’
O1d Father Time is in the hall.
He'll take you on his knee, and stroke
Your golden hair to silver bright,
Your rosy cheeks to wrinkles white.”

’IN the saloon of the fine Transatlantic liner the
Climatus, two long tables extend from 4he piano at
one end to the bookcase at the other end of the

a.mple dining-room.

On each side of this main saloon are four sma.ll
tables intended to accommodate six or seven persons.
At one of these tables sat a pleasant party of four
ladies and three gentlemen. Three ladies were from
Detroit, and one from Kent, in England. At the
head of the table sat Mr. Blair, the frosts of many
American winters in his hair and beard, while the
lines of care in his rugged, cheerful Scottish face told
of g life of business crowned with generous success.

Mr. Waters, a younger merchant, had all the alert
vivacity of the pushing American. He had the
.. distinguished honour of sitting opposite me at the
" small table. e
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Blair and Waters occupied the same room, No. 27.
The one had crossed the Atlantic more than fifty
times, the other nearly thirty. Those figures show
the relative proportion of their business experience.

The presence of Mr. Blair gave to osr table a
sort of patriarchal dignity that we all apprecmted
If a louder burst of laughter than usual came from
Where we sat and the other passengers looked inquir-
ingly our way the sedate and self-possessed face of
Mr. Blair kept us in countenance, and we, who had
given way to undue levity, felt ourselves enshrouded
by an atmosphere of genial seriousness. This pre-
vented our table from getting the repntahon of being
funny or frivolous.

Some remark that Blair made brought forth the

following extraordinary statement from Waters, who
* told it with the air of a man exposing the pretensions
of a whited sepulchre.

“Now, before this voyage goes any further,” he

began, ““I have a serious duty to perform which 17

can shirk no longer, unpleasant though it be. Mr.
Blair and myself occupy the same state-room. Into
that state-room has been sent a most lovely basket
of flowers. It is not an ordinary basket of flowers,
I assure you, ladies. There is a beautiful floral
arch over a bed of colour, and I believe there is
some tender sentiment connected with the display;
8

g’
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—Bon Voyage,” ‘ Auf Wiedersehen,” or some such

motto marked out in red buds. Now those flowers

are not for me. I think, therefore, that Mr. Blair
owes it to this company, which has so unanimously
placed him at the head of the table, to explain how
it comes that elderly gentleman gets such a
handsome floral tribute sent him from some unknown
person in New York.”

We all looked at Mr. Blair, who gazed with
imperturbability at Waters.

“If you had all crossed with Waters as often as
I have you would know that he is subject to attacks
like that. He means well, but occasionally he gives
way in the deplorable manner you have just witnessed.
Now all there is of it consists in this—a basket of
flowers has been sent (no doubt by mistake) to our
state-room. There is nothing but a card on it which .,
says ‘Room 27." Steward,” he ecried, “ would you =
go to room 27, bring that basket of flowers, and set
it on this table. We may as well all have the benefit
of them.” )

The steward soon returned with a large and lovely
basket of flowers, which he set on the table, shoving
the caster and other things aside to make room for it.

We all admired it very much, and the handsome
young lady on my left asked Mr. Blair's perm.msxon
to take one of the roses for her own.
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““Now, mind you,” said Blair, “I cannot grant a
flower from the basket, for you see it is as much
the property of Waters as of myself, for all of his
virtuous indignation. It was sent to the room,
and he is one of the occupants. The flowers have
evidently been misdirected.”

The lady referred to took it upon herself to purloin
the flower she wanted. As she did so a card came
in view with the words written in a masculine hand—

To
Miss McMillan,
‘With the loving regards of
Edwin J—

“Miss McMillan!” cried the lady; ‘I wonder
if she is on board ? I'd give anything to know.”

“We'll have a glance at the passenger list,” said
Waters.

Down among the M's on the long list of cabin
passengers appeared the name ‘‘ Miss McMillan.”

“Now,” said I, ““it seems to me that the du%
devolves on both Blair and Waters to épire no pains
in delicately returning thiose flowers to their proper
owner. I think that both have been very remiss
in not doing so long ago. They should apologise
publicly to the young lady for having deprived her
of the offering for a day and a half, and then I think
they owe an apology to this table for the mere pre-

Ay
-
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te_x%pe that any sane person in New York or elsewhere
would go to the trouble of sending either of them
a single flower.”

‘ There will be no apology from me,” said Waters.
“If I do not receive the thanks of Miss McMillan .
it will be because good deeds are rarely recognised
in this world. I think it must be evident, even to
the limited intelligence of my journalistic friend
across the table, that Mr. Blair intended to keep
those flowers in his state-room, and—of course I
 .make no direct charges—the concealment of that-
card certainly looks bad. It may have been concealed
‘ by the sender of the flowers, but to me it looks bad.”

#Of course,” said Blair dryly, ‘“to you it looks
bad. To the pure, ete.”
~ ‘“Now,” said the sentimental lady on my left,
‘“ while you gentlemen are wasting the time in use-
less talk the lady is without her roses. There is
one thing that you all seem to miss. It is not the
mere value of the bouquet. There is a subtle per-
fume about an offering like this more delicate than
that which Nature gave the flowers——

‘“ Hear, hear,"” broke in Waters.

2.1 told you,” said Blair aside, ‘‘ the kind of fellow
Waters is. He thinks nothing of interrupting a lady.”

“Order, both of you!” I cried, rapping on the

table; ‘the lady from England has the floor.”
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“ What I was going to say—— "

‘“ When Waters interrupted you.”

“ When Mr. Waters interrupted me I was going to
say that there seems to me a romantic tinge to this
incident that you old married men cannot be expected
o appreciate.”

I looked with surprise at Waters, while be sank
back in his seat with the resigned air of a man in
the bands of his enemies. We had both been care-
fully concealing the fact that we were married men,
and the blnn@ announcement of the lady was a pain-
ful shock. Waters gave a side nod at Blair, as much
as to say, “ He’s given it away.” I looked reproach-
fully at my old friend at the head of the table, but he
seemed to be absorbed in what our sentimental lady
was saying. : .

‘It is this,” she continued. ‘ Here is a young
lady. Her lover sends her a basket. There may be
wome hidden meaning that she alone will understand
in the very flowers chosen, or in the arrangement of
them. The flowers, let us suppose, never reach their
destination. The message is unspoken, or, rather,
spoken, but unheard. The young lady grieves at the
apparent neglect, and then, in her pride, resegts it.
- She does not write, and he knows not why., The
mistake may be discovered too late, and all becanse
a basket of flowers has been missent.” :

/
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““Now, Blair,” said Waters, “if anything can
make you do the square thing surely that appeal will.”

“I shall not so far forget what is due to myself
~ and to the dignity of this table as to reply to our
erratic friend. Here is what I propose to do—first
catch our hare. Steward, can you find out for me at
what table and at what seat Miss McMillan is?”

While the steward was gone on his errand Mr. o

Blair proceedéd: )

I will become acquainted with her. MeMillanis a
good Scotch name and Blair is another. On \tEat, asa-
basis, I think we can speedily form an acquaintance.
I shall then in a casual manner ask her if she knows a
' young man by the name of Edwin J., and I shall tell
you what effect the mention of the name has on her.”

“ Now, as part owner in the flowers up to date,
I protest against that. I insist that Miss McMillan
be brought to this table, and that we all hear exactly
what is said to her,” put in Mr. Waters. '

Nevertheless we agreed that Mr. Blair’s proposal
was a good one and the majority sanctioned it. .

Meanwhile our sentimental lady had been looking
among the crowd for the unconscious Miss McMillan.

1 think I have found her,” she whispered to me.

_“Do you see that handsome girl at the captain's ..

table. Really the handsomest girl on board.”

«1 thought that distinction rested with our own
table.” q .
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“Now, please pay attentione Do you see how
pensive she is, ‘with her cheek resting on her hand ?
I am sure she is thinking of Edwin.”

“I wouldn’t bet on that,” I replied. * There is con-
siderable motion just now, and indications of a storm
_ The pensiveness ‘may have other causes.”

Here the steward returned and reportedthat Miss
McMillan had not yet appeared at table, but had her
meals taken to her room by the stewardess.

Blair called to the good-natured, portly stewardess
of the Climatus, who at that moment was passing
through the saloon. '

I Miss McMillan ill ? " he asked.

““No, not ill,” repliegl Mrs. Kay; “ but she seems
very much depressed at leaving home, and she has
not left her room since we started.” \

“There ! "’ said our sentimental lady, triumphantly.

“I would like very much to see her,” said Mr.
Blair; ‘I have some good news for her.”

T will ask her to come out. It will do her good,”
~ said the stewardess, as she went. away.

In a few moments she appeared, and, following her,
came an old woman with white hair, and her eyes
concealed by 4 pair of spectacles. '

« Miss McMillan,” said the stewardess, *‘this is
Mr. Blair, who wanted to speak to you.”

Although Mr. Blair was, as we all were, astonished .

T,
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to see our mythical young lady changed into a real
old woman, he did not lose his equanimity, nor did
his kindly face show any surprise, but he ewdently
forgot the part he had intended to play.

“You will pardon me for troubling you, Miss
McMillan,” he said, ¢ but this basket of flowers was
evidently intended for you, and was sent to my room
by mistake.”

Miss McMillan did not look at the ﬁowers but

gazed 1ong at the card with the writing on it, and
as she did so one tear and then another stole down
the wrinkled face from behind the glasses. -

‘ There is no mistake, is there ?” asked Mr. Blair.

“You know the writer.”

“There is no mistake—no mistake,” replied Miss
MecMillan in a low voice, “ he is a very dear and kind
friend.” Then, as if unable to trust herself further,
she took the flowers and hurriedly said, * Thank
you,” and left us.

- ‘“There,” I said to the lady on my left, ‘‘your
romance turns out to be nothing after all.”

“No, sir,” she cried with emphasis; ‘‘the romance
18 there, and very much more of a romance than if
Miss McMillan was a young and silly girl of twenty."

Perhaps she was right.
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CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN-

TAINS, By CHARLES EGBERT CrADDOCK. Post ¥vo, illust. bds., s, ; cl. bmp, 2s. 6d.

CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two SERIES:
The FirsT from 183? to 1843; the SkconD from 1844 to 1853, A Gathering of
the Best HumouRr of THACKERAY, HooD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT,
RoBERT BroUGH, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by CRU1x-
suanx, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7=, . each:

- THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSBHANK. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

CUMMING (C. F.‘GORDON), WOR%S BY. Demy s8vo,cl. ex.,, 8s. 6d. each.
IN THE BRIDES. With Antot‘yge Excsimile and 23 1llustrations.
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations.
YIA CORNWALL TO EGYPY, With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8o, ci., 7%, 6.
CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for
Tracing Pedigrees ana Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By Jou~x E. Cussaxs. With .
408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown 8vo, cioth extra, 7s. 6d.

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo,cl. 85.6d.; postSvo,bds.2s.
DANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. By Georce
il _(_)_A_!_xn_._Wn}_h__lllustraﬂon_:_tgyﬂzkrCwlxsm\xx. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By ALPHONSE

Davort.. Crown *vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.; Ppost 8vo, il'_ugggtgd boagi:ls. 2m,
DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO-
__ FEBSION POR_”TH_B!R_SOKS._B_y F. DA}\’E;{}\NT,_.\I‘..‘\:_PoiBXELID.: cl,, 1s. Gd.
DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. T
" ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXINS AND Somceoil Sinta.

NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.

FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure,

AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo, x.: cioth limp, 3. 6d.

DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL: WORKS, iacliding
Paalms L to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Unpublished MSS., for the first tims

Collected and Edited, with Memorial-latroductio: d Notes,
Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth board:. alx;il.x by the Rev. A. B.

DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH: A Novel of Adventure,

By Eraswuus Dawson, M.B. Edited by PavL Devon. With T i
Huuxx Nisszt, Crowa 8vo, cloth enu{ 3w 6d. ™o lilustrations by
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DE GUERIN._THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edue:
by G.S. TREBUTIEN. With a Memoir by SainTe-Beuve. Tramslated from the
g)th_French»EdinpnAby JEssiE P;_F_nimm\:c.H_Au._If;ag.”Svo. half-bound, 2«. 6d. X

DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier pC
MarsTre. Translated by HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth himp, B=. 6d.

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By JaMes De MitLe. Witha

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3e. Gd.: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.

DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF : A Chronicie
or the RACE ForR THE DERBY, from Diomed to Donovan. With Notes on the Win-
ning Horses, the Men who trained them. Jockeys who rode them, and Gentlemen to
whom they belonged : also Notices of the Betting and Betting Men of the period, and
Brief Accounts of THE OAks. By Lotis HeExry CurzoN. Cr.S8vo, cloth extra, Ga.

DERWENT;LEITH) NOVELS BY. Crsvo.cl., ;3+.84d. ea.; post 8vo,bds.,'3s.ca.

. OUR LADY OF TE ks._ | CIRCE'S LOVERS.

DICKENS gCHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, :2s. each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. OLIYER TWIST.

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography.
Edited by RicHARD HERNE SHEPHERD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6Gn.—Also a

SMALLER EDITION, in the Vavfair Library, post 8vo, cloth hmp, 3a. 6d.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By ArLrrep Riuuer. With 57 lllustratiors
by C.A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRE > RIMVER, and others. Sgq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7=, Gd.

DICTIONARIES. .

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Reaiistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev.
E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7x. Gd.

THE 'READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND
STORIES. By the Rev.E. C. BREwEr, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BiBLIOGRAFHY.
Fifteenth Thousand, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2=,

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. Wuth Historical and Explana-
tory Notes. By SaMUutL A. BExT, A M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ix. 6d.

SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical,and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 68, 6d.

WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F.Hays. Cr.8vo,cl., 3s.

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-at-
the-Way Matt_eis. By ELiezer Epwarps. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, In. 6d.

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota-
tons, from Diderot's “ Le Paradozxe sur leComédien,” by WALTER HERRIZS Porrock.
With a Preface by HENRY IrvIvG. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4x. 6d.

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With gs Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, 8a.
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: MADEMOISELLE DE CORDAY; MADAME Roraxp, THE

PRINCESS DE LAMBALLE : MADAME DE GENLIS. Fcap.Svo, hf.-roxburghe. 2« 6d,

DOBSON (W. T.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3. 6d. each.
LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FKOIJCB-

POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES.

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.

Post &vo illustrated boards, 3s. each: cloth limp, ‘2s. 6d. each.

THE MANR-HUNTER. TRACKED AND TAKEN. »
CAUGHT AT LAST! . WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?
A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS.

THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 [Lustrations. Crown 8vo, cioth, Gs.
-post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘3=,
DOYLE (A. CONAN, Author of ** Micah Clarke "), NOVELS BY.
THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 6a.
STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Coxax Dovie, Percy FitzGErRALD, FLORENCE
MARRYAT, &c. Cr. 8vo, cl.ex., Eight Lgsts., 6a. 5 post 8vo, illust. bds., Dx.

DRAMATISTS;»‘, THE OLD. with Vignette Portraits. Cr.8vo,cl. ex., 8a. per Vol.
BEN JONSON'S WORKS., With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
eraphical Memoir by Wx. Girrorp. _Edited by Col. CunNiNGHAM. Three Vols,
CHAPMAN'S WORKS., Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
A. C. SwinsURNE ; Vol I11., Translations ot the Iliad and Odyssey.

u WE'S WORKS, Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunxinguax. One Vol.

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From Girrorp's Text. Edit. by Col.Cuxxinaran. One Vol.




8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
‘DUNCAN (SARA J%ANNBTTE). WORKS BY.

rown Nvo, cloth extra, Ta, Gdd. rach,
A SOCIAL DBPARTURE: low Otthadocia und I Went tound the World by Our.
With 111 Hiustrations by P, H, Towssxsn,

AR ::;.ﬁlﬂll GIRL IN LONDON, With %o lllustrations by F. 1 Towwnsrsn.
DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. F. Tuskion

Lyxw, M A Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ba.

EARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, witlr Introductions and Annota.
tione, by Rev A. 1. Grosart, DD Crown #vo, cloth boards, Ge. persy oluwo.
PLETCHER'S (GILES) COMBLETE POEMS. One Vol
DAVIES' (81R JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Volis.
HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Thros Vols,
SIDNEY'S (8IR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Throe Vols.

EDG_éﬂIBE:ZEéHYRUS? A Holiday in Brazil and on the Kiver Plate.

Ny E. R, Prarce Epacussx. With 41 lilustrations.  Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Je.

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OP HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Js.
ARCHIR LOVELL. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, $s. 6d. , post Bvo, {llust boards, Je._

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A
Dictionary’of Curious, Quaint, and Qut-ot-the-Way Matters. By ELixzxx Eowarvs.
*Crown 8vo, (‘loll_\rrllrl.. Te. Gd.

Engnn‘s“(u, BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. T

TTY. Post 8vo, illustrated bourds, ds.t cloth imp, Js. 6d.
PELICIA. Post 8vo, lllustrated boards, Ja.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel.” Post $vo, illust. bds., 2s.
EMANUEL.— ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Ther

History, Value, and Propetties, with Sumple Tests tor ascrrtanmng their Realit 1B
Hamry EManune, b R.(l-.b Wath Llustiavons, tinted and plam. Cr.8vo,cl, ci.. 6.’.

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested 1n
Selecting or Building a House; with Estumates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C
__Rlctulblon. Wﬂ(,olgu_rrd Fronuspiece and (oo llusts, Crown ¥vo, clolhl T, O :

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES F.S.A.g WORKS BY.
THE LIPE AND TIMES OF ﬁRllCl i‘lllhﬁi S8TUART, Count of Albany
(Tux Youna PrxTrennxr). With a Portrait.  Crown ¥vo, cIo(h extra, 7s. Gd
m_!_lleROI THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown ¥vo, clolh,ﬂ'-.
EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. Ity
__Jonn Bn‘(ﬂlng._F;BL._k‘S. With 7o lllusts.  Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, fee

FA‘ILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By SaMveL ARTHIR

BexT, A.M. Fifth Edition, }(e-_\‘n:\rd and )’,n.argﬁl, Croewn 8vo, cloth extra, Is. Gdl,

ARADAY (MICHAEL), WOQRKS BY. Post svo, cloth
. vo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d.
THE Ol_llélm 'HllNiY OF A CANDLE: lccturesdelivered betore a Juv::rxll:
Audience. Edited by WirLLiaM Crookxs F C.S  W-th numerous lilustrations
ON THE YARIOUS RCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO
EACH OTHER. Edited by Wittiau Crooxxs, F.C.S.  With lliustrations.

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS ‘ID CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
WAR: Three Essays, reprinted from * Mulitary Manners.”. Cr.&vo, 1s.; ¢l In. 6d,

FENN (MANVILLE).—THE NEW MISTRESS: A Novel By G. Max-

virLe Fexx, Author of * Double Cunnine,” &c. Crown Svo, c'oth extra, 3a. Gd.

o OGrion Covmneionr Gncro At Six HUNDRED WORKS
ATTO INnU S 4
each (¢0 pages. demy Svo)."i‘.l be sent free z;;:'a;‘;lm:ﬁs:?ﬂ Crniucal Nouce of

-BEC.—THE : ; ‘
BN D i Dising._ By P acs Post bvo.siot fumpe oo, 6 O 20 At of

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART ;
sechoist’s . By Tuomas KEnTisn, Wn?;%?lﬁall{rﬁgz‘ c():rr’. ;Iv.zecl}:y;:‘

'
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FITZGERALD gPERCY M.A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY.
THF. WORLD BEHIND ll'lll Idl NES. Crown Bvo, cioth extra, 3. 6d.
LITTLE. ES8AY3: I'a.rages trom [etters of CHaxLrn Lann, Post 8vo, cl. - Da. 84.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey mrouﬁh France and Helginm With Sketches. Cr. 4to, s,
FATAL ZERO. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, 3s. @d. § post 8vo, illustrated boards, Da.

Post Bve, ilinatreted boarda, de. each
BELLA DONNA.| LADY OP BRANTOME.| THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY, NEYER FORGOTTEN. | SEVYENTY-PIVE BROOKE STREET.
LIFE OP JAMES BOBWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings,
Daincs, and Writines and I’uur Portralts. Two Vols,, deiny 8ve, clnth, PE TN

FLAMMARION. URANIA: A Kom neel” By CamiLLE FLAMMARION.

iransiated by Avntsta Rick SteTsox.  With 9o [llustrations by Dx Bixres,
Maknacu, and Gasmnaxn  Crown Kvo, cloth extra, Ja,

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ's Victoris
i Heaven, Chnist « Victanie on Earnt, Chast's Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems, With Notes by Rev, A B mosart, D D, Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Ga.

FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE: A Series of Family Letters.

Post Svo, protiare cover, In xclmh Limp, In. Bd.
FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).- FILTHY LUCRE. Post8vo,illust bds., 2s.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown ¥un rlmn cxtr o, B, Bd, rach- Von 8vo, {llastrated boards,
ONE BY ONE. QUEEN COPHETUA.! A REAL QUEEN.| KING Ol lll'l?
OLYMPIA. PostBvn.illust bds, 3s, | ESTHER'S GLOYE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover. fs,
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown %vn cloth, $e. 1 post Bvo, Hlnn _boards, Js.
FREDERIC (HAROLD) NOVELS BY.
SETH'S BROTHER'S WIPE. Post “vo, ilinstrated boards, Ds.
THE LAWTON GIRL. \With Frontispiece by F. Barnaro. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Ge. §
) post Bvo, ilinstrated boards, Y.
FR!?NCH LITERATURE bA HI§T9§’Y OF. By Hexry Vax Laun,
iee Vol , detny $vo, cooth boarda, Tee . each.
FRENZENY.—FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Adventuresof joun

Y Nrrsow, Scout, Cuurde, wnd loterpreter. By Hawwisnoron O'ReiLy. With 100
Illustrations by Patr brrsseny. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Pre-

tare by Sir BartLr Frrrex  Crown ‘svn rlmh_ l-. ﬂd t post Bvo, 11last. bds., Bu.
FRISWELL(HMN) —ONE OF TWO A Novel. Post ¢ Bvo xlln‘s E 23.

FROST THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, clmh ntn l»-. M. ench.
CIRCYS LIPE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES, ' LIVES OF THE ‘CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.

Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Otficiais, &c. Edited
by Joun Laxrk.  Pub ished Agnnually Crown 8vo, clo(h I-. 6d.

GABDEN“‘G BOOKS. Post 8vo l.. each ; cloth limp, 1s. Bd. e-c‘m
A YEAR'S WORK [N GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to the
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By Grorar GLrwwy
OUR KITCHEN GARDENK: Plants, and How we Cook Them. By Tow jezrocD.
HOUSRHOLD HORTICULTURE. Hv Tow and Jaux Jemmoup. [liustrated.
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tox Jemroro.

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT | GREW THERE. By Francis G, Hezatn.
Crownu #vo, cloth extra, it edges, .

GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By EpWARD GARRETT.

Crown %vo, cloth extra, 3e. 6d.: Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘3.

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. {s. Monthly.” In addition to the
Articles upon subjects in Literature, ~cience, and Ar, tor which this Magazine has
%0 high a repmanon “TABLE TALK" by SrLvarnus Uxsax a rs monthiy.
. Hound Volumes for recent years heot 1w stock, 8a. @d. cach Cases for binding, Be.
GENTLEMAN S ANNUA THE. Published Annually in November. 1s.

The x!?x Annual 18 writ T W.Srricut, Author of * The Mysteries of Herom
Dyke,” and is eatitied BACI ‘1'0 LIFE.
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10 - 'BOOKS'\QUBUSHED 8y . .~
GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. / Collected by the Brothers GRrimm

and Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction b Jonn RuskiN, and 22 Steel
Plates after GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7. 6d.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, fllustrated boards, 3s. each,
ROBIN GRAY, | LOYING A DREAM, OF HIGH DEGREE.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST, IN HONOUR BOURD-
THE GOLDEN SHAFT.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2-. each.
THE DEAD H‘EART. IN LOY D WAR.

FOR LACK OF G A HEART’B PROBLEM.
WHAT Wllé[lau'l(;HE WOBLD 8AY?

PASTURES GREEN. HEART'S m?x.mm. i BLOOD-MONEY.
GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo, 1s. ; cl, 1s. 6d.

GILBERT LLIAM), NOVELS BY. Po;t 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.

DR, AUSTIN’S GUESTS, DUKE, COSTBR.OHGEB.
__THE WIZARD OF THE IOUle

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY, Two SeneS, 2s. 6d. each.

