
THE DOCTOR'S MIXTURE. 

BOOE III. 
CHAPTER VIII. AN UNEXPECTED VISIT, 

THUS Mary Leader drove home the stout 
logical nail she was hammering at. In a 
moment they had gone up together to the 
patient, with whom they found the Doctor 
and gentle Katey on the watch. And then 
Mr. Leader, speaking more to Katey than 
to his son, told him of the new arrange
ments ; that he was not to harass or worry 
himself; that all would be right; and that 
he must get weU at once, and prepare for 
a journey. 

The Doctor listened, but said nothing. 
Katey sUently pressed her second father's 
hand; but her face was fuU of a soft elo
quence. 

It was settled that Mr. Leader and his 
daughter should stay with the invalid just 
that one day, and return by the first train. 
The Doctor would knock up a Uttle dinner. 
By-and-bye a very briUiant inspiration came 
to help him. The judge of the county court 
was sitting, and in some mysterious way 
the Doctor had scraped acquaintance with 
him, and was now on familiar terms. He 
remembered Mr. Leader's old profession, 
and instinctively divined his guest's yearn
ing after those old and happy days. The 
former barrister's ears pricked up eagerly as 
he heard this news. He would just drop in, 
and see what was going on. The Doctor 
wrote a few Unes on a card, and sent it 
to the judge; and Mr. Leader was then 
led in with honour, and comfortably 
placed. There he spent a deUghtful day, 
listening to short processes until it came 
to fiv^e o'clock, when he returned home. 
Here a surprise awaited him. As he entered 

the house he came fuU on the Doctor, who 
was rather excited. 

" I was just going fbr you," he said. 
" They want you here. I declare it 's scan
dalous, ludicrous, to be sending after a pri
vate gentleman of fortune in this way !" 

" Sending after m e ? " Mr. Leader said, 
turning a little pale. 

" Oh, yes. I don't wonder you're angry, 
Mr. Leader. It 's going beyond the be-
yonds. A gentleman of private means 
can't come down and see his only son 
lying in the maw of death without having 
attorneys and such like laid on his trail. 
There's that Mr. Randall Morrison and a 
man calUng himself Amos in possession of 
my drawing-room." , 

"Oh, it is — absurd!" This was the 
strongest word Mr. Leader could bring 
himself to use. 

"Now, my dear sir," said the Doctor, 
artfully, "now don't. It 's not worth while 
losing your temper with them. No attor
ney born is worth i t ; well might my poor 
uncle say, whenever he named one of the lot, 
saving your presence." 

" I t really is going too far," said Mr. 
Leader. " Such worry !" 

He went up by himself. Doctor Find-
later refraining, from motives of delicacy, 
from embarrassing the interview by his 
presence. He found Mrs. Leader's brother, 
and Mr. Amos, the solicitor, with a huge 
bale of " skins," and that sort of anticipatory 
manner of enjoyment which is often seen 
on the face of one of these ofl&cials when 
bringing something to sign, and which may 
come of satisfaction at a long labour, draft
ing, engrossing, &c., being happily accom
plished. Mr. Leader began at once, ner
vously, and with a sort of "hectoring" 
manner. " What is all this ? What do 
you want ? I t is really absurd being pur-
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sued about the country in this way." His 
daughter was sitting with them. 

" My dear Mr. Leader," said Mr. Morri
son, soothingly, " you must acquit me and 
this gentleman, both. We are merely minis
terial, and have come by the express direc
tions of Mrs. Leader." 

" That makes no difference. I suppose 
I am admitted to be the head of the house ? 
All this is childishness, hunting me about, 
and forcing me to sign things of this sort. 
I really can't and won't do it. My son is 
very iU up-stairs, and I am not going to 
choose this moment to do such a heartless 
act." 

" It was by your directions, sir, that we 
prepared these papers," said the solicitor, 
gently. " I t has been a very costly busi
ness. And I really think, as we are all here 
and ready, it would save much trouble later." 

" I think so too, Leader. Come, now, as 
a sensible, long-headed man, would it not 
be better to do it now, of your own free 
will, than later " 

" Be compelled to do i t ! " said his 
daughter, looking coldly at Mr. Morrison. 
" Papa, that is certainly a respectful alter
native." 

Mr. Morrison was actually staggered by 
this thrust, and for a moment knew not 
what to say. He was still more confounded 
when the door was opened suddenly, and 
the figure of the Doctor was revealed. 

" Oh, I see!" said Mr. Morrison, scorn
fully." " You here ! That explains it." 

The Doctor, as it were, listened with 
amazement, looked over at Mr. Leader with 
wonder, then said: " Oh, this explains it, 
does it ? My appearance here, influence, 
and the rest of it ? 'Pon my honour ! But 
I'U make no remark, save this: that no 
solicitor of mine should say that anything 
I did was to be explained by a timid sub
jection or subserviency to others. Is that 
the interpretation or is it not, Mr. Leader? 
Just i^ut it to them." 

" Oh, you needn't put it to me, sir," said 
the solicitor, angrily. " My duties here 
have been merely mechanical. I have only 
acted up to my instructions." 

" I quite understand that, sir," said the 
Doctor, with grave courtesy; " and I regret 
having included you in so sweeping a re
mark. Its weight rests on this gentleman.'' 

" This gentleman" coloured—bit his lips. 
Mr. Leader, growing bolder every mo

ment, said: "There is too much of this sort 
of thing, Randall—pushing and driving me 
in this way. It 's childish and absurd. 
There's no hurry about tliis business." 

" Another time will do just as well," 
said the soUcitor, " only Mrs. Leader said 
that you wished the thing to be pressed, 
and we set aU the clerks at work." 

"Mrs. Leader said,"murmured the Doc
tor, as if to himself. 

"Well, I don't know that I shall carry 
the matter out at all." 

Mr. Morrison gave a peculiar look at 
Doctor Findlater, which that gentleman re
turned heartily. That look of Mr. Morri
son's seemed compounded of mortification, 
dislike, and menace. The Doctor's was 
compounded of triumph and contempt. 

"Papa," said the daughter, "Mr. Amos 
need not take away the papers, need he ?" j 

" Oh, they are not executed," said Mr.' 
Randall, hastily ; " and it is the regular 
custom." 

" No matter," said Mr. Leader, with 
growing dignity. " I might wish to look 
through them. Mary will take care of 
them." 

The deeds were left. Quite repulsed, 
the two gentlemen prepared to go. The 
Doctor insisted on attending them down, 
and showered verbal civilities on them. 
" I'd go with you myself to the train," he 
said, " only that " 

" Don't trouble yourself," said the young 
man; "and if you take my advice, you 
won't go out of your way for me. It will 
bring you inconvenience." 

" Then you would not be distressed on that 
account," said the Doctor, smiling. "But 
the real inconvenience is having to come 
down all this way, and having to go back 
without business done. Well, I cordiaUy 
go with Mr. Leader's view; in fact, we 
were just talking it over before you came." ^ 

" dh, I see. Now, look here, Mr. Find-j 
later," said Randall, dropping behind, "if 
you would take my advice " 

" A sensible proviso." 
" I say, if you would take my advice, you 

would be content with what you have done. 
You have succeeded so far—secured this 
wonderful prize. Your future game is pretty 
transparent. But it won't answer, Mr. 
Findlater. You will only run your head 
against a granite wall." 

The Doctor listened, as if he was receiv
ing news of great interest. " A Renter's 
telegram," he said. " Thank you cordially," 
he added. " I know you mean it kindly; 
but stiU I'U chance it. It 's hardly a fair 
match, Katey and poor Peter versus Mr. 
Randall Morrison and his sister ? I sup
pose it will come ofi" by-and-bye. Adieu, 
my friends !" 