The First SeRIES contains: The Wicked Wcrrld-P{ gmalion and Galatea—
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

The Seconp SkrIES: Broken Hearu—En;aged—SweethamaGretchen—-Dan'l

«  Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, “ Pinafore "—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.

BIGH’! ORIGINAL comc OPERAS written by W. S, Gn.m:x'r C%nt@.xmng.
he—, at:

he Sorcerer—H.M.S. *Pinafore " —Pirates of P.
Pnncess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d.
THE “GILBERT AND SULLIYAN ™" DIPTZ!DAY BOOK : Quotations for Every
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S, GiLBERT set to Music by Sir A,
SurrivaN. Compiled by ALex. WaTsoN. Royal 16mo, Jap, leather, 3a. Gd.
GLANVILLE HgERNEST)& NOVELS BY.

ale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 Illusts, by
Hvux NisseT, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3-. 6d.

THE FOSSICKER: A R of B d. With Frontispiece and Vignette
by HuME NisBrT. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
GLENNY.—A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:

Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By GEOoRGE GLENNY. Post 8vo, 1s.3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.

GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By WiLLIaM Gob-
wixn, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2

G'o———”‘—‘T—“—‘_’—LDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Eacyclopadi of «
QuotaTions. Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. ’Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. .
GOWING.— FIVE Tﬁﬁﬁmﬁ MILES IN A SLEDGE : A Midwinter

ourney Across Siberia, By LioNEL F. Gow'Ng. With 30 Ilusérations by C. J.
JREN, and 2 Map by E. WELLER. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss.

GRAHAM. —THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story. By Lzovarp

_ GramaM. Feap. 8ve, picture cover, 1s.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described - from
Antique Menuments. By ErRNST Gust and W, KongRr. Edited by Dr. F. HuerrFer, ~
With s4s Hlustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

GmWOOD (JAMES WORKS BY. cCr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each,
THE 8 OF LO! LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVIL RZ i ﬁGVELS BY: -
KNIKANOR, ‘Translat iwy Evriza E. Cuase. With 8 Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, Gs.
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown8vo, cloth extra, 3s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

—CO HIA MARAZION: A Novel. By CEeciL Grir-
r1TH, Author of “ Victory Deane,” &c. Tluee Vols. [Skortly,

_HABBERTGR (JOHN, Author of ** Helen’s Babies”), NOVELS BY.

Post 8vo, xnustrated boards 2s. each; cloth limp, Ps. 8d. each.
BRUETON'S BAYOU, 1 COUNTRY LUCK,




CHATTO & WINDUS(' 214 PICCADILLY. 11

_HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d. N

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. Cr,Bro, <L ex. G, each,
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW.| THE SERPENT PLAY.

MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, Ss.
HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S, C. HaLL.

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood b MAcmsr..,Gn.nxn. Harvey, and
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Medium 8vo; cloth extra,

HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS Post 8vo, bds., 2s.

HANDWRITING,I_ THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over 100 Facsimiles

and Explanatory Text. By Do FELIX DE SALAMAXCA. Post 8vo, cioth limp, 2s. 6d.

HANKY-PANKY : A Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. 'Edited by W. H. CREMEr. With 200
Tllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4s. 6d.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). —PAUL WYNTER’S SACRIF!CE. By

Lady Durrus Harpy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2

HARDY (THOMAS% —UNDER THE GBEENWOOD TREE. By
THoMAS HarDY, Author of * Far from the Madding Crowd,”” With Portrait and 15
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

HARWOOD.— gf TENTH EARL. By J. BErwick HaRWoOD. Post
8vo, illustrated )

HAWEIS %MRS H. R ), WORKS BY. sSquare 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
UTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and g1 Illustrations.
THE ART OF DECORAT!OH. With Coloured Fronhspxece and 74 Illustrations.
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.
THE KRT OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, 1.., cloth, 1s. 6d.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). ~AMERICAN HUMORISTS : WasHINGTOX

IrviNg, OLIVER sznxu. OLMES, JAMES Russerr. LowerLL, ARTEMUS WaRD,
MAaRK TwailN, and BRET HArRTE. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Gs.

HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By

HawLey SmarT. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE,
Annotated with Passages from the Authbor’s Note-book, and I[lustrated thh 3t
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 13s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, $s. each.
GARTH | ELLICE QUENTIN, BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST
SEBASTIAN STROME. DAYID POINDEXTER.

FORTUNE’S FOOL. THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.
Post 8vo, illustrated EEards. 2Ds. each.
MISS CADOGNA. P R ‘A NAME,

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. | Pcap Svo, lllustmted cover, 1s.
A_DREAN A AND A FORGETTING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. 6d.
HAYS.—WOMEN OF THE DAY : A Biographical Dictionary of Notable

Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

HEATH.-MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT T C GRE—'—_m
By Fraxcts GEORGE HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Gs.

EELP?'S ﬁ.ARTHUEh WGRKS %Xm";sﬁﬁ“é%é‘;‘g‘; Timp, aa.oa.mn.

IYAN DE BIRON: A Novel. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, llust. bd& Bse

HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel. By Isaac HENDERsON,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3t 3s. 6d.

—A LEADING LADY. By Henry HERMAN, joint-Authop
d"‘l‘he Bishops’ Bible,” Past 8vo, cloth exira, Is. G6d.




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

’ HERRICK’S OBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AN D
LLECTED POEMS, With Memonn.l Introduction and Notes by the
sz A. B. Gtoun. D.D. ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cl. bds., 18s.

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. THEODOR
Herrzxa, Translated by ARTHUR RansoM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier

ERNST vON stsn-Wnnea Wuh 22 Illuswptions. Ct. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. '

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
TAYERN ECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including the Origin of Signs, and
d with Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
LIFE AND ADYENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. By OxE or 'n-nc Fra-
TERNITY. Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 4

HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED.. By Mrs. CasgeL HoEY. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 3s.
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, 1s.

HOLMES '—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
SERYATION: A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers and Singers. By
=pon HorLues, M.D. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. 6d.
HOLMES OLIVER WENDELL l) WORKS BY.

AU T OF THE BRE KPAST-TABLE. _1llustrated by J. Gorpox
Txousox Post av cloth limp, 3s. 6d.—Another Edmon, in smaler type, with
an Introduction by G. A. SALA. Post 8vo, cloth hm%

THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and.Verse. With Lifs
of the A Portrait, and 200 Illnstrauons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

HOOD’S WHIIS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations, Post 8vo, printed on
laid paper and half-bound, 2s.

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE "NORTH POLE: A

Noah's Arkazological Narrative, By Tox Hoop. With 25 Illustrations by W. BRunton
and E. C. BARNES. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMORGUS WORKS; including his

Ludicrous Adventures, ons Mots, Puns, and"Hoaxes. With sze of the Author,
Portraits, F: , and Illustrations. Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 7x, 6d. '

HOOPER.—THE HOUSE OF BABY. A Novel. By Mrs, GEORGE

Hoorer. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HOPKINS.—“’TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY :” A Novel. By TiGHE

HopPkixs. , Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HORNE. — ORION: An Epic Poem, By RicHarp HEenGIST HORrNE.
With Photographic Portrait by SuMMERs. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.
HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER An Anecdotic Medley. By “ THOR-

MANBY." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A TaLE FOR A CHIMNRY CORNER,
and other Pieces. Edited, with an Introduct:on, by EpmunDp- OLLIER. Post 8vo,
printed on laid paper and half-bd,, 2s. Also in sm. sq. 8vo, cl. extra, at same price,

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.

“ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEHNED | THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post 8vo, lliustrated boards, 2s.

HYDBOPHOBIA An Account of M. PasTEUR's System. Containing
a Translation

of all his Communications on the Subject, the Technique of hig
Method and Statistics. By ReNAUD Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Iliustrations
by G. J. PiIxwzLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

INDOOR PAUPERS, By O~z oF THEN. ‘Crown 8vo, 18} clath, 1s, 6d,
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IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by

A. PercevaL Graves. Post Bvo. cloth limp, 3s. 6d.

JAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN’S HOUNDS. By CmarLES

— _James., Post 8vo, picture cover, 1s. ; cloth limp, 1s. 6d.

JANVIER.—PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By CATHERINR ‘
A. JaNvVIER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

- JAY (HARRIETT), OVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3. each.

THE DARK COLLEEN. | THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS. BY. Post &vo, cloth limp, @s. 6d. each.
NATURE NEAR LONDON:| THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS.| THE OPEN AIR,
THE RULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By WaLTER BEsAxT., Second de-r'

tion. With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, clotlf limp, 3s. 6d.
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s.

JEROME. — STAGELAND : Curious Habits and Customs of its In.
habitants. By JEroMEe K. Jerone. With 64 Illustrauons by ). BERNARD PARTRIDGE.
Square 8vo, plcture cover, ia.3 . 3 cloth limp, 1s.

JERROLD.—THE BARBER’S CHAIR; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.
By DouGLAs JERROLD. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3s.

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp, 1s. 6d. each.
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT.

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. ’
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them.

JESSE.—SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By
Epwarp JEsse. Post 8vo, cloth m 8.
JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. cCr.8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. each.

FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300
Illustrations.  Second Edmon Revised and Enlarged,

,CREDULITIES, PAST -AND PRESENT. Includingthe Sea and Seamen. Miners,
Tahsmans Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, E Luck, &. With an Etched Frontispiece.

CROWNS mD CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With roo Illustrations.

JONSON’S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Bxplanatory
and a Biographical Memoir by WiLLiaw Girrorp. Edited by Colonel CUNNING=
Bad. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each,

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by WHISTOX.
Contaxmng “The Antiquities of.the Jews” and “ The Wars of the Jews.” With 52
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols.. demy 8vo, half-bound, 1=,

KEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. Bv

RoBeErT KEMPT. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2:. 6d.

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humoroas
Sketches. By Mark KersHaw, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.3 cloth, . 6d.

KEYSER.— CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By Ax'mux KrYsSER,

B Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.
KING HE NOVELS BY. c: 8vo, cl,, 3. 6d. ea.; postavo.bds. 2. ea.
(n% - )’ “THE WEARING OF THE GREEN,”
PISSIOI'S SMYB. Post 8vo, mustrated boards, Ds.
BELL BARRY. 2z vols, crown vo.

KINGSLEY (MENRY), NOVELS BY. N
OAKSHOTT CASTLE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs, e
lunsnk SEYENTEEN, Crowngvo,cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ‘
ENIGHTS 2!1 OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Centnry
Egited, with a8 fatroduction, by the Mazguess of Lorxx, K.T. Cr. 8vo, ck g3y 6w,




e
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KNIGHT. —THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice. ‘By WiLLiAM KNIGHT, MR.CS and -EDWARD
KnigHT, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1s.3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.

LAMB’S (CHARLES) -COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse.
‘Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. :Hzrﬂn.n. With Two Ponrana
and Facsimile of a page of the * Essay on Roast Pig.” Cr.8vo, cl. ex., 7s.
THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half- bound, Bs.
LITTLE E88SAYS: Sketches and Characters b; { CHARLES Laws, selected from his
Letters by PErcy FiTzGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. 6d. .

LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
PEARE, &c., before Sir THomas ‘Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th tember, 1582,
To which4s added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the
Earl of Esse touching the State of Ireland, 1595, By WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR,
Fcap. 8vo, hali-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.

LANE.—THE THOU D AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
England THE ARABL NIGHTS’ ENTERTMHIEE* Translated from the '
Arabic, with Notes, by EDWARD WiLLiaM LANE. Illustratéd by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by HarvEY. Edited by EDWARD STANLEY PoorLx. Witha
Preface by STANLEY LANE-PooLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.each,

LARDER.—A SINNER’S SENTENCE : A Novel. By A, LARDER. Three
Vols., crown 8vo. [Shortly.

LARWOOD (JACOB), -WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Gd.
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of
the Cloth, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and | half bound s,
Post 8vo, 0, cloth 1 limp, ‘28, 6d. ea
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. | THEM‘RICLL mcnoru.

LEIGH (HENRY S) WORKS BY.

AROLS NE, Printed on hand-made paper, boundin buckram 3.
J EUX D‘ESPRIT. Edited bv HENRY S. LEIGH. Post 8vo,cloth limp, 3s. 6d.

ia_EYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo,illust. bds., 2s,
LIFE IN LONDON; or, The History of JgrrY HawTHORN and Cor-

INTHIAN ToM. With CruiksHANK’S Coloured I ations, Crowa 8vo, cloth extra,
x. 6d. [New Edition preparing.

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
WITCH STORIES., URSELYES: Essavs oN WouMER,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra,3s. 6d. each. post svo, illustrated boards, Ps.each,

SOWING THE WIND, UKDER WHICK LORD?
. PATRICIA KEMBALL.

YE
- " ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. PASTON GAREW MM x
. THE WORLD WELL LOST. : & M

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. e:
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. ] WITH A sxmx rmm

LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. "“With numerous Illustrations
on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Hexry W. Lucy. -Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

LUSIAD (THE) OF CAMOENS. Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by RoserT FFRENCH Durr. With 14 Plates. . Demy 8vo, cloth bmds. 18s,
MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY.
TEBESA ML pistuserey SR o e e,
MACCO ngUGH), NOVELS BY.

'S SEALED PACKET. Second Edition, Crown extra,
IDIOR W& Cmano. cloth ﬂttl:“ ¥ ,'mfd. . G

“
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HcCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY.
HISTORY OF OUR OWN T M fram the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 1880, Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 13s. each.—Also
a Porura DITION, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And a
uBiLEE EpWIoN, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols,,
arge crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥». 6d. each.

& SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWR TIMES. One Vol.,crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
—-Also a CuEaP PorurLar EpITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGEZ. Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra,
A3s. each. (Vols. I. & 11. ready

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3w, 6d.  .post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

THE WATERDALE lElGHBOUkS. . MIS8 MISANTHROPE.

MY ENEMY’S DAUGHTER. DONRA SUXXO

A FAIR SAXON. THE COMET OF A SEASON.

LINLEY ROCHFORD. MAID OF ATHENS.

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMIOLA: A Gnrl with a Fortune.

“THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.” By gusnu McCarTnyY, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL-
Praep. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

McCARTHY JUSTIN H., M.P.), WORKS BY.

E FRENCH REYOLUTION, le": Vols., 8vo, 128, each. [Vols, I, & II. ready.
lR OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY D. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. Gd.
IRELAND SINGCE THZ URION : Irish Hxstory,x798-1386. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.
ENGLAND UNDER GLLDSTOHE, 1880-83. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems. Small 8vo,gold cloth, 3s. 6d.
HARLEQUINEDE : Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vell um, 8s.
OUR SENSATION KOYEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, l-.; cloth'limp, 1s 6d.
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1
- DoLLY' A Sketch, Crown 8vo, picture cover, 18.3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 18. c oth limp, 1s. 6d.

MACDONALD GEORGE, LL.D.), ‘'WORKS BY.
8 OF FANCY AND IHAGIBATIOH. Ten Vols., cL extra, gilt edges, in cloth
case. 21s. Or the Vols. may be had separately, in grolier cl., at Is. éd. each.
Vol. I. WiTHIN AND WITHOUT.—THE HIDDEN LIFE. . .
»» 1L THE DiscipLE.~THE GosPEL WOMEN.—B0OOK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN Soxas,
n 1L VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAvs ARD NiGHTS.—A BooOk oF DREAMS.—
RoaDsIDE PoeMs.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN.
IV. PARABLES.—BALLADS.—ScCOTCH SONGS.
» V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. Taz PoRTENT.
VIH THE L1GHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT's HEART.—SHADOWS.
IX. Cross Purroses.—THE GOLDEN KBY —THE CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT
w X. THE CRUEL PAINTER—THE Wow 0’ RIVVER—THE CASTLE.—~THE Blonu
SworDs.—THE GRAY WoLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS.

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF DR. GEORGE MACDONALD. Col-
lected and arranged by the Author. Crown 8vo, buckram, Gs. [Shortly,

MACDONELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel, By AGNES MACDONELL.
Crown 8vo, clath extra, 3s. 6d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.

MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES ‘AND PLAYERS: Notes on Popular
Games. By ROBERT MACGREGOR. ~Post 8vo, ¢ C]_Oﬂ_l_l_l_lnp,_ 2s. 6d. -

MACKAY.—INTERLUDES Aﬁﬁ_UNDERTONES or, Music at Twilight,
By CHARLES Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s

lACLiSE RTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-

s with Memoirs — on‘graphlcal Critical,
B:bhographwal. and Anecdotal—dlustrauve of the Literature of the former half of
the Present Century, by WirLiaM BatEks, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

HAOQUOID (MRS. WORKS BY. uare 8vo, cloth extra, 7's. 6d. each,
ARDEN. ‘With so Illustrations by THomas R. ‘Macgquorp.
Plc'! RES IID LEGENDS FROM NORMAKNDY ll‘D errrm With

Illustrations by THoMAs R. MAcguoip,

UGH NO! Y. With g2 Illustranons byT.R. MAcguom, and a Map,
THROUGH BRI!TLHY. th 315 Illustrations b%'r R. Macguoip, and a Map.
nou't YORKSHIRE., Wi lustrations by T. R. Mm:quom.

Post 8vo, illustratec boards,.2s. each, *
THE EYIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE.
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MAGIC LANTERN THE, and its Management : including full Practical .

Directions tor producmg the leeh ht, making Oxygen Gas. and preparing Lanterdl
Slides. By T.C. HEpworTH. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 1s. 3 cloth, 1s. 6de

MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cu[‘)s and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual Experience. Edited by W.
CrREMER. Withzoo Illustrations, « Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

MAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colonrs, 3.

MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY.

THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 3s.3 cloth limp, 3s. 6d

THE NEW PAUL & YIRGINIA: Positivismon an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, P 6d.
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, 8s.

18 LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of

King Arthur and of the Knights ot the Round Table. (A Selecnon.) Edited by B.
MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. - Revised and Corrected throughouy
by the Author, With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.
HING IT, and IHNOGE TS AT HOME. With zo0 Illusts, by F. Ai FrasER,
THE GILDED AGE. MARK Twaln and C. D. WArRNER, With 212 Illustrauons.
MARK TWAIN’S LIB Y OF HUMOUR. With 1gy Illustrations.
A YARKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. With 220 Illusts. by BEARD.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 2 64 Illustrations,
(The Two-5hilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.) -
l‘HE ADYENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With 11z Illustrations.
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations.
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 1go Illustrations.
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 [llustrations.
ADYENTURES OF HUCKLESERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts, by E, W, KEusLE:

THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s.3 Fost 8vo, illust. bds., 28,
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT: The Adventures of Mu Sellers. Wita
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6ql. [ Preparing.

MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Not&s

-and Introductions, by Col. CuNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6-.

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, Za.cach
A HARYEST OF WILD OATS. | WRITTEN IN FIRE. | FIGHTING THE AIR.

-OPEN ! ‘SESAME! Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 3 post 8vo, picture boards, 3Bs.

. MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of WiLLIAM GIFFOorRD. Edited

by Col. CuNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. .
MASTERMAN. _HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. By J.
MasSTERMAN, FPost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. .
MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BRANDER MaTTHEWS,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2+. ; cloth limp, 2-. .
AYHEW.—LONDON CTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SID
OF LORDOI LIFE. By HENRY MavrEw. With Illusts. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d.

MENKEN.—INFELICIA : Poems by Apam Is.ucs MENKEN. With
Biographical Preface, Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O, C. DARLRY, and
Facsimile of a Letter from CHARLES DICKENS. Small 4to, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A.E. SweET and J. Armoy KNox. With 265 Illusts., Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

mﬁﬁLﬁI S (JEAN), NOVELS BY Post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s. each.
] . DORILLION.

TOUCH AN

HILLER_PHYSIOT:OGY FOR THE YOUNG or, The House of Life:

Human Physiology, with its application to the Presetvation of Health. Byomg,
F.Fexwick MiLLER, With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Bs.
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MILTON HQ. L.g WORKS BY. Post8vo, Ia. each ; cloth, In. 6d. each.

THE OF THE SKIN., With Directions for Diet, Soaps. Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE

E SKIN.
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR ‘RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE BKIN.
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. .Demy 8vo, 1s.

MINTO (WM.)—WAS SBE GOOD OR BEAD? Cr.8vo,1s.} cloth, 1s. 6d.

MOLESWORTH Su-: S.), NOVELS BY.

HATHERCOURT CTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qll.

THAT GIRL¢ IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. 6d,
MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. kS

THE E ICURELN and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, Bs. n

OSE AND VERSE. Humorous, Satirical, and ‘Sentimental, by THOMAS Moore;
. vnth Su gpressed lgnsag&s from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited by R,
HERNE SHEPHERD., With Porfrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7-. 6d.

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY.
STORIES WEIRD D WONDERFUL. Post 8vo, illust. boards, Ds. ; cloth, 3a. 6d.
THE DEAD MAN’S S8ECRET; or, The Valley of Gold: A Narrative of Strange
Adventure, With a Fronuspaece by F, Buuuxn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5-- H
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
MURRAY (D. CERIS’I‘IE)6 NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3». 6d. each, post 8vo, xllustrated beards. 3s. each.
A LIFE'S ATONEMENT. | HEART A BIT OF HUMANR NATURE.

JOSEPH’S COAT. THE WAY OF THE | FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
COALS OF FIRE. WORLD. CYNIC PORTUHE.

YAL STRAKNGE,

Post 8vo, picture boards, 2. each
A MODEL FATHER. | Y THE GATE OF THE ﬂll.
OLD BLAZER’8S HERO. With Three Illustra(xons by A. McCoxrMick, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6«. 5 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2«.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. each.
ONKE TRAYELLER RETURKS.

PAUL JONES'S ALIAS. With 13 Illustrations by A. ForesTiER and G. NicoLET
___THE: BISHOPS BIBLE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
MURRAY.—A GAME OF BLUFF: A Novel. By HEexry MURRAY.
Post 8vo, picture boards, 228. 5 cloth hmp, Is. 6d.
NISBBli'II‘ (HUME), BOOKS BY. '

!” A Romance of BUSHRANGERS AXD Bracks. Cr, 8vo,cl. ex., 3s.6d.
LESSONB I!l ART. With 2z lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. éd.

NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS OF
THE CENTURY. Edit. by H. T. MAckenzie Berr. Cr.S8vo, cl, 3s. 8d. [Preparing.
O’CONNOR. LORD BEACONSFIELD: A Biography. By. 1. P.
O’CoxNor, M.P. Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

’ O’HANLON LICE), NOVELS BY Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each
THE UNFORESEEN. CHANCE? OR FATE?

OHNET &GEORGES), NOVELS BY :
RAMEAU. _Translated by Mrs. CasrerL Hory. With Ilustrauons by

E BavArD. Crown 8go, cloth extra, Gs. {,poct 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

A LAST LOYE. Translated by ALBeRT D,
st 8vo, illustrated boards, Bms.
A IRD GIPFT. Translated by ALBERT D. Vanpax. Crown 8vo, clo cloth 3s. 6d._

OLIPHANT (MRS.), NOVELS BY. - Post svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
. THE PRINROSE Px __| THE GREATEST HEIRESS N ENGLAND,
WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by ArTrHur Hoexixs and Henry Woops,
A.R.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2. .
O’'REILLY (MRS.).—PHEBE’S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

07§HAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY.
LAYS OF FRA Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.
MUSIC AND lOOluGHT. Fel.p 8'0, cloth extra, 7-.“.
SONGS OF A WORKER, ' Fup 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d
o

ANDAM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.3
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY. cr.8vo,cl., 3m @d. each; post 8vo, Hlust. bds., 3s. each
HELD m BONDAGE. | FOLLE-FARIKE, MOTHS. .
TRICOTRIN, ) noe OF FLAKDERS. | PIPISTRELLO.
STRATHMORE, . n REL. YILLAGE COMMUNE,
CHANDOS. WO Lmu: WOODEN MARENMA.

CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S| SHOES, BIMBI.

GAGE, SIGNA. . WARDA.
IDALIA. IN A WIFTER CITY. | FRESCOES. 'y OTHNAR.
%EEP TWO FLAGS. | ARIADNE. - PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.

FRIENDSHIP. GUYLLDEROY. | RUFFINO.
IYRIJAH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

3s. Gd.
BANTA BARBARA, &c. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6w,
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ovipa by F. Srowzy
Monxs Post 8vo, cloth extra, 8. Crgap EpiTiON, illustrated boards, 3.
PAGE A WORKS BY.
THOR is Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vé, cloth limp, Ds. Od.
LRllAL ARECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38,

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-

torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Criz, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s.