^ 
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He cartie' home in triumph. But he 
could not restrain his unbounded admira
tion for the " masterly generalship" of Mr. 
Leader in the presence of that " organised 
attack." Such coolness, "aplume" — a 
virtue complimentarUy adapted from the 
French by the Doctor—such readiness of 
resource, he had never witnessed. For him
self, he had been quite helpless, "thrown 
off his centre" by the suddenness of th' 
"invasion." "Ah, there," he said, reflec
tively ; " there's where men who mix in 
the best have the pull on us. You get a 
sort of—well, an aplume that's perfectly in
valuable." 

CHAPTER IX. THE DOCTOR PROGRESSES. 

MR. LEADER could not resist these com
pliments. There was great joy through 
the house, and Katey's charming and un
affected gratitude was not the least agree
able part of the whole. Mr. Leader felt 
more happy than he had done since the 
first day when he had come into all his 
wealth. 

He seemed to have flitted back to the 
old days of quiet and domestic enjoyment. 
He had, besides, taken an extraordinary 
fancy to the Doctor, whose surprising 
stories and dramas, sometimes given with 
wonderful mimetic power, made the hours 
fly. But the latter was to compass a more 
wonderful " stroke of business " yet; he 
felt that these advantages were more or 
less shadowy, and that the redoubts which 
he had " run up" so hastUy were in reality 
commanded by the guns of the great Mrs. 
Leader. Once more within her influence, 
Mr. Leader himself might actually be forced 
to assist in laying the very pieces which 
were to demolish the Findlater works. 
What was wanting, therefore, was some 
tangible, substantial point; something in 
the way of occupation, in which he could 
intrench himself, and whence he could 
fight from under shelter. 

He had already spoken plainly, and with
out any attempt at histrionics, to Mary 
about the " cruel slur" thrown upon poor 
Katey and her husband; held up in their 
native place as if they were " parryers of 
the parish." Every old scandal - monger 
there could point a shrivelled finger at his 
Katey. All that was wanting was a cer
tain recognition, by way of " a n almond." 
The Doctor pronounced this French word 
in a manner peculiarly his own. 

It was Mary who had suggested—as 
perhaps he intended that she should—the 

shape of this recognition : the exhibition, as 
it were, of the newly-married pair, in aU 
honour and respect, at Leadersfort. With 
much warmth and impetuosity the young 
girl now urged this upon her father. 

" Oh, my dear child, that is going too 
far !" he said. "Mrs. Leader would never 
consent " 

" If she would not consent to what is the 
only just and honourable reparation in our 
power, then you are bound, father, to take 
it on yourself." 

" I know all that of course," he said. 
" But you don't think of the fuss and con
fusion." Synonyms, as the Doctor would 
have said, for the " wigs-in-the-green" and 
general " baUyragging" sure to be in store 
for him. 

The Doctor led up to the same idea by 
dwelling abstractedly on various plans for 
the comfort of the patient, who was to be 
moved by easy stages homewards. 

" We must take them in at our little bit 
of a place, crib them and cabin them up
stairs in one of the little cocklofts." 

" Surely," said Mary, warmly, "there is 
no need that my brother should be treated 
in that fashion, while his father's house is 
close at hand. I t would be a degradation, 
not merely to him, but to the family, that 
he should be treated in such a way." 

" My dear Mary, of course not. But 
you know there are difficulties—^peculiar 
reasons " 

" None that can stand in the way of 
what we owe to ourselves, papa'. To have 
my brother at a house in the village, at 
the gate of his own place, that he will 
inherit " 

" It 's not for me to say anything," said 
the Doctor, smUing. " But suppose we 
addressed a little round - robin to Mrs. 
Leader, and joined in asking her leave to 
use the house, just for three or four weeks 
—no more ? I t will be a common charity. 
A race over those lovely meadows, and 
the air of those charming gardens, will 
do him more good than a dozen quacks 
like myself, or th' own physician to the 
Queen." 

Mr. Leader saw that this was said in 
the most natural manner conceivable; he 
could take no offence. Then answered 
suddenly, " Oh, there is no need to consult 
Mrs. Leader about it. She will, of course, 
do what ever I propose." 

" My dear sir, who doubts it ? I wish 
to Heaven I could get her interest with you 
for a fat place; you're the people, after 
all, Mr. Leader. The great ter'torial pro-
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prietors—they're the people who can do 
what they like with the country. They're 
the people the minister looks to " 

" I have very little influence, I pssure 
you—of course Cecil must come to Lea
dersfort if he wishes it." 

" He's pining for it," said the Doctor. 
" As for Katey, she can stop at the old 
place if there's any one up there to take 
offence at it." 

" Oh, really," said Mr. Leader, warmly, 
" you're all making too much fuss. Of 
course she can go to my house. Why not ? 
Who has a better right ?" 

" A h ! that's not it," said the Doctor. 
" I can understand the difficulties—and 
that makes it the more generous. It'll 
be good news for him. I'U leave it to Miss 
Mary to bring it to him. As for poor 
Katey, she'll be ready to jump out of the 
pretty human cuticle nature's given her." 

In this way the Doctor managed his 
point, and Mr. Leader, as it were, shutting 
his eyes to all possible fature risks, and 
assuring himself that he was doing some
thing very lofty and grand, and merely 
asserting himself, bolted his concession 
flrmly together by despatching an order 
to Mrs. JRaper, housekeeper at Leaders
fort, directing apartments to be got ready 
" for Mr. Cecil and his wife." This was to 
be sent down as soon as possible after he 
got to town ; but the Doctor secured it, and 
posted it himself. After this important 
step Katey's face brightened amazingly. 

" Wonderful," said the artful Doctor, 
" how you can get through all this business! 
Letters here, and letters there ! Carrying 
a vast estate upon your shoulders — so 
many people all depending, maybe, on a 
little scratch of a pen from your hand. 
Why I have a couple of odd letters to 
answer in the course of a day, and it seems 
like a nightmare hanging over me." 

" Indeed, it's troublesome enough," said 
Mr. Leader, complacently and pleased. " If 
you only knew the quantities of applica
tions that reach me." 

" Oh, but there it is !" said our Doctor, 
admiringly; "theorganisation, that's what's 
required. I never had that." 

Next day. Doctor Findlater attended 
them to the train with the most affectionate 
anxiety, told some of his best stories, and 
said carelessly that " the young couple" 
might be moving within a week or so. But 
when the train had moved away, and after 
they had seen him kissing hands cheer
fully from a distance, a most mysterious 
change came over him. Ho rushed home, 

and entered the house, crying, " Now, boys 
and girls, all hands to the front! Katey 
darling, pack every stitch, for by the whole 
kit of judges and juries, you'll sleep to
night on your pillow in Leadersfort." 

As Mr. Leader and his daughter jour
neyed home, the latter grew quite enthu-
siatic and excited when dwelling on the 
perfections of her new friend and con
nexion. Mr. Leader, for a time, was car
ried away by this admiration. She would 
do honour to any family, he said cordially. 
He felt towards her quite as a daughter. 
But towards the evening, as they drew 
near to London, he began to grow silent 
and uncomfortable. Mr. Leader, though 
a very quiet man, had that refuge of quiet 
men, a certain testiness, not of an aggressive^ 
but purely of a defensive, kind. It con
trasted almost droUy with the dehghted 
anticipations of his daughter. He was 
thinking of Mrs. Leader, and how hard it 
was that he should have to be exposed to 
aU this worry and confusion. As they 
arrived at their own hall-door this feeling 
grew intense, and he said nervously to his 
daughter: 

" Don't say anything about this business-
to her, there will only be confusion." 

" Of course not, papa. You will tell her 
the new arrangements. Of course she can 
make no objection to your wishes." 

But there was a respite here. Mrs. 
Leader was still on her visit, enjoying the 
state glories, wrapped up in that eighth 
heaven of fashionable delight, and Mr. 
Leader recovered his spirits, or, as an enemy 
might say, his courage. 

HEAPING COALS OF FIRE. 

W E all know that revenge is a bad 
passion ; a coarse and cruel instinct, which 
has the baleful power of intensifying every 
other evil propensity, and by the side of 
which not so much as the poorest, palest 
little virtue seems able to live and rear its 
head. In rude times, and wherever society 
is in a chaotic condition, and law but an 
impotent weakling, murder is the usual ex
pression of revenge. Among ourselves, with 
au Avenger of Blood not often sleeping at 
his post, and with a social polity less fierce, 
if also more false, we employ slander. We 
put private hindrances in the way of a man s 
getting a good thing; we break off a pro
fitable marriage by secret insinuations; we 
unearth all the skeletons belonging to the 
enemy and his family and put them up fur 
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public inspection in the market-place ; we 
betray the secrets intrusted to us in the 
weakness of a fond moment; we hint at 
this, and we insinuate that ; sometimes we 
make a bolder and more concrete accusa
tion; and when we have done all we canto 
ruin the man by whom we fancy ourselves 
aggrieved, we feel that we have had our 
revenge, and are content. This is revenge 
in the nineteenth century, in countries 
where law in some sort dominates passion, 
and impulses are kept in check by fear of 
the policeman and the prison-van. 

But there are other forms of taking re
venge; and among the most ingenious is 
that of heaping coals of fire on the head of 
an offender—exaggerating the virtues of 
obedience, and patience, and forgiveness till 
they become instruments of torture instead 
of gracious gifts of blessing, and essen
tially vices if nominally virtues. Yet it is 
difficult to complain of this exaggeration, 
because of the holy texts and wise words 
wherewith it is defended. If, however, 
you disregard this defence work, and say 
that it is possible to be too good, too 
virtuous, and that any quality, even of 
those named speciaUy Christian, if carried 
out of the bounds of common sense and 
into the region of excess, becomes a vice, 
you are set down as a heathen outright: 
you must be content to bear the stigma of 
irreligion because of your philosophic pas
sion for limitation. If, on the other hand, 
you give in without a struggle, you know 
that henceforth your doom is sealed, and 
that your tormentor has the best of it, and 
will keep what he has; that all you have 
to do now is to accept patiently the heaping 
up of burning coals which will, to the end 
of time, be piled on your devoted head. 

This taking revenge by heaping up coals 
of fire may be shown in many ways. Let us 
take one, by no means uncommon in a cer
tain kind of home—that of excessive and ex
aggerated patience during, and long after, a 
temporary attack of ill-temper on your part, 
and of an unrelenting obedience to your 
transient wishes, if they have been petu
lantly expressed. Most people are at 
times afflicted with peevish humours; and 
vou are not exempt from the ordinary 
feelings of humanity. But your humour 
was temporary, and you are heartily 
ashamed of it, and sorry that you gave 
way to it as you did; and when it has 
passed, and you are again in your right 
mind, you wish • for nothing so much as 
a candid oblivion on both sides. You are 
ready to make any apology that may bo 

needed, and you would bear meekly even 
an uncompromising rating, if only it might 
end in frank forgiveness and forgetfulness. 
But your coal-heaper does not forgive, and 
cannot forget; and takes good care that 
neither shall you. If you plunge head
foremost into an apology, you are stopped 
with the loftiest, the most intense ex
pression of meekness and forbearance. 
"My dear," deprecatingly, "why say a 
word about it ? I assure you I bear no iU 
will! I know my duty, and I hope I shall 
have strength given me to do it, so pray 
say no more!" Perhaps with the addition, 
smiling plaintively, "Am I not accus- t 
tomed to i t ? " 

This is the revenge which your coal-
heaper takes: and it is a severe one. No 
remonstrance, no anger, no fit of sulks even 
would be so bad as that saintly, statuesque, 
resigned patience, which makes you feel a 
brute in your own eyes, and shows you 
that you are past all redemption in the 
eyes of others. 

Another form of coal-heaping is an ex
aggerated attention to your hasty words. 
Say you have found fault with your wife 
or housekeeper, for something that has gone 
wrong in her special department; say even 
that, because of a temporary derangement 
of your health with derangement of temper 
to correspond, the fault found was dispro-
portioned to the offence committed; yet 
all you meant to inculcate was the neces
sity of a reasonable reform in a slight mis
demeanour, and better ordering in some 
affair of minor mismanagement. Your 
heaper-up of burning coals is detennined 
that the reform shall not be reasonable, 
and that in its excess shall be your punish
ment. You have committed the ofl'ence of 
remonstrating against certain wastefulness 
in the home commissariat — something 
which has been absurdly Avasteful, and 
quite beyond all harmony with your means ; 
your coal-heaper stints herself in elemental 
comforts, rigidly cuts herself off from her 
fried bacon at breakfast and her glass of 
wine at dinner, on the plea of your not being 
able to afford i t : and if you remonstrate 
with her, and tell her she is ridiculous, she 
answers meekly that " you told her to keep 
down the bills, and as she does not know 
in what else to retrench—as she is sure no 
one can keep house more economically than 
she does—she has begun with herself." 
At the same time she makes your mess like 
Benjamin's, and redoubles your most expen
sive luxuries, which are yours only. She 
never complains, remember; she only 
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makes herself ostentatiously uncomfortable, 
with a patience as ostentatious as her self-
martyrdom. 

If you think ten o'clock too late for 
breakfast, and growl at the delay and dis
comfort ensuing from the postponement 
of your " matins," asking why you cannot 
have things earlier ? the whole house is 
alive and astir at five; and your wife gets 
up (for a few mornings) at six; and thinks 
she has done her duty by you, and obeyed 
you. If you say that lying on a sofa read
ing French novels is not your idea of a 
good housekeeper, henceforth she plunges 
into all kinds of menial employments, goes 
about in a rusty old gown with a duster in 
her hand ; and when you want her to take 
a walk, is sure to be in the kitchen, whence 
she emerges with dabs of paste sticking to 
her fingers, or she comes in "with her 
face flushed by " standing over the fire," 
when rather stately visitors call, and you 
have especial reasons for wishing her to 
look nice. But how can you complain of 
her obedience ? Has she not tuimed over 
a new leaf, as you desired she should ? 
Granted; but you did not ask her to turn 
over half a dozen at once, or to make so 
much flutter in the process. 

One great weapon of a woman in this 
kind of secret warfare, this heaping up of 
burning coals, is to pretend to be afraid of 
her husband; and not only to carry to the 
extreme any wish he may have expressed, 
but to do it with a certain affectation of 
fear, as if he were the ogre of whom she 
was in mortal dread, though sweetly re
signed to her fate all the same : as if he 
were a tyrant, whose goodwill she seeks 
to propitiate by works of supererogation, 
all the time she is quivering with fear 
and anticipating the worst. The children 
play a large part in this special manner 
of coal heaping. You are reasonably fond 
of them, but you do not think it necessary 
to give up all the gravity of life, all the 
importance of business, to their pleasures. 
And you do not think it hurts them to 
be snubbed if they are troublesome, and 
put in their right place, the background, 
if they are forward and in the way. 
You come home harassed and disturbed. 
Things are looking black in the City; 
your difiicult case, from which you had 
hoped so much in the hospital yesterday, 
threatens to prove a failure; you lost 
your cause in court to-day by an oversight; 
one of the thousand anxieties to which pro
fessional men are subject has invaded your 
pcacs of mind and ruffled your temper; 

and you tell your wife irritably—we wUl 
grant the irritability—that you wish she 
"would keep the children quiet, and not 
let them make such a confounded noise." 

From that day forward you are their 
ogre as well as hers, and your presence is 
the signal for their penance. 