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MarcareTA. PaurL. With Frontis-

piece by HELEN PATERSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, ‘3u.
PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth-extra, 3s. 6@d. each; post 8vo, Tllustrated s, 3n. each.
LOST S8IR MASSINGBERD. 'A_GRAPE FROM A THORN.
WALTER’S .WORD. FROM EXILE.

LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE | 8SOME PRIYATE YIRWS,
PAINTED. THE CANOK’S WARD.
BY PROXY. THE TALK OF THE TOWK,
HIGH SPIRITS., ROL!DAY ruxs.
UNDER ONE ROOF. ) RM T
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 'I‘RB IYBTxRY OI llRBllDGl.
Post 8vo,

illustrated boar
-HUMOROUS BTORIES. ELYPFLRDI or OLY‘II'I.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS. POU D D

E
THE FAMILY S8CAPEGRACE. GWENDOLINE’S HARYESY,
nxnmn BENEATH HIM. A MARINE_RESIDENCE.

TINCE’S TUTOR. MIRK XBERY.
A P RFECT 'msuuxx. XOT wooz ' BUT. . W

OUNTY FAMILY. TWO0 HU D rou!ms REWARD,

Lxxx u'mx uxz SON, -YHE BEB‘R OF HURBAN
A WOMAN'S YERGRANCE. HALYES. | THE BURNT MILLION.
CARLYON'S YEAR.|CECIL’S TRYST, { FALLEN PORTUNES.
MURPHY’S MASTER,

HAT HE COST HER.
* AT HER MERCY. ! RKIT: R MENORY. | FOR CASH ONLY.
- Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each.
.*IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Stories of MARIyx ADVENTURE Re-told, With 17
Illustrations. e
THE WORD AND WILL.
BUNNY STORIES, some SHADY ONES. With a- Fxonﬁsplm by Frep

BARNWARD,

___ROTES FROM THE “NEWS.” Crown 8vo, portrait cover, l-.; cloth, 1s. Gd.
PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each.
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With [llustrations.

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. - With Teu tull-page Iilustrations by G. Du Mavxxz,
THE MUSES OF MAYPAIR. Vers do Société, Selected by H. C. PENNELL,
PHEL PS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Pos mj’vo. 1. each; cloth, 1s. @d. each.
THE GATES. By the Author | AN MAID'S PARADISE,

of “ The Gates Ajar.” BGLARS IN PARADISE.
JACK THE FISHERMAN. INustrated by C. W, Rxn Cr. 8vo, 1a. 3 cloth, 1s. 6d.

PIRKISPIC. w?'fnnguows 1? Y's' \
LADY LOVELAGE. Post 6vo, illustrated Tas "”m
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PLANCHE gJ. l}.} WORKS BY.
% OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With
oured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and 209 Illusts. Crown 8vo, clpth, 7s. 6d.
lOlG! AND POENS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Cr. §vo, cl., Ba.

PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the
Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by Jowx and
WirLLiau Langrorne. With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-| bound, 10s. 6d.

POE’S (EDGAR ) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro-

duction by CHAS. BAUDELAIRER, Portrait, and Facumnu. Cr. 8va, cloth, Ys. 64,
THE l!l‘l’!‘“ OF NARIE ROGBT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

POPE’'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
PRICjE: C NOVELS BY.

| THE P FOREIG
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.
PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA; 3 or, The Great Conspiracy of 188z,

the Princess OLGA. Crown 8vo, b extra, Ga.

PROCTOR (BICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS OF THE S8KY. With ss Illusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, Se, Gd.
m! nn Lnssols. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings
e Constellations, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

rmun SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ga.
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEN. With 13 Steel Plates, Demy&vo cloth dx., 10s. M.
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations.” Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Bs.
UNITYERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Iiléstrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs.
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d.

PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS. By RxanRD PrycE,
Author of “ The Ugly Story of Miss Wetherby,” &c. 2 vols., crown 8vo.

RAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. RAMBosson, Laureate

of the Institute of France, With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel By Lt.-Colonel
GEORGE RaNDOLPH, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 8d.

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d. each; 8vo, iliyst. bds., Bs., each,
‘PE@ wormeron. Illustrated by S. L. Fu.nss, R.A.—Also a PocxeT EDITION,

Eost 8vo, illustrated boards. Ps. each.
h RS. | MRS, LANCASTER'S urn.‘

set in New Type, in Blmxr style 8vo, hal-leather, 3s. 6d.
STIE JOHNE? d bﬁv

TONE, Il ILLIAM SuALL.—Also a Pockxt EDITION,
set in New T ‘l‘&e in Elzevu' stvle. fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. 6d.
IT IS NEYER '0 MEND. [Illustrated G.J. INWELL.
THE coungx OF tnﬂl Loﬂ NEYER DID OOTH. Illustrated by
% PATERSON.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF & &c. Tlustrated by MATT STRETCR.
LOYE ME LITTLE, LOYE ME LORG: ljcirared by M. ELLxx EDWARDS.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. lllnsts.g Sir Joux GrLsexT, R.A., 2nd C. Kzxni.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEAR IHustrated by CHARLES Kxzxz.
HARD CISH. IMustrated by F. W WSON,
GRIFFITH GAUNT. mustnted by S. L. Firozs, R.A., and WiLLiAM SMaLL,
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by GEorGK Du MATRIER.
PUT YOURSELF IR HIS PLACE.. lilustrated by Rosart Barnzs.
K TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. lliustrated by EDwazD vaxu and A, W, Coorza.
A SIMPLETON, lll\nmtedb{ CRAUFURD.
THE WANDERING HE llustrated by Herex Pu'nsou. S. L. FrLoes, RA.,
C. Grzxx, and HENRY WooDs, A_R.A
A WOMAN-HATER. lllustrated by THokas Courorxy. .
BINGLEHEART l.lb noumncn. Illustrated by P. AR,
GOOD BTORIES O lll D OTHER ANINALS., Ilustrated by B, A.
R.W-S.. and JoskrH Nasm. .
ustrated by Joszen Nasst.

CHARLES READR.
82 Sﬂm Feap. 8vo, leatheratts, 1s,

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READR. ‘With an Introd
wmw&lm.gadﬁ Plate Portrait. mm‘."wmf’d‘.‘.

.
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. H. NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @d. each ; post 8vo, {llustrated boards, Ds.each.
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDBI PARTY. | WERIRD STORIES.
Post 8vo, iliustrated boards. Js. each.
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. FAIRY WATER.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS, HER MOTHER'S DARLIKG.
RIMMER (ALFRED , WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7..“.uch.
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With ss Illustrations.
RAMBLES ROUND ETQN AND HARROW. With so Illustrations.
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 Illusts. byC. A. VanDERHEOO?, &C.
ROBINSON CRUSOE. By DaNiEL DEFOE. (MAJOR'S EDITION.) With
37 Illustrations by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, balf-bound, Bs.
ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; ﬁxsvo illustrated boards, 3s. each.
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. HANDS OF JUSTICE.
ROBINSON gPHILg ‘WﬁmY Crown 8vo, cloth extﬁ‘ 7s. 6d. each.
THE POETS' BEASTS.

'l‘ Poz'rs AND RATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. [Preparing.
ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and ap Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Je.
ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors

who came from Normandy with \‘It]lnm tbe Congueror, and Settled in this Country,
- A.D. 1066—7. With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed. 5-.
ROWLEY (HON. HUGH ORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, e. 6d. cach.
PUNI“A. RIDDLES AND JOKES. With oumerous Illostrations.
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated.
RUNCIMAN (JAﬁ— S), STORIES BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each: cloth limp, 3s. 6d. each.
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBAUKS., ‘ GRACE BALMAIGN'S mzmm
. SCHOOLS AND BCHOLARS.
RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NGvELS BY:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.
ROURD THE GALLEY-FIRE. l A BOOK FOR THE HANNOCK.,

N THRE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.®
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE ROMANCE OP JENNY HARLOWE,
SF LB, borctia eie; PR it
» Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3=, . ust.
MY ‘SHIPMATE LOUISE. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3u, 6ds A
SAINT AUBYN ;ALA ) NOVELS BY.
~ ¥ !'F!‘.I.IDWi B X d;x;t‘x: a tXblot?’bys(ix.xvn V\ar'xwx:;ﬁu. Hox.ldn;:d a
rontispiece. rown 8vo, extra, Bs. t 8v ust. boar
THE JUNIOR DEAN. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 3 post Bve, -

SALA.—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. By GEORGE AUGGSTUS SALA,
Post 8vo, illustrated boar is, B».

SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIOEERS Memoirs
of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
SAUNDERS (JOHN). NOVEIS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 8vo. illustrated
GUY WATERMAN. | ﬂ!l UOI ll HE PATH.| THE TW nmnn.
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3. 6‘. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, Bs. .eh.
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. HEART SALYAGE..
MILLS. SEBASTIAK.

THE HIGH

JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 3.
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

SCIENCE-GOSSIP : An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Stndents
n.ndl.molN-mre. Edited by Dr. J. L'r:‘nol,PL.S &c. DevotodtoGeo;gy
:{.

Tele
Photogra; ar 5.. year, poct-ﬁ-n. Vo--. L. to

urbohi'g.’h.um. va-.xiwdm. oach, Cases
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SECRET OUT, THE : One Thousand Tricks with Cards: with Enter.

tamning E menu in Drawing-room or * White Magic." By W. H. CxzmeRr.
With 300 Il stranonl Crown 8vo, clgth extra, 4a. 64, , . . '

SEGUIN SJL. G.) KS BY.
THE CO 61' rmz PASSION PLAY (OBERANNERGAW)and the Highlandn

of Bavana. With \(aevand 3& Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d
WALKS IN ALG{ERS. th 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6-.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d,
SHAKESPEARE THE FIRST FOLIO.—MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 5

KDIES Hxs‘romzs aNp TrAGEDIES. Published according to the true
ll é ies. Lomdon, Printed by IsAAcC 1aGGaRD and Ep. BLouvT. 1623.—
o'ozra hic Reproduction. Small 8vo, balf-Rotburghe, 7 e, 6d.
mns EARE FOR CHILDREN : LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. With .
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Mq¥® SMiTH. Crown 4to. cloth, Gs.

SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW : A Novel. By WiLLiaxM

SHARP Crown 8vo, cloth h extra,

SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE. WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF
PERCY BYSSHE SBHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Hirxz
SHrpHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. @d. each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols. :
Vol. L laotroducton bythe Edhad'axe Po lson ; Shelley’s Corre-

spoundence v\th‘Swd: The Wandennu jev; Qooen MAb. with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosahnd and Helen: nbound ; Ad &c.

il and Maddalo; S'!Nootthn‘l‘ynm The Witch of
Vol. {IL Posthutmous
PROSB WORKS, in Two Vols.: -
Vol. L TheTwo Romancesof Zastrozziand St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pun : A Refuta-
*sjon of Deism ; Lettersto Legh Hune, and some Minor Wnungs nﬂm
Vol _IL _The Essa: Letters from Abroad . Translations and ragmenn. x-,dmd by SHELLEY,
‘Wi ABibhoinphyorswky and an Index of the Prose W

SHERARD —ROGUES: A Yovel. By R. H. Sazmo. " Crown 8vo,

picture cover, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. 64

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
__P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, cloth, 34s.

SH. AN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With

Ln and Anecdotes. Including bis Dramatic Writings, his Works ic Prose and

. Translations, Speeches okes, &c. With 10 Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d.

m RI ALS. THE SCHOOL FOR SCAKDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed
on l aper and half-bound. 2s.

"8 COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.

Edned with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by

BRANDER MATTHEWS. With [l{ustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 13s. 6d.

SIDNEY’S ; (SIR PHILIP &, COMPLETE POETICA¥ WORKS, includ-
ing all thosein *“Arcadia® Portrait, Memonal-lnotroduction, Notes, &c. by the
_. Rev. A. B. GrosarT, D.D. bfee Vols., crown 8vo, cloth board;.lSo. .