" Hush ! here's papa !" mamma says, in 
a half-frightened kind of way, as soon as 
you are within hearing. " Papa doesn't 
like you to talk, dears, speak softly," in an 
audible whisper from the other end of the 
room, where they are all congregated to
gether, mamma and the little ones, with 
half-scared looks turned askance at you, 
seated in solitary majesty before the 
blazing grate. After which presently 
comes a faint sigh of pity for herself and 
them, and an expressive shiver, followed 
by a gentle, " Come away with me, my 
loves, we will go into another room where 
there is a fire, and then you can play with
out disturbing papa." 

You all this while, having got over 
the pinch under which you were suffer
ing some weeks ago when you asked for 
quiet, are perfectly indifferent to their 
little voices, and indeed rather enjoy listen
ing to their prattle, and hearing their 
odd remarks. But you once told your 
wife to keep them quiet, and she takes her 
revenge by translating your once into for 
ever, and by making your momentary irri
tation an enduring annoyance. 

I t is the same with your more carnal 
tastes; and in this manner of taking re
venge wives and housekeepers are natu
rally adepts, owing to their position and 
power. There has been a run on boUed 
beef, say, which you one day said you 
liked. Since then boiled beef has become 
like the "rabbits hot and rabbits cold" of 
the Welsh grace, and you are surfeited with 
boiled beef. You hate the sight of the red 
and the white, the carrots and the cabbage, 
the broad silver skewer, and the big well
dish, and you complain. " Three times in 
a fortnight!" you say, with an ill-tempered 
sniff. " Enough to disgust any man!" 
It is possible you may be told, meekly, 
" You used to like it, or at least you said 
you did; but never mind, I have made a 
mistake, and you shall not be annoyed by 
its appearance again." Whether you are 
told this or not, it never does appear again. 
If, after a year's abstinence, you ask why 
you never have boiled beef now ? you are 
told that you don't like i t ; and therefore, 
although it is just the very thing your 
coal-heaper likes host, and what is most 
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profitable in the household, she does not 
order it now. Meekly you protest, and 
say that you do like it in moderation ; per
haps, having forgotten all about the surfeit 
and the remonstrance, you omit the mode
ration and say shortly you do like it. On 
which she either sheds tears and asks plain
tively, "What can I do to please you?" 
or she fires out into the anger that has 
smouldered for a year, and says, wrath-
fuUy, " How is it possible to satisfy a man 
so unjust, so fond of finding fault, whatever 
is done for him, as you are !" 

Some people heap coals of fire on your 
head by the meekness of their demeanour 
when you have been unnecessarily harsh 
to them, and the zeal with which they 
show you they are not offended and bear 
no malice, when, to have been angry and 
turned round against you, to have asserted 
their own self-respect and right to con
sideration, would have been a better thing 
than to have crawled, and cringed, and 
kissed your chastising hand. You would 
have respected the man to whom you had 
shown your dislike more frankly than 
politely, if he had stood up and made you 
understand that he was not to be insulted 
with impunity; and that he was not a mere 
jelly-fish you might kick about at your own 
wUl, and no harm done to any one. But 
your heaper-up of the burning coals of meek
ness and long suffering is so very humble ; 
so lavish of that cringing kind of patience 
which almost offers itself to be kicked, and 
which certainly does not resent being 
kicked ; so forward in showing that ignoble 
indifference to insults which is incompatible 
with self-respect; so bent on repaying your 
harshness with some small act of gene
rosity or sentimental attention, that you 
despise him ten times more because of his 
unmanly meekness, and are tempted to 
show him ten times more disrespect. But 
what can you say to him ? You cannot tell 
him that he ought to give back blow for 
blow, nor that you would like him better if 
JOU saw that your insults had struck. If 
only he would drop your acquaintance ! But 
lie will not. These spaniels of the human 
race are not to be beaten off; whatever you 
may be to them they are always the same 
to you, and come back to your heel, fawn
ing and caressing, as if you were nought 
but sweet and tender friends together. 

Sometimes, but not often, tliis heaping 
up of the coals of patience on the head of 
the disdainful makes way after a time in 
love affairs. But, as was said before, not 
often. Men who make love servilely, cring-

ingly, who let themselves be snubbed in 
pubUc, thrown over on any pretext, and 
led the life of the metaphorical dog gene
rally, yet who are always ready to go back 
to their chains if their imperious mistress 
but condescends to beckon, may, after a long 
and toilsome time of servitude, obtain the 
Rachel of their desires; but the chance of 
losing her altogether, through disgust at 
their excessive patience, is about equal to 
that of gaining her through compassion. 
Their humiUty, abject as it is, sickens rather 
than softens; and their unwearied forbear
ance under all the slights and imperti
nencies that have been showered on them, 
gives the girl a sentiment of superiority by 
no means favourable to their suit. For 
though women like to have power over men, 
as is but natural, they do not Uke to feel 
morally superior to them; unless, indeed, 
they are of that exaggerated type of pseudo-
mascuUnity which disdains the instinctive 
submissiveness of sex, and aspires to a uni
versal supremacy where men are to be 
second-rate aU through. But, save these 
exceptions, women like to feel just that 
amount of inferiority which forces them fc* 
respect, and perhaps be a trifle in awe o^ 
the man they love ; at all events, so far in 
awe of him that they must respect him if they 
would keep his love. When once folks can 
bully and not lose ground, they have very 
little mercy and put but small restraint on. 
themselves. And women are not superior 
in this to the average human being. In
deed, gifted by nature with an admirable 
obtuseness where the question is the ill-
treatment of a much enduring lover, t he j 
suffer no smart of conscience when tias 
burning coals of patience are heaped b j 
cart-loads on their heads; and if they can 
torment without the fear of losing the coal 
heaper—well! they do torment him, that 
is all! 

The same is true of the women wh» 
worship at the feet of the men who no 
longer love them, who have perhaps never 
loved them truly, never cared for them 
with more than a mere fleeting admira
tion. Their patience under injury, their for
giveness of insult, fatigue still more the 
love that, may be, an honest outburst of 
pride and of self-respect would have re
vived ; for heaping coals of fire for love's 
sake is all very well in theory, but in prac
tice it leads to disgust for the heaper, un
less it turns to repentance of the wrong. 
One of the most remarkable novels of 
the best psychological analyst the French 
possess, is founded on this indestructible 
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love and patience of a woman for a scoun
drel who deserves at her hands only horror 
and contempt. Yet she forgives him every
thing—even things too bad to be repeated 
here—and in the end throws over an honest 
lover and a noble heart for tlie sake of the 
wretch who had betrayed, deceived, and Ul-
treated her, and who will do so again " out
side the picture." Her craven love for 
him is shown to be no good in any way. I t 
neither restrains his baseness, nor rekindles 
his love, when that happens to be on the 
wane. For his love seems to have been a 
kind of periodic affair—now at spring tide, 
and now at the lowest ebb; and the fact 
that he knew his infatuated mistress was 
waiting for him ready to give him all her 
love so soon as he should condescend to 
turn back and accept it, was no incentive 
to him to behave well to her; it was simply 
one restraint the less. And the novelist 
was right; for when long-suffering passes 
beyond magnanimity and becomes self-
dishonour, it merely adds to the sin of the 
offender as well as to the degradation of 
the victim; thus creating two crimes in
stead of one. 

Excess is one of the great evils against 
which we have to fight: and excess, in 
even heaping up the burning coals of for
giveness on the head of a sinner, trans
forms into a vice that wliich is one of our 
loveliest virtues. Neither then when it is 
revenge in ambush and punishment in am
buscade, nor when it is so excessive that 
it cuts away the first duty we owe our
selves, namely self-respect, can that kind 
of patience known by the phrase of heap
ing coals of fire on the head of him who 
has offended us, be praised or practised 
without limitation. This is not saying 
that we are not to forgive; but that we 
are not to carry the virtues of the Christian 
into the vices of the slave—not to con
found the sweet humiliation of the saint 
with the writhing baseness of Uriah Heep 
—not to pour out our "precious balms" 
for the purpose of creating a sore, not of 
healing a wound. 

MESSENGERS ALOFT. 

THE continental war is bringing into 
operation many curious methods of con
veying information from one person, or body 
of persons, to another. What is needed for 
the ordinary purposes of peaceful every
day life, in this direction, we can all judge 
pretty nearly; but none save military men 

can tell what the exigencies of the battle
field, or the beleaguered fortress, may re
quire. There is the foot messenger, swUt, 
alert, cunning, exposed to all sorts of pri
vations in regard to food, attire, restincr. 
places, and likely to be captured and shot 
as a spy by the enemy. Fenimore Cooper's 
Harvey Birch tells what a man may rea
sonably expect to undergo if he really acts 
as a spy in this way, penetrating into the 
enemy's camp in order to ascertain the 
state of matters there. But foot mes
sengers may also be needed from one part 
to another of some particular general's 
forces, or from a besieged town to friends 
outside; and such a messenger has ê êry 
reason to be watchful and cautious, as well 
as swift and strong, to elude those who 
will be glad enough to catch him. Or the 
messenger may be a horseman, required to 
convey despatches to a distant country in 
the shortest possible space of time—on, 
on, on, day and night, with very little re
gard to food or rest. A striking example 
of this kind was given some years ago by 
Mr. BaUlie Eraser, in his Winter's Journey 
from Constantinople to Teheran, As a 
king's messenger, or Foreign Office courier, 
it became his duty to cany some very im
portant despatches from the English govern
ment, in the winter of 1833-4, at a time 
when Persian politics were in a troubled 
state. He travelled across the whole breadth 
of Asia Minor on horseback in the depth 
of winter, changing horses frequently; and 
what he had to undergo is a marvel to read. 
Or the messenger may dash along roads in 
a carriage, sleeping night after night as he 
rides, and scarcely entering an inn or hotel 
for more than an hour at a time. Or, in 
modern days, he may go by rail, covering 
an immense range of ground in a short 
time ; but then, if the enemy tears up the 
rails, or brings the engine-driver to a stop 
by a voUey, this mode of traveUing may be 
cut short in a very embarrassing way. Or 
semaphores and signal flags may be used to 
convey messages by means of visible ob
jects, varied in size, shape, position, and 
colour, according to the word or phrase to 
be expressed. Or brilliant lights—electric, 
magnesium, oxy-hydrogen—may be flashed 
at intervals in the night, with variations of 
colour and brightness having pre-arranged 
meanings. Or bottle papers may be used; 
messages written on slips of paper, put 
into bottles, sealed up, and left to float 
down a river to friends who may perchance 
pick them up. Or, most marvellous of all, 
the electric wire may be laid down as fast 
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as an army advances, so as to maintain un
broken communication with the base of 
operations in the rear, and also to be the 
medium of question, answer, and command 
on the field of battle itself. 

But, besides all these, there are two kinds 
of aerial messengers peculiar in their cha
racter, occasionally employed in warfare in 
past times, and in constant use in the 
present Franco-German war. These are 
balloons and carrier-pigeons. 

It is stiU an unsolved problem whether 
balloons can ever be navigated through the 
air: that is, steered to a definite point, and 
there stopped, despite of adverse winds. 
Scientific men doubt the probability of such 
success being attained; whereas enthusias
tic inventors are never tired of contriving 
new forms of wings, sails, kites, paddles, 
screws, tails, flappers, rollers, levers, and 
fans; never tired of ringing the changes 
in the form of the balloon to which these 
appendages are to be attached—the sphere, 
the oblate spheroid, the prolate spheroid, 
the fi-sh, the bird, the cylinder, the cone, 
the big balloon surrounded by satellites in 
the form of little balloons, and many other 
strange aeronautical devices. AU sorts of 
diversities have been tried; but the vary
ing density of the air, and the fluctuat
ing force and direction of the wind, have 
hitherto frustrated all attempts to render 
the baUoon really navigable in any proper 
meaning of the term. Of course, if the 
balloon be captive, held by a rope from the 
car to a fixed point on the ground below, 
it cannot be blown wholly away, unless 
through some accident: but then it would 
be only a look-out position, not a mes
senger. 

So far as war is concerned, the captive 
baUoon has, until the present year, been 
more useful than the free; because, al
though more Umited in range, it is better 
under command. And the like remark is 
applicable to scientific investigations. Al
though many meteorologists, from Gay 
Lussac to Mr. Glaisher, have made valuable 
observations on the electric, barometric, 
thermometric, and hygrometric state of 
the air during balloon voyages, yet cap
tive balloons are better, because they may 
be kept aloft for hours together, and 
lowered at pleasure. 

In 1794, when the French were at war 
with Germany, they organised an Aero
static Institute at Meudon, to train a 
corps of aerostiers: men whose business it 
would be to ascend to a certain height in 
captive baUoons, watch the movements of 

the enemy in a field of battle or in a be
sieged fort, and send down signals to the 
French commander. At the battle of 
Fleurus, in that year, M. Guyton de Mor-
veau and Colonel Coulette went up with a 
balloon, the one to manage it, the other to 
make military observations, and to send 
down military information. They remained 
up four hours (near Charleroi), keeping at 
a definite height of a thousand feet or more, 
secured by a rope fastened to the ground. 
They ascended twice, watched the move
ments of the Austrian army, and sent down 
signals which assisted General Jourdan in 
winning the day. The Austrians fired up 
some great guns at the balloon, but failed 
to get the range. Three other balloon 
corps were sent out with three other French 
armies in the same year. In 1808, there 
was war of another kind—a duel—con
nected with balloons. M. de Grandpre and 
M. le Pique quarrelled about a lady per
forming at the Paris Opera, Mademoiselle 
Tirevit; they agreed to fight a balloon duel, 
the victor to win the lady's favour. They 
ascended in two balloons from the Tuileries 
Grardens, each with his second. They were 
to fire at each other's balloons with blun
derbusses, not at the cars nor at the men. 
The balloons were about eighty yards 
apart ; and when they had ascended to a 
height of about half a mUe, a signal was 
given from below. M. le Pique fired, and 
missed; M. de Grandpre fired, and hi t ; Le 
Pique's balloon was pierced, the gas escaped, 
the baUoon descended with fearful rapidity, 
and he and his second were dashed to pieces. 
The triumphant De Grandpre continued 
his voyage, and descended safely at about 
seven leagues from Paris. During the 
Italian war of 1859, balloon observations 
were made by the French to ascertain the 
position of the Austrian armies. Early in 
the American CivU War, General M'Clennan 
had a balloon corps attached to his army. 
During the bombardment of Charleston in 
1862, three officers ascended in a balloon, 
and made observations which greatly faci
litated the work of the besiegers. 

What the French and Germans are doing 
in this way in the present war, the journals 
have abundantly told us. The operations 
—always supposing the accounts to be 
strictly con'ec<>—appear to be of three kinds. 
There are captive balloons sent up to a cer
tain height to watch the strength and the 
movements of the enemy, keeping out of the 
way of cannon as well as they can; there 
are free balloons, carrying letters either 
open or closed, allowed to fall wherever 
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chance or winds may determine, and pos
sibly to get into the hands of friends ; and 
there are (horribleidea!) balloons intended 
to drop petroleum or nitro-glycerine on a 
beleaguered city. 

The carrier - pigeon is another kind of 
messenger which the belligerents are send
ing aloft during the present war—convey
ing information neatly tucked under the 
wing, and exceedingly difficult for the 
enemy to get hold of. We do not know 
much about this matter in England: but 
in Belgium, Holland, and some parts of 
Germany, the pigeon trainers are very suc
cessful at their work. We hear occasion
ally that on the Derby Day, or on the day 
of the University Boat Race on the Thames, 
pigeons are sent up at the instant of victory. 
They fly to London, or to some other place, 
each one to some definite home; and the 
written paper fastened under the wing is 
quickly opened and read by the person for 
whom it is intended, and to whom it com
municates the result of the race. A mys
tery of mysteries it is at first thought; 
but there are certain known facts of ex
planation worthy of attention. 