SIGNBOARDS. Their History. With Anecdotes of Fathous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By {QCOB Lazwoop and Jouw Caunsw Horrten,
With Coloured Frontispiece ad g4 Iliustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.
Post 8vo, illustratad boards, 3e. each cloth limp, 3a. 4.
ROGUES AND YAGABGEDS. MARY JA'IITOFIR;HID.
8 or LIFE. With 6o Illustrations,

'W YHE POOR LI LR LON A
THE DAGONET RBC“'BR AND ER: being R and
tnd erse, selected from' bis own Warks byGl.onal R. Sius,

v
DITTIBS From the Referce.
m u“ OF GEORGE CAN

ISTER DORA: A Biography. By MazGarxT Lonsnu.; With Fo
S eations. Dy tvo, pigrare cover, 44,1 ciowd, 6t we
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SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. :

SL:}NG DICTIONARY (THE) i Etymological, Historical, and Anec-

otal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. o

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY. ) :

-~ THE PRINCE OP ARGOLIS. With 130 [llusts. Post 8vo; cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
TALES OF OLD THULE. With numerous lilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt,
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, @a.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A FoREIGN RESIDENT. Crown 8vo,
1s. 3 cloth, 1s. 6d.

SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letiers

from Count PAuL VasILrto a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord HENRY SOMERSET.

Small 4to, Japanese vellam, @s.

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief

in the Existence of Devils. ByT. A. SpaLDpiNG, LL.B. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ps. each. :
THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE. THE GOLDEN HOOP.
BY DEYIOUS WAYS, and A BARREN HOODWINKED; and THE S8ANDY-
TITLE. CROFT MYSTERY.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. 6d. each. .
A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE?

THE SANDYCROPT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. N
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations'

by WALTER ]. MokGaN, Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 8.

STARRY HEAVENS
16mo, cloth extra, Is. Gd.

STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an
Analysis of the Openings. By HowARD StaunTon. Edited by RoserT B. WoRMALD,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY. 7
Y!CT&IAH POETS, Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.

THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 3vo, cloth extra, Os.

STERNDALE. — THE  AFGHAN ENIFE: A Novel. By Rosert

ARMITAGE STERNDALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illast. boards, s,

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post8vo,cl. limp, 3s. 6d. each,

TRAYELS WITH A DONKEY. Eighth Edit. Witha Frontis. by WALTER Crang,
AN INLAND YOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by WaLTER CRANE.

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Ge. each.
PANILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Fifth Edition.
SILVERADO BQUATTERS. With a Frontispiece. Third Bdj

tion.
Second Edition. | UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Bdi N
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition Edition
VIRGINIBUS PURRIBQUE, and otver Papers. Fifth Edition. |  BALLADS,

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. “‘Crown 8vo, buckram,
gomt 8vo, lfustrated bourd, . on. Lrown ¢l top, Ba.
RI CR %110. Ponu mmums.. Dr. B .
Crm&vo,hnd.—mnd. and brown paper, 1s. P Bdi ‘

ST(C):.D\BAnm.&_;OM. Tlnstrated by w?zu?uzng. %ro 8vo, cl. extra, Ja. 2{

STORIES FROM FOREIGN

(THE): A PorTicAL BIrTHDAY Book. Royal

NOVELISTS. With Notices by HrLexand
ALics Zruugax, Crown M%&wasmmwma
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN,A COPPER CYLINDER.

With 19 Illustrations by GiLBERT GauL. Third Editjon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, =,

STRUTT’S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF
NGLAND; mcludmg the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum-

menes. Shows, om the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
WiLLiaM Hox:. Wxth 140 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON : A Residential Guide.

a Map, and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

SWIFT’S (D CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in y« Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d.

GULLIYER’S TRAYELS, and A TALE OF X TUB. Post 8vo, pnnted on laid
paper and half-bound,

K MONOGRAPH ON erl'. By J. Cnurtox CorLiNs. Cr. 8vo, cloth, Sa. [(Shortly.
SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY.

With

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS
OF A. C, SWINBURNE. Fcap.8vo, Gs.
ATALANRTA IN CALYDON. Cr, 8vo, 6s.
CHASTELARD: A Traged{’ Cr. 8vo, 7.
NOTES ON POEIS REYIEWS.
* Demy 8vo, 1
POEI AND BALLADS. First SeRiES,
Crown 8vo ot fcap, 8vo, Ds.
POEMS AND BALLADS. SxcoXD Sxrixs,
Crown 8vo or fca 8vo, Os.

GEORGE CHAPMAN, (See Vol II. of G,
CHAPMAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, Gs.
ES8SAYS AND STUDIBS. Cr. 8vo, 19-.

ERECHTHEUS: A Cr. 8vo, Gs.
BONGS OF THE SPRINGTID o

8vo, Gs.
STUDIB IN 8ONG. Crown 8vo, 7s.
MARY STUART: A Tra% Cr.8vo 8-.
TRISTRAM OP LYONE 8‘. Cr. 8vo, Os.

ES, Crown °

ACENTURY OF ROUKDELS. Sm. 4t0, Ss.
A IlDSU"BR HOLIDAY. Cr.8vo, 7s.
luuno 'ALIERO: A Tragedy.

0, 6s.
A BTUDY OF YICTOR HUGO. Cr. 8vo, Ge.
IISCBLLAHIBS. Crown 8vo, ) PI N

POEIB AND B 8. THIRD SERIES,
Crown 8vo, 7s.
soll&? BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo,
BOTEWELL A Tragedy. Crown 8vo,
8vo, Gs.

13s. LOCRINE : rgaied Cr.
BONGS OP TWO NATIONS. Cr.8va, 6+, | A STUDY OP BER JONSON, Cr.8vo, 7s.

SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG : Medizeval Latin Students’
Songs. With Essay and Trans. byJ ADDINGTON Symoxps. Fcap. 8vo, parchment, @s,

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque,. m‘/

Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With RowrLaxpsow’s Coloured Illus-
tnnons. znd Lite of the Author by J. C. HoTrTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by

Hexry Vax Laux. Four Vols,, medium 8vo, cloth boards, 30s.—PortrLAR EDITION,
Two Vols,, large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 13s.

TAYLOR’S éBAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur-
lesques of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2
TAYLOR (DR. J. E,, F.L.S.), WORKS BY. cr. 8vo,cl ex., 7s. 6d. each.
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketchof the Life and Conduct
of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations.
OUR CONMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 331 Illustrations,

THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 366 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.

TAYLOR’S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing “ Clancarty,”
‘' Jeanne Darc,”” *’Twixt Axe and Crown,” *“The Fool’s Revenge,” * Arkwright's
Wife,” * Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot’and Passion.” Crown 8vo, cloth cxxra, 7s. 6d.
+ *,* The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s. each.
TENNYSON (LOBD) A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. jx’wmcs.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes, Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by WirriaM Maxereace TBACKERAY, depicting Humorous Incidents in

his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the Books of his Every-day
With a Coloured Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥'s. 6d.

THAMES.—A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY. OF THE THAMES.
By A. S.Kravussg., With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d.

3
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THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo, clL, 3s. 8d. ea. ; post 8vo, Bs. oa
THE YIOLIN-PLAYER. |___PROUD MAISIE,
CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. Introduction

_ by ALLan CuNNiNGHawm, and Illustrations on Steel and Wood. Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d.

TEORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 8d. each.
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends. With Illustrations in Colours.
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit. by E. WaLrorD, M.A. Illusts. by F. W, FairaoLr, F.S.A.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES.

TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. '
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Wealth and_Fashion,
Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists,
_ Theatrical Folk, Men of Letters, &c. With 48 Illustrations.
TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, {llustrated boards, @s. each,
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. MARION FAY.
KEPT IN THE DARK. MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.
FRAU FROHMANN. THE LAND-LEAGUERS, .
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2%. each.
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE.| AMERICAN SENATOR.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38, @d. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’'S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS,.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—~DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2.
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL'S FOLLY: A Novel. By ]. T. Trow-

BRIDGE. Post 8vo, iliustrated boards, ‘2s.

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By

C. C. FrRASER-TYTLER. Crown 8vO, cloti: extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, Is.

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.each; 8vo, iltustrated boards, 3s. each.,
THE BRIDE’S PASS, URIED DIAMONDS. .
“B%ES%E OBLIGE. ‘ THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS.

D .

BELL.

. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. —
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. BEAUTY AND THE BEAST,
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE. DISAPPEARED.
SAINT MUNGO’S CITY. THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

VILLARI.—A DOUBLE BOND. By Lixpa Virrart. Fcap. 8vo, picture

cover, 1. B '

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by
WiLLram M. RosseTTI. With Portrait. Cr.8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, Gs.

WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con.

templative Man’s Recreation, by [zaax WavLTON ; and Iastructions how to Angle for a
Troat or Grayhng in a clear Stream, by CHARLES CoTTON. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir HAARRXS NIcoLAS, and 61 I.lustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. Gd.

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY.

»

FIYE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With g2 Illustrations by the
Author, VIcTor PERARD, and W, B. Davis. Thed ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14x,

MY LIFE WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD. Witha Map by F. S. WELLER,
F.R.G S. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, 1« 6d.

WAERNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Caaries DupLZy

WaxxEx. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6e.
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WALFORD (EDWARD 2 WORKS BY.

WALFORD'S COUNTY FKIILIE OF THE, UNITED KINGDOM (1891). Contain-
ing the Descent, Birth, Marnage, Educauon &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families,
thelr Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royaf 8vo,cloth gilt, 30n.

WILEORD'B SHILLING P%ERLGE (1891). Containing a List of the House of
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers. &c  32mo. cloth, 1s.

WALFORD’S SHILLING BARONETAGE (4891). Containinga List of the Baronets
of the United Kingdom. Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, In.
WALFORD’S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1#91). Containing a List of the Knights
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical ices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, 1s.
WALFORD’'S SHILLING HOUSE OF MMONS (1891). (.omaxmnza List of all

l‘VIembers of Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs. &c. 3amo, cloth,

W, RD'S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BABONETAGE, KNIGHTAGB, AND
HOUSE OF COMMONS (1801). Roya!l 3zmo, cloth extra, gilt edees

8.
WALFORD’S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND ENIGHTAGE (1891
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d.

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
WILLIAM PITT: A Biography. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Js.

WARWT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59

atures and Seals. Printed o U?Der 22in. by 14in, Bs.

Wlk T TO EXECUTE MARY Q BCOTS. A Facsimile, including

Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Grea‘x Seal PIN

WASSERMANN.—DAFFODILS : A Romance. By LILLIAS WASSER-

MaNN, Crown 8vo, 1s.3 cloth, 1. Gd.
WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC-
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With xo-llluuranons Cr. 8vo, 1n. ; cloth, 1x. 6d.
WESTROPP. —HANDBOOK OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. B
HoppER M. WEsTROPP. With Iilusts. and Lis* of Marks. Cr. 8vo, cioth, 4n. 6d.
WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By ABRAHAM S, WiILks
and CHARLES F. Parpon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.~
WHISTLER’S (MR- TEN O’ CLOCK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper, 1s.
WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By G By GILBERT
WHITE, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.
WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTER Crown 8vo, cioth extra, 7s. 6d.
K SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. Withb Illusts. Cr. 8vo, clcth limp, 3s. 6d.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Three Vols,, cr. 8vo,

WILSON gDR ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
S ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6de
OM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. 6d.
With Iilustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6Gs.
Witk numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.. 6s.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. lilusts. Cr. 8vo, In.; cl., 1. 6ds
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 lllustrations Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 6d.
WIFTER gJ S. ), STORIES BY Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

CAYALR REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.

WISSMANN. ——MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQEATORIAL

AFRICA, from the Congo to the Zambest, 1u 1886, 1887.
WissMaNN. Trans. by M. J. A, BERGMANK, Map by F.S. WeLLER and 92 Illusts,
bv R. HELLGrEwE and KLE!N-CHEVALIER, Demy Bvo cloth extra, 16s. [Shortly,
WOOD.—SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop. Post 8vo, bdards, 25,
WO0OD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Crown 8vo. c'oth extra. 6s. each; post 8vo illustrated boards, Bs. eac
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE BUE CAIN.
WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRBONG ; or, Love and Theology. By
CeLIA PARKER WonLLEY. Post¥vo, filustrated boards, 2s. 5 cloth, 2x. 6d.
WRIGHT s, HOMAS). WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
CARICAT HISTORY OF THE GEORGES, With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c.

OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA-
TURB, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Il'ustrated by F. W. FairroLT, F.S.A{

YATES EDMUFD_TNDVE—ES—BY Post 10,1l ted boards,
ir ) THE FOBLORN HOPE. uslmcisbrox&ixf" —

By Major HERMANN VON
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

*,* For fuller cataloguing, see a.

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.