The carrier - pigeon is larger than the 
common pigeon, being usually about fifteen 
inches in length, and weighing from a 
pound to a pound and a half. The plum
age is generally either dun colour or black. 
The pectoral muscles are v^ry large, de
noting a power of vigorous and long-
continued flight. As to the instinct, or 
whatever it may be called, which leads a 
carrier - pigeon to make such wondrous 
flights, naturalists seem to be pretty well 
agreed that it is made up of two elements 
—love of home and keenness of sight. 
Mr. Rennie, speaking of the pigeon's 
power of vision, says: " We have not a 
doubt that it is by the eye alone that the 
carrier-pigeon performs those extraordinary 
aerial journeys which have from the earliest 
ages excited astonishment. We have fre
quently witnessed the experiment made 
with other pigeons of taking them to a 
distance from the dove-cot, expressly to 
observe their manner of finding their way 
back; and we feel satisfied that their pro
ceedings are uniformly the same. On 
being let go from the bag in which they 
have been carried in order to conceal the 
objects on the road, they dart off on an 
irregular excursion, as if it were more to 
ascertain the reality of their freedom than 
to make an effort to return. When they 
find themselves at full liberty, they direct 
their flight in circles round the spot whence 

they have been liberated, not only in-
creasing the diameter of the circle at every 
round, but rising at the same time gra
dually higher. This is continued as long 
as the eye can discern the birds; and 
hence we conclude that it is also continued 
after we lose sight of them—a constantly 
increasing circle being made till they 
ascertain some known object, enabUng 
them to shape a direct course." A spiral 
directly the reverse in character is made 
by a pigeon let down from the car of a 
balloon ; the bird drops perpendicularly for 
some distance, and then begins to wheel 
round in a descending spiral, increasing in 
diameter until some previously-known ob
ject is descried by which the flight home 
may be regulated. Their vision is un-
doubt-^-ily very keen. In their wild state, 
as seen in America, they fly in amazingly 
large flocks over wide ranges of country, 
keeping high in the air, and flying with 
extended front, so as to enable them to 
survey hundreds of acres at once. They 
can descry a fertile fleld at a wonderful 
distance, and will descend with unerring 
accuracy to enjoy the meal of which they 
are in search. 

Whatever may be said about the instinct 
that is at work, a good deal of training is 
necessary to make the pigeons trustworthy 
in their flight. The Turks have paid much 
attention to this matter. When a young 
pigeon arrives at full strength of wing, it 
is hoodwinked, or else put into a basket, 
and taken to a distance of half a mile or so 
from home; being set at liberty, it soars 
aloft, looks keenly around, selects a course, 
and flies home. I t is then tried a mile, two 
miles, four, eight miles, until at length it 
will traverse the whole length or breadth of 
a kingdom. If the pigeon fail in the first 
journey or two, it is discarded, as not being 
fitted for this kind of work. These Turkey 
pigeons were regularly used as media of 
communication in past years. Russell, in 
his History of Aleppo, tells us that the 
Turkey Company's establishment at that 
city employed carrier - pigeons to bring 
news from Scanderoon, the nearest Medi
terranean port. When any of the com
pany's ships arrived there, the name of the 
ship, the hour of her arrival, and other 
particulars, were written on a slip of paper, 
and fastened under a pigeon's wing; and 
the bird, set loose, flew back to Aleppo (its 
home) in two and a half to three hours, the 
distance being about seventy miles. The 
pigeon's feet were dipped in vinegar to 
keep them cool, and to avoid the delay 
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which would occur if the bird were tempted 
to descend at the sight of water. The best 
pigeons always had a brood of their own at 
Aleppo; and it was anxiety about the chU
dren that hurried the parents back. I t 
was found that if the pigeons were kept at 
Scanderoon more than a fortnight, they 
could not be reUed upon for returning to 
Aleppo; the thoughts of Dulce Domum 
faded and weakened. There are lofty hills 
between Scanderoon and Aleppo; the birds, 
instead of ascending gradually to the sum
mit of those hills, used to dart up vertically 
to an amazing height, where they could 
look right over them. I t is recorded that on 
one occasion an Aleppo merchant got hold 
of one of these pigeons, read the letter or 
packet, and thereby ascertained the news 
that there was a great scarcity of Aleppo 
galls in England; he kept the news to 
liimself, bought up all the galls in the 
-market before the company to whom the 
bird belonged knew anything about the 
matter, and made a rare profit by the im
mediate rise in price. This kind of thing is 
quite compatible with commercial notions, 
as usually understood ; to get first news, and 
to work the market before others obtain 
the information, has been the means of 
accumulating many colossal fortunes. If 
the news be really honestly obtained, there 
cannot perhaps be much said against i t ; 
but there is an " if." 

There was a great deal of this kind of 
pigeon-expressing in old days. Some of 
the victors at the Olympian games were 
wont to send the good news to distant 
friends by pigeon-express. When Modena 
was besieged by the Romans, correspon
dence was maintained by pigeons between 
Decimus Brutus and Hirtius; and Pliny 
was so much struck with the plan that 
he said, " Of what avail are sentinels, cir-
cumvallations, or nets obstructing rivers, 
when intelligence can be conveyed by 
aerial messengers ?" In later days, in the 
time of the Crusades, carrier-pigeons were 
extensively employed. Instances are re
corded in which birds sent out by the be
sieged were captured by the besiegers, and 
let loose again, with a message calculated 
to deceive those to whom they were sent; 
hawks were trained to the work of bring
ing down the pigeons without injuring 
them. This is one of the drawbacks to the 
use of such messengers when secrecy is in
tended. When the Christians were besieg
ing Acre, Saladin at a distance for some 
time maintained commu;nication with the 
besieged by means of carrier-pigeons; but 

one day a winged messenger was shot down 
by an arrow; the message it conveyed was 
intercepted ; aud such use was made of the 
information as to secure the surrender of 
the place before Saladin could arrive with 
succour. 

When Tyburn was a place for execu
tions, many criminals, after arriving at the 
foot of the gibbet, had a pardon or re
prieve sent to them. The uncertainty in 
which the relatives and friends of the con
demned persons were kept on this point 
made it a time of great anxiety; especially 
in days when persons of wealth and family 
were not unfrequently sentenced to execu
tion, so portentous was the Ust of crimes 
punishable with death. Carrier-pigeons 
were therefore sent to Tyburn before the 
time of the expected execution, and were 
set flying as soon as one of two events had 
taken place—the hanging or the reprieving. 
Politics and crime have been alike brought 
within the ken (or under the wing) of the 
carrier-pigeon. The pashas of the various 
Turkish provinces used to be supplied with 
pigeons reared in the sultan's palace at 
Constantinople. When news of an insur
rection or other emergency had to be 
transmitted, a pigeon was sent off with a 
letter. However far distant the province, 
the bird found its way back ; but to pre
vent mischance five or six were sent at 
once, the safe journey of any one of which 
would suffice. At one period slight towers 
were built thirty or forty miles apart, a 
sentinel sent on by a second pigeon the 
news received by a first, and so on from 
tower to tower, thereby bringing each 
bird's journey within an hour's flight, and 
lessening the risk of mishaps. 

Narratives are plentiful concerning par
ticular flights of pigeons. In the last 
century, a gentleman in London sent a 
pigeon by stage-coach to a friend at Bury 
St. Edmund's, with a note directing the 
friend to let the pigeon loose at nine in the 
morning on the second day afterwards. 
This was done, and the pigeon arrived 
at Bishopsgate-street at half-past eleven, 
having done the distance of seventy-two 
miles in two hours and a half. In 1819, 
thirty-two pigeons, which had been reared 
at Antwerp, and brought to London, were 
set loose on a particular day; each pigeon 
bore the words "Antwerp" and "London" 
marked On the wings for identification. 
They started at seven in the morning: 
one arrived at Antwerp at noon, another 
a quarter of an hour afterwards, twelve 
others on the following day; but what 
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became of the remaining eighteen was not 
known. In 1829, forty-two pigeons, reared 
at Maestricht, were conveyed to London. 
After being properly marked, they were 
let loose about half-past eight on a parti
cular morning; the first arrived at Maes
tricht at a quarter to three, having main
tained an average speed of forty-five miles 
an hour (greater if the route had been 
at all circuitous) ; the second and third 
arrived about half-past three"; seventeen 
more came in on the three following days; 
the rest were not heard of. I t is impossible 
even to guess at the route followed and 
the rate of speed kept up by those which 
occupied fully three days in finding their 
way home. In 1830, one hundred and ten 
pigeons were brought from Brussels to 
London. Being let fly at a preconcerted 
time, nineteen of them reached Brussels 
within eight hours, one doing the distance 
of one hundred and eighty-siic miles in five 
hours and a half. What became of the 
larger number is not recorded. In 1831, 
two Liskeard pigeons were brought to Lon
don and let fly. They reached Liskeard— 
two hundred aud twenty miles distant—in 
about six hours. One gained upon the other 
a quarter of an hour, equivalent to about 
nine miles, during the flight. Some of the 
recorded instances of speed seem hardly 
credible. On one occasion, we are told, a 
gentleman of Cologne, having business to 
transact at Paris, laid a wager that he 
would let his friends know of his arrival 
within three hours after his reaching Paris. 
The bet was eagerly taken. He went to 
Paris, carrying with him two pigeons which 
had a young brood at Cologne. He ar
rived at Paris at ten o'clock one znorning, 
started off the birds at eleven, and they 
arrived at Cologne about ten minutes past 
one. This is very much like a hundred 
and fifty miles an hour — a marvel that 
seems to require corroboration. Audubon 
says that wild pigeons have appeared at 
New York with their crops full of rice, 
which they could only have gathered in 
Georgia or Carolina; and he calculated 
from the time in which pigeons digest food 
that the speed of flight must have been a 
mile a minute. 

How the great capitalists of Europe, in 
the days when electric telegraphs were not 
yet dreamed of, were wont to convey infor
mation one to another by pigeon-express, 
and thereby enable their correspondents to 
make profitable purchases or sales. before 
the rest of the world could be put in 
possession of the news in distant countries. 

may be well understood. And so may the 
use of the pigeon as a messenger in war— 
always remembering that the arrangements 
must be so made that the bird is flying 
home when carrying the message. 

N O V E M B E E . 
SIC TEANSIT. 

THE •wild north, wind is -wailing o'er heath, and moor, 
and brae, 

O'er the hill-side, o'er the hollows, its echoes die away ; 
The Storm-king shakes the forest, scatters red leaves 

o'er the lea. 
Lashes into foam the rivera, into frenzy chafes the sea. 

The white owl plains his dirges to the ivy-mantled 
tower, 

The golden bee is dreaming at home of honeyed flower; 
The velvet-coated squirrel is wrapped in slumber deep. 
Within their winter cloister the brown-eyed dormice 

sleep. 

The thick mist in the gloaming veils wood, and dale, 
and plain, 

Silver rising from the river settling on the firs again; 
Chrysanthemums are blooming in crimson and in gold, 
Last rays of autumn's beauty: thus is Time's story 

told! 

On Nature, all-exhausted, with her teeming harvest 
deeds. 

When she garnered to her bosom the fruits of spring
tide seeds; 

When she clasped her red-gold treasures exultant to 
her breast, 

Falls repose—her well-earned guerdon. Falls a glorious 
trance of rest! 

A SET OP STUDS. 
II. IN A CIRCUS. 

ON a soft and sunny morning in Sep
tember, a man of handsome appearance 
and distinguished manners, whose ad
mirably fitting garments showed off the 
proportions of his stalwart figure to its 
best advantage—it is fit that the present 
writer should here state that the above is 
intended as a description of himself, as 
otherwise it might not, probably, be recog
nised—might have been seen striding 
through the streets of Scarborough, and 
making his way to a large wooden build
ing erected on the north side of the town. 
This was the circus of Messrs. Jacobus 
and Eves; and on reaching it, I, the indi
vidual in question, found Mr. Jacobus iu 
Avaiting to receive me, the object of my 
visit being to make myself acquainted with 
the inner life of a travelling circus of a su
perior kind, and to learn some of the history 
and statistics of its management. By tra
velling circus, I do not mean one of those 
establishments which, during the summer 
months, " fold their tents like the Arabs, 
and silently steal away" from one little 

^ 
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country plate to another, after a night or 
two's performiince; which make their entiy 
into the town by a grand parade, the 
company all tinsel, and gold, and spangles, 
and feathers, and buff boots, and cotton 
velvet trains, Neptune driving eight cream-
coloured horses, and holding on very tight 
to his trident, which is his only support 
in his very shaky car, and the clown, in 
full paint and motley, riding on a donkey, 
with his face to the tail, and making 
hideous grimaces, to the intense delight 
of the vUlage boys. These tenting people, 
as they are called, have a regular route 
marked out for them, taking two or three 
months to get through, and sometimes 
only give one performance, rarely more 
than two, and then both in the same 
day in one place. Their parade is made 
early in the morning, about eleven o'clock, 
and they go straight to the tent, which 
has already been prepared for them by 
their " agent in advance " and his men. 
The turf has been cut away for the ring, 
the seats are placed, and the lamps hung, 
the waggons for conveying the tents, poles, 
implements, and properties, and the living 
carriages of the proprietors and the com
pany, are all drawn up together in one cor
ner of the field, the carriage covered Avith 
hideous dragons, containing the band, is 
wheeled into its allotted place, a hasty 
dinner is partaken of, and at two o'clock 
the performance begins. At four o'clock 
it is over, to begin again at seven; and im
mediately after the night's work the tent 
is struck, and at early dawn the company 
are on their road again. 

The establishment of my friends Messrs. 
Jacobus and Eves is superior to aiiy of 
this kind; they have some three or four 
places only, which they visit dm-ing the 
course of the year, each having its 
regular season, when " business " there 
may be supposed to be at its best. In 
these places they generally manage to 
secure the same piece of ground on which 
to erect their circus, and for which they 
sometimes have to pay a heavy groimd-
rent, in some cases as much as forty pounds 
a month. This rent is naturally variable, 
being governed by the position of the lo
cality, but my informant tells me there are 
instances in which no rent at all is asked; 
for instance, where the vacant space is the 
property, as is sometimes the case, of the 
proprietors of adjacent taverns, who are 
willing to lend the ground, for the sake of 
the custom which the circus is sure to 
bring to their establishment. The ground 

secured, Mr. Jacobus (who has the manage
ment of what may be called the before-the-
curtain arrangements, matters pertaining 
to the horses, riders, and the-ring generally 
coming under Mr. Eves's care), or his 
agent proceeds to look among the builders 
of the place for a likely man to run up 
the wooden erection, which is to last 
some two or three months. The cost of 
this varies from one hundred and fifty to 
four hundred pounds. The larger sura 
includes, of course, all the fittings, and my 
friends are always very particular about 
their fittings, the reserved seats being 
covered with red velvet, and every portion 
of the house, down, or rather up, to the 
threepenny gaUery being light, bright, 
comfortable, and well situated for viewing 
the performance. The material of the 
circus is never carried away, but at the 
end of the season is sold for what it will 
fetch. 