K Journey Round My Room. By XaAviEr
DE MAISTRE.
gulpu and Quiddities., By W.D. Apaus.
he Agonf Column of ‘“The Times.”
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of
“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.”
The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. Bly W. T. DoBsoN.
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dossox.
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec.
W. 8. Gilbert’s Plays. First SErIES.
AN, S. Gilbert’s Plays. SEcCOND SERIES,.
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. HeLps.
Bocial Pressure. By Sir A. HELps.
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J.Jexvings.,,

Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. ",

Pencil and Palette. By R. KEmPT.

lphabdic:it arrangement, pp. i—as.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume,

i Little Essays: trom Lams’s Letters.

- Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacos Larwoon,

i Theatrical Anecdotes. "JacoB Larwoop.
Jeux d’Esprit. Edrted by HEnrY S. LEigH,
Witch Stories. By E. LynN LinTon.
Ourselvyes. By E. Lynn Lintox.
Pastimes & Players. By R. MAcGRrEGOR,
New Paul and

. New Republic. By W. H. MaLLoch.
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PennrLL.
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. PENNELL,
Muses of Mayfair. Ed.H.C. PENNELL.
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H. A. Pace,
Puniana. By Hon. HugH Rowrgy.
More Puniana. By Hon. HugHRowLEY.
The Philosophy of Handwriting. ~
By Stream and 8Bea. B
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-

By Dr. ANDREW WILSON.

y WM. SENTSR.
Book.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Bacyla;d Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo

ub.

Bennett’s Ballad History of England.
Bennett’s Songs for Sailors.
Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers.
Pope’s Poetical Works.

Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s..per Volume.

' Holmes’s Professor at Breakfast Table,

' Jesse’s Scenes of Country Life.

| Leigh Hunt’s Tale for a Chimney
Corner.

llallory'l Mort d’Arthur: Selections.

Pascal’s Proyincial Letters.

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Reflections,

THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY

Wanderings in Patagonla. By JurLius
BexrBoHM. Illustrated. :
Camp Notes. By FREDERICK BoyLE.,
Savage Life. By FREDERICK BoYLE.
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By
G. DaxieL. Illustrated by CRUIKSHANK.
Circus Life. By THowmas Frost.
Lives of the Conjurers. Tuomas FrosT.
The Old Showmen and-the-0ld London

. - Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Wilds of London. JAuMEs GREENWOOD.
Tunis, Chev. HESsE-WARTEGG. 22 Illusts.
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack.
World Behind the Scenes. P.FiTzGERALD.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.

The Genial Showman. By E.P. HINGsTON.
Story of London Parks. JacoB LArwooD.
London Characters. By HENRY MAyHEW,
Seven Generations of Executioners.

Fairs., By THoMAs FroST.
Low-Life Deeps. By JaAMes GREENWOOD.

Summer Cruising -in the South Seas.
By C. WARREN STopDARD. Illustrated.

POPULAR’ SHILLING BOOKS."

Harry Fludyer at Cambridge.
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. gnsr HARTE.
Twins of Table Mountain. BreT HARTE.
‘A Day’s Tour. By PErRcCY FI1TZGERALD,
Esther’s Glove. ByR.E. FRANCILLON,
Sentenced! By SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.
The Professor’s Wife. By L.GRraHAM.
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By
TuL1AN HAWTHORNE.
Niagara Spray. By ]. HOLLINGSHEAD,
A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. By
CHARLES JAMES.
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By
ToM JERROLD.
Cut by the Mess. By ARTHUR KEYSER.
Our Sensation Novel.NP. H. McCARTHY,
Doom! By JusTin H. McCaArRTHY, M.P,
Dolly. By Justin H. McCARTHY, M.P.
Lily Lass., JusTiN H. McCarTHY, M,P,

Was She Good or Bad? By W. MinTo.
That Girl in Black. Mrs. MoLESWORTH,
Notes from the “ News.” By Jas. Payx,
Beyond’the Gates. By E. S, PuyEeLps.
0ld Maid’s Paradise. By E. S. PHELPS,
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. PHELPS.
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. PHELPS.
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pigrx1s.
Bible Characters. By CHARLES READE.
Rogues. By R. H. SHERARD.

The Dagonet Reciter, By G. R. Sivs.
How the Poor Live. By G.R. Sixs.
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims,
Sandycroft Mystery. T.W. SPEIGHT,
Hoodwinked. By 1. W. SPEIGHT.
Father Damien. By R. L. STeVENSON,
A Double Bond. By LiNDA VILLARI
I{que with Stanley’s Rear Guard. By
ERBERT WARD,

irginia. W.H.MaLrock, * .
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o MY LIBRARY. :
Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 2s. $d. each.

Four Frenchwomen. By AusTIN DoBsoN.
Citation and Examination of Willilam
Shakspeare. By W.S. LANDOR.

~Chri;

stie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE.
With a Photogravure Frontispiece.
Peg Woffington. By CHARLES READE,

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin.

THE POCkET LIBRARY. Post 8vo, printed on laid papér and hf-bd., 2. each.

The Essays of Ella. By CHARLES LanB,

Robinson Crusce. Edited by Joun Major,
With 37 Illusts. by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK,

Whims and Oddities. By THomas Hoop,
With 8¢ Illustrations.

The Barber’s Chair, and The Hedgehog
Letters. By DouGLAS JERROLD.

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By BRILLAT-
SavariN, Trans. R. E. ANDERSON, M.A.,

The Epicurean, &c. By THomas MooRrE.
Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Ed. E. OLLIER,
The Natural History of Selborne. By
GILBERT WHITE.
Gulliver’s Tl\?‘" and The Tale of a
Tub. By Dean SwiFt. _ .
The Rivals, S8chool for Scandal,and other
-~ Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.
Knecdotes of the Clergy. J]. Larwoon.

"THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.

L1BRARY EDITIONS OF NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS, many Illustrated,
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

. By GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia. For Maimie’s Sake.
Babylon. The Devil’s Die.
In all Shades. This Mortal Coil.
The Tents of Shem. | The Great Taboo.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
K Fellow of Trinity.

By Rev. 8. BARING GOCULD.
Red Spider. | Eve.

By W. BESANT & J. RICE.
My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour.
Caseof Mr.Lucraft. { Monks of Thelema.
This Son of Vulcan. | The Sea.my Bide.
Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’ Tenant.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

With H and Crown.
‘Twas in algur’s Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
By WALTER BESANT.

All Sorts and, Conditions of Men.

alr-

The World Went Very Well Then.

For Faith and Freedom.

Forster. | To Call Her Mine.
ack. ‘ The Holy Rose. *

Childrenof Gibeon. | Armorel of :Lyon-

Herr Paulus, esse.

Bell of St. Paul’s. !

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.

The Shadow of the Sword.

A Child of Nature.

The Martyrdom of Madsline.

&od and the Man. | The New Abelard.

Love Me for Ever. | Foxglove Manor.

Annan Water.

Matt. Heir of Linne.

By HALL CAINE.

The Shadow of a Crime. -

A Son of Hagar. |The Deemster.

VMORT. & FRANCES COLLINS,

Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration..

From Midnight to Midnight.

Blacksmith and Scholar.

Yillage Comedy. | You Play Me Fals

Master of the Mine. ' Fatal Zero.

By Mrs.H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Julie’s Guardian. | Deceivers Ever.

By WILKIE COLLINS,
KArmadale. - The Frozen Deep. -
After Dark. The Two Destinies.
No Name. °
Antonina. | Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.

ueen of Hearts.

Miscellanies.

oman in White.

The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs? K Rogue’s Life.
New Magdalen. Blind Love.,

By DUTTON COOK,
Paul Foster’s Daughter. .

By WILLIAM CYPLES
Hearts of Gold. A

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.
By JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spaln.
By J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | . Circe’s Lovers.
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES.

The Evil Genius.

The Legacy of Cain

- Archie Loxell.

By G. MANVILLE FENN,

{ The New Mistress,

By PERCY FITZGE P&LD.

By R. E. FRANCILLON.

. Queen Cophetua. A Real Queen.

'
!
'

One by One. King or Knave?
Pref.by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.

By EDWARD GARBETT.
The Capel Giris,
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THE PiccapiLyry (3/6) NoveLs—continued.
By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft.
In Honour Bonnd. Of High Degree.

Loving a Dreal
The Flower of tho Forest.
By THOMAS HARDY,
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By SJULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth, Dust, ’
Ellice Quentin, Fortune’s Fool.
Sebastian Strome. | Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter’s Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
By Sir A. HELPS.
ivan de Biron.
By ISAAC HENDERSON.
Bgatha Page.
By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.

The Leaden Casket. | Sélf-Condemned.
That other Person.

By JEAN INGELOW. -
Fated to be Free.
By R. ASI[E KING.
A Drawn Game. .
#The Wearing of the Green.”
By HENRY KINGSLEY.
Number Seventeen.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball. | Ione.
Underwhich Lord? | Paston Carew.
“My Love!” wing the Wind.
The ‘Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.

By HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce. p

By JCGTIN McCARTHY.

Fair Saxon Donna Quixote.
Linle Rochford p(l Maid of Athens.
Miss Misanthro) Camiola.

The Waterdale Neighbours. ..
My Enemy’s Daughter.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season.
By AGNES DIALDONELL.

Quaker Cousins.

By FLORENCE MABRYAT.
Open! Sesame!

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.

Life’s Atonement. | Yal Strange.
Joseph’s Coat. Hearts,
Coals of Fire.

A Bit of Human Nature,

First Person Singular.

Cynic Fortune.

The Way of the Worid.

By MURRAY & HERMAN.
The Bishops® Bible.
By GEORGES oll'NE'l‘.
A Weird Gift,

THE P1ccapiLLy (3/6) NovELS—continued.
By Mrs. OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies..

By OUIDA,

Held in Bondage.’
8trathmore.,
Chandos.

l:lndier Two Flags,

Cecllca.stlamalne‘I

age.

Trlcotrln. | Puck.

Folle Farine.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarel. | .8igna.

Princess Naprax-
ine.

Two Little Wooden
Shoes.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.,
Friendship.
Moths. | Ruffino.
‘?lstrello.
illage Commune
Bimbi.
choes.
In Mare)
othmar. | Syrlln.
Guilderoy.

| Wanda.

By MARGARET A. PAUL.

Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN,
Lost Sir lasslngberd.
Less Black than We’re Painted.

A Confidential
A Grape from'a
SOme

horn.’
vate Yiews.

In Peril and Privation.
The Mystery of Mirbridge.

The Canon’s Ward.

Wa.lter’s Word.

H{gh Sp rlts.

Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Glow-worm Tales.

Talk of the Town,
Holiday Tasks.

The Burnt xmlon.

The Word and t
Sunny Stories.

By E. C. PRICE.

Yalentina.

| The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival.
By CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to Mend.

The Double Marri

(-3

ag
Love. Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Lovye..
The Autobio. gmphy of a Thief.

Put Yoursel

in his Place.

A Terrible Temptation.

Singleheart an
Good S
Hard Cash.

Peg Woffington.
ChristieJohnstone.
Grifith Gaunt,
Foul Play.

K Perilous SBecret.

Doubleface.
tories of Men and other Animals,

Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater
A Simpleton.
Readiana,

The Jilt.

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL.
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.

Weird Stories.

By F. W. ROBINSON.

Women are Strange.

The Hands of Justice.
By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

An Ocean T

Y.
My Shlpmart:‘Loniu.
By JOHN SAUNDERS.

Guy Waterman.

| Two Dteimerl-

Bound to the Whaeel,
The Lion in the Path.
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Tre PiccapiLLy (3/6) NoveLs—continued.
By KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon’s Rock. Heart Salvage.
The High Mills, Sebastian.

By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.

By R. A. S'I‘EBNDALE.
- The Afghan Knife,

By BERTIHA THOMAS,
Prond Maisie. | The Yiolln-player.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progms.

THE PiccapiLLy (3/6) NoveLs—continued.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

Frau Frohmann. l Kept in the Dark.
Marion Fay. Land-Leaguers.
The Way We Live Now.

Mr. 8carborough’s Family.

By IVAN TUBGENIEFF, &co
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

By SARAM TYTLER.
The Bride’s Pass. | Lady Bell.

Noblesse Obllga. Buried Diamonds.
The Blackhall Ghosts.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Pdst 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.

By ARTEMUS WARD.
Artemus Ward Complete.
By EDMOND AB()IIT
The Fellah.
By HAWIILTON AIDE,
-Care or Carrlyon. | Confidences.
By "PARY ALBERT.
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter.
By Mrs.  ALEXANDER.
la.id,“{ll’e, orWidow ? | Yalerie’s Fate,
By GRANT ALLEN.

“Strange Stories. | The Devil’s Die.
Philistia. This Mortal Coil.
Babylon. In all Shades.

The Beckoning Ra.nd.
For Maimie’s Sake. | Tents of Shem.
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Pellow of Trinity.
By Rev. 8, BARING GOULD.
- Red Spider., ve.
By FEANK BARRETT.
Fettared for Life.
Between Life and Death.

BySHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. |

Grantley Grange.
. By W. BESANT & J. RICE.
'l‘hls Son of Yulcan.
My Little Girl.
Case of Mr.Lucraft.
Golden Butterfly.

Monks of Thelema.
The BeamyTSlde.

Ten Years’ Tenant.
Ready-Money orti Ve
With H and C)

Wn.
"Twas l:?nm;ar'l Bay.
The Chaplain of the Flest.

By WALTER BESANT.
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack.
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus.
All Sorts and Condlﬁont of Men,
The Captains’ Roo:

All in a Garden !'
The World Went Yery ‘Well Then.
I-‘or Faith a.nd l?rud

*To Call Her
The Bell of St. Panl’l.

By Celia’s Arbour.

" A Son of Hagar..

By FEEDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. | Savage Life.
Chronicles of No-man’s Land.

By BRET HARTE.
!’llp. Californian Stories

rﬁ; Gabriel Conroy.
eiress of Red Dog.
’l‘he Luck of Roaring Camp, '

A Phyllis of the Sierras.
By HAROLD BRYDGES.
Uncle Sam at Home.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of the | The Martyrdom of
Sword. . Madeline.
K Child of Nature.
God and the Man.

Annan Water,
The New Abelard.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.

Matt.
The Helr of Linne.
The Master of the Mine. <
By HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.
| The Deemster.
By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the “Black Prince.”
By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian.
By AUSTIN, CLARE. -
For the Love of a Lass.
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
By MACLAREN COBEBAN.,
The Cure of Souls.
By C. ALLSTON COLIJNS.
The Bar Sinister.
‘MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Transmigration.
t to lldnl‘h
A Fight wi

Sweet and hanty Ylﬂlﬁ comuly.
Frances. You Play me False,
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Two-SHILLING NovELS—continued.
By WILKIE COLLINS,
rmadale. ‘| My Wiseellanies.

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
Law and the La.
The Two Destinies.
Haunted Hotel.
A Rogue's Life,

oman in White.
The Moonstone.

Jl&n and Wife:

Poor Mjiss Finch.
The Falen Leaves.
Jezebel’'s Daughter
The Black Robe.

Q.
The Evil Genius.
Little Novels,

f Cain,

Eifad Love,

By ML J. (‘OLQUHOUN.

Every lnd: & Soldier.

By W’DTON COOK.

. Leo.

{ Paul Foster’s Daughter,

By C.EGBERT CRADDOCK.
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.

By WILLIAM CYPLES.

Hearts of Gold:

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The E¥rangelist; or, Port Salvation.
By JAMES DE MILLE,

K Castle in 8pain.

By J. LEITH DERWENT.

Our Lady of Tears.

| Circe’s Lovers.

By CHARLES DICKENS.

Sketches by Boz. -
Pickwick Papers

By DICK
The Man-Hunter.

Olfver Twist.
KNicholas Nickleby.
PDONOVAN.
| Ca.ught at Last!

'aken,-
Who Poisoned Hetty Dn.ncan?
The Man from Manchester.
K Detective’s Triumphs.

By CONAN
Strange Becrets.
By Mrs.

DOYLB, &e.
1IE EDWARDES.

ANNIE
A Polnt of Honour. | Archfe Lovell. -
By M. nni‘mmnnwmns.

Felicia.

By EDWARD EGGLESTON.

Roxy.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.

Bella Donna.
Never Forgotten.

‘P
Fatal Zero.

Mrs. Tillotson.

ALBANY DE' mmANQUE.
Filthy Lucre,
By R/E. EBAMLLON.

lympia.

Onem One.

co hetua,
ave ?

mdu of Law, -

lIABOLD manlLK.
ek s Wit

's Brother’
The

Pref. ] n.i y ’sn: BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Harl,

"Under {lié G

ATwo-Suxm.an NOV:MM

By HAIN !‘BI”SWBLL.
One of Two.

By EDWABD GABBETT.
The Gapel 6

By CmLES -GIBRON.
Robin Gra.y. In Honour Bound.

‘Free. Flower of Forest.
old. | Braes of Yarrow.

.the The Golden Shaft.
f H Degree.

lud and Stream.

Loying a Dream.

A K;rd Knot.
light.

?

By WILLIAM GILBEBT.

Dr. Austin’s- Guests, | James Duke.
The Wizard of the Mountain.

By MENRY GREVILLE.
9 loblo Woman. -

y JOHN HABBERTON.
Brueton’s Bayou, | Country Luck.
By ANDREW HALLIDAY.
Bvery‘Da.y Pa;
y Lady DUFFUS HABDY.
Pa.nl Wyntery. - Sacrifice.
& mnnr.
wood Tree.

By J. BEBWICK HARWOOD,
The Tenth Earl. -

By ."JLIAN HAWTHORNE.
Sebut!m Strome.,
Be‘trlx Randolph.

a Name.

ce.
The Spectre otthec

By 8ir All'l'm IIILPS.
Ivan de Biron. -

By ¥irs. CASHEE IIOEY.
The Lover’s Creed.

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
The House of Raby. ..

By TIGHE PEINS,
By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.

Thornicroft’s Model. | 84if-Condemned.”
That Other Person. Laaden Casket,

15! JfAN INGELOW.

By m" SAY,

e Dark
Th. Queen of Copmsught.

By MABK EERSHAW.
Golanl:} Facts a.nd Fictions.

By ». Asnn KENG.
m* \/
“m Wurln‘ otdn "'h"'
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Two-SHILLING NovELS—continued.

By HENRY KlNGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle.

By JOHN LEYS.
The Lindsays.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball, | Paston Carew,
World Well Lost. | “My Love!”
Underwhich Lord? | Ione.

The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
With a-8ilken

The Rebel of the Famlly.
Sowing the Wind.

By HENRY W. LUcCY.
Gideon Floyee.

By JUSTEN McCARTRY.
K Fair Saxon. | Donna Quixote.
Linley Rochford. ; Maid of At.henl.
llu lmtﬁh‘ro .| Camiola. .

ear Lady
The Waterdale lhlghbonn.
My Enemy’s Da
The Comet of a n.

By AGNES MACDONELL.

Quaker Cousins.

KATHARINE &‘MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye. | Last Ro:

By W. H. m.u.l.ocn.
The New Republic.

By FLOBI;N(‘IE m.u‘u‘zh:i\;r
!lghm Lo

11d -Qats,
Written in Fire. - ~ -~
. By J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daaghters.

By BRANDER MATTHEWS,
A Secret of the Sea.

By JEAN MIDDLEDMASS,

Touch and @e. | Mr. Dorillion.

By Mrs. MESWORTII.
na.themm Y.

y J. E. MUDDOCK.
Stories Wlml and Wonderful,
The Dead Man's Becret,

By D. cnliis'r E MURRAY.
A Model Father, | Old Blazer's Hero.
maru.

J h°s Coat. -
c:rll: of Plire. Way of the World,
‘Yal yalc Fortune,

AyBlt of Human Nature.
First Person Singolar. , ; -
By MURRAY and nl:mmnv

One xmm}-n. IR

Paul Jones’s

By HENRY mmt.
A Game of Blnm
By ALICE O'HFANLON.
The Untoruua. lw o Fate?

Cetaerd Slwe .l

-%

.

Two-SAiLLING NovELs—continued.
By GEORGES OMNET.

Doctor Rameau.

| K Last Love.

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies.

| The Primrose Path,

The Greatest Helress in England.

Phabe's Fortunes.

.By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY.

By 6UIDA.

Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.

dos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalia. .
cecn“(‘.utlemnmvl
'l'rloo:rln.
Puck.

P,
of Flanders.
P rel.

ine.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.

h;o Little Wooden

Prlandl!ug.
Moths,

Pipistrello.

A VYillage Com-
mune.

Bimbi,

Wanda.

Frescoes.

In la.remml.

Othm:

Gnllderoy.
Ruffino.

Ouida’s Wisdom,
. Wit, ana Pathos.

MARGARET AGNES PAUL.

Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAY‘N

Bentinck’s Tator.

£300
Murphy’s Master. | Marine luldence.

A Coun

Cecil’s 8
Clyffards of Clyffe.
Foster Brothers. -
Found Dead. -
Best of Husbands.
alter’s Word,
l-lalvu.
Fallen Fortunes.

llnmorou Stories.
Lost 8ir Mass:
rfect

Famlily, ! Mirk Abbey.

Proxy,
Lrarig zo.
Carlyon’s Year

From Exile.
itl»r Cash Onmly.
The €anon’s Ward

Talk of the Town,
Holiday Tasks,

A Grape from & Thorn.

Glow-worm Tales,
The lys
The Burn

Lady Loy

of- mrérm”a.
illion.
By C. L. PIRKIS,
elace. E

By EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of M«rie Roget.” -

v By E.C. PRECE.

Yalentina.

- Mrs.
Gerald,

The Fore
AL, | Oreigners.
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Two-SHILLING NovELS—continued.
By CHARLES READE.
1t is Never Too Late to Mend.
Christie Johnstone.
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long,
The Cloister and the Hearth,
The Course of True Love.
Aut.oblogmghy of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other Animals,
Hard Cash. A S8tmpleton.
Woffington. Readiana.
Grimth Gaunt. A Woman- Ham.
Foul Play. The Jilt. .
A Perilous Secret.

By Mrs. J. . RIDDELL.
Weird Stories. l Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.

Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.

The Uninhabited House.

The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
By F. W. BOBINSON.

Women are Strange. °

The Hapds of Justice.

By JAMES RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks. .
@race Balmaign’s Sweétheart.
8chools and Scholars.’

By W. CLARK RUSSELL,
Round the Galley Fire.
On the Fo'k’sle Head.
IAnYuu md&l.ghw.é‘:h'
oy e
. .ﬁor the Ha.mp:ocl.
The lyltery of the “Ocean Star.”
The lomq.nu of Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

By JOHN SAUNDERS.
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers,
The Lion in the Path.

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS,
K u.thu. l Heart Saln‘c.

By GEOBGE R. SIMNS.
Rogues and Y nds.
'l‘gsnklnt o’ D:ﬁ:.bo
lary Jane’s Memoirs.

ary Jane Married.
'hlu of To-day. lnrunu of Life.

nkletop’s
’By ABTRUB SKETCHLEY,
A Match in the Dark.
By T. W. SPEIGHT.

The Golden Hoop | By Devious W
en ous Wa,
Hoodwinked, &c. v "'

|
|

Like 8hips upon the

Two-SHILLING NovaLs—continued,
By R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

By R. LOUIS STEVRNSON.
New Arabian Nights.| Prince Otto.

BY BERTHA THONMAS,
Cressida. | Proud Maisle.
The Yiolin-player.

By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marineg.
0ld Stories Re-told.

T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.

Sen.
ne Furness. | Mabel's Progress.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

Prau Frohmann, } Keﬁ in ‘the Dark,
Marion Fay. Caldigate.
The Way We Live Now.

The American Senator.

Mr. S8carborough’s Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

The Golden Lion of Granpere.

‘By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. -
Farnell’s Folly.
. By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &ec,
Btories from Foreign Novelists.
By MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer. &l Tramp Abroad,
The Stolen Whits Elephant.
A Pleasure Tri on the Continent.
Huckieberry
Life on the !{ulul
The Prince and the uw.
By C. €- FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith,
By SARAR TVYTLER.
The Bride’s Pass, | Noblesss Oblige.
Buried Diamonds. ppeared.
sunt,gun(o‘rclty. l Huguenot Family,
Lady Blackhall Ghosta.
m 8he e Through,

The Passenger from Scotland Yard,
Englishman

The of the Rue Caln.

¢ By Lady WOOD.
Sablna. i R
CELIA PARKER WOOLLREY,
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology
By EDMUND YATES, '

The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last,
Castaway.

OGBEN, SMALE AXD COy LIMITED, PRINTERS, GREAT SAFTRON HILL, B.Co