The establishment of Messrs. Jacobus 
and Eves consists of thirty-seven horses 
ajid ponies, between fifty and sixty per
formers, and seven grooms and stud-grooms. 
The horses and ponies are picked up any
where, Mr. Eves being always on the look
out for anything to suit his purpose, and 
having a wonderful eye for " a bit of stuff 
which is likely to turn into money." The 
more highly trained the circus horses, the 
more valuable do they become, and many 
an animal which was purchased at a cost 
of twenty pounds, is, after a long course of 
training, worth two hundred pounds to the 
circus proprietors. Those animals known 
as "ring-horses," the cream-coloured or 
the piebald steeds, which, with the large 
well-chalked saddle on their back, canter 
steadily round the arena, bearing the young 
lady who jumps over the ribbons, origin
ally cost from thirty to forty pounds a 
piece; but when thoroughly broken, and 
accustomed to their work, are almost in
valuable. 

The test of a ring-horse's goodness is that 
it should be perfectly faultless in temper, 
that it should never be put out by any noise 
or applause, that it should understand every 
word of command, and, above all, that it 
should never " go false," that is to say, 
that it should always canter with its inside 
legs, that is, those nearest the circus, first. 
The riders are of both sexes, and of all 
classes. Star riders, acrobats, trapezists, 
ring-masters, stud-grooms, clowns, and all 
those wonderful youths, who are only seen 
together by the public in the "grand vault-
insr act," when each one throws a somer-
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sault from the spring-board over the backs 
of a number of horses, packed together head 
and tail. The salaries of these people 
range from fifty shilUngs to ten pounds a 
week, while two or three of the best known 
trapezists, men who do the Leotard feats, 
more daringly perhaps, but infinitely less 
gracefully than their originator, are paid 
as much as twenty pounds a week. Some
times a troupe of lions, or a performing 
elephant, forms part of the establishment 
of a circus, but this is always a temporary 
attraction, or what is known technically as 
a " special engagement." The lions are 
the property of their keeper, who is either 
himself their trainer, or by whom the 
trainer is permanently engaged, and it is 
an understood thing that the elephant, 
which is generally a female, and when pro
perly trained is worth about three hun
dred and sixty pounds, should " bring her 
own gymnasts." Zebras, too, occasionally 
form a portion of the stud, but they are 
wild, savage, and intractable. Apropos of 
this, I am assured that the various stories 
afloat, about circus horses being painted 
different colours, is, to use Count Bis
mark's phrase, " founded on pure inven
tion," though my informant states that the 
late Mr. Batty used to relate with great 
deUght,, that in his early days of circus 
proprietorship, he had painted two donkeys 
with broad black stripes, and exhibited 
them as zebras, to the delight of an admir
ing populace. 

When the season is over, the entire com
pany, management, horses, grooms, and per
formers, go to their destination by special 
train, generally on a Sunday morning, thus 
enabUng them not to lose one single chance 
of performance, and they are conveyed by 
the railway companies at a discount of 
about twenty per cent from the usual 
fare. 

Under Mr. Jacobus's guidance, these sta
tistics all being learned, I progress through 
the little passage (where commences that 
stably smell, which always reminds me of 
Astley's in the days of my youth, and 
brings back reminiscences of the hoop of 
lights which was lowered over the circus, 
of Ducrow and Miss Woolford, and Wid-
dicome the Great), past the pay-box, and 
up a little flight of steps, into the reserved 
seats, which are now covered with ghostly 
drapery of brown hoUand. The ring is 
just in front of me; it has many occupants, 
and fresh persons are constantly lounging 
in and out of it, through one or other of 
the side doors leading to the stables. That 

tall stout man, who has just taken off his 
loose pea-jacket, and stands before us in 
the checked flannel shirt, white flannel 
trousers, secured by a broad band round 
his waist, and canvas shoes, is Mr. Eves, 
part proprietor and general manager of the 
circus. Some years ago he was the best 
barebacked rider of the day, and was one 
of the principal stars at Franconi's; but, as 
he expressed it to me, he has " made flesh" 
since then, and must get " a good deal off" 
before he takes to riding again, as is his 
intention. He is going to begin his first 
practice now, and this pretty pair of pie
balds is for his use. With wonderful agility 
for so big a man, Mr. Eves hops on to the 
side of the circle, and thence on to the 
backs of the piebalds, on each of which he 
has one foot, holding the reins in his hands. 
" Go," he says, after a moment's pause to 
steady himself, and at the word Professor 
Porco, who is standing in the middle of 
the ring, gives his long whip a smack, and 
the piebalds start off' in a canter, Mr. Eves 
rocking somewhat unsteadily at first, but 
soon settling down to his proper position. 
After some half-dozen rounds, he shouts 
" Go" again, and a third horse is admitted 
into the arena, and runs in between the two 
others, Mr. Eves courteously extending his 
capacious stride for its reception. Then the 
middle horse loosed from the rein is allowed 
to run in front, and is joined by a fourth 
horse, all four being carefully managed 
by Mr. Eves, who when he appears at night 
in this rapid act, will probably personate 
Polaski, the Courier of St. Petersburg, or 
some such important person. At present, 
however, he has soon had enough of it, 
and sending the horses away, bids them 
bring in the pony. The pony is a pretty 
black animal, destined to take its place in 
the bills as " highly trained," but at pre
sent rough and untutored. Consequently 
the pony does not turn to the right or to 
the left, at the smack of Mr. Eves's whip, 
declines to walk round the circle with its 
fore feet on the board and its hind feet in 
the sawdust, and absolutely refuses to leave 
off ninning round, and come to Mr. Eves, 
when he calls it, thereby subjecting itself 
to a great amount of objurgation, but to 
no personal Adolence. Following the pony 
comes a ring-horse, in company with a 
young lady, a novice in her profession, with 
her short skirt contrasting oddly with her 
ordinary street jacket. She goes round 
the circle, springing to her feet on the 
saddle, "cutting," balancing herself on one 
leg, and finally taking her first flight over 
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the ribbons, every one of these acts being 
superintended with the utmost care and 
patience by Mr. Eves, and every one of 
them taking place at the utterance of the 
mystic word " Go." 

To the young lady succeeds a very young 
gentleman, a child of not more than seven 
years old, who is to have his very first 
lesson, whose little legs when he sits can
not span the horse's back, and whose Uttle 
body when he stands is secured by a sur
cingle fastened round his waist, and firmly 
attached to the horse's pad. He is a 
plucky little lad this, a Spaniard, whose 
famUy are all in the profession, and who, 
under Mr. Eves's tuition, wUl do no dis
credit to his name. 

Mr. Eves taking a little rest just now, 
other persons commence practice in the 
ring. The tight-rope is stretched across 
one portion, and is speedily ascended by 
MademoiseUe Corisande, in her short ballet 
skirt, and well-chalked practice shoes. 
Professor Porco and his three little boys 
are also hard at work, the professor fling
ing his offspring into the air in an appa
rently reckless but really most careful 
manner, patiently but firmly superintend
ing their progress. A Uttle further off 
are two rather melancholy-looking dogs, 
which walk on their hind legs and jump 
through hoops at the bidding of their 
master, whose face, perhaps from constant 
association with his pupUs, has something 
of the terrier expression. And, standing 
in the midst of a group, and quietly look
ing on at all that is passing, is the most 
popular member of the company, Mr. Joe 
Tucker, the clown. There are clowns 
and clowns. The old-fashioned clown of 
one's boyhood, with the pliant queue 
nodding over his whitened scalp, his red 
cheeks and enormous mouth, his red and 
white dress, with its huge pockets, and 
his red-clocked stockings, has for the most 
part given place to a person elaborately 
got up in green and gold, who has for
gotten the old EngUsh broad humour, 
without attaining the French neatness after 
which he strives. The old clown asked, 
" What he could come for to go for to fetch 
for to carry;" on being told that the top 
of the rope was chalked, " to prevent the 
performer from sUpping down, sir," he 
insisted on chalking the bottom of the 
rope, " t o prevent the performer from 
slipping up, sir;" drank the contents of a 
bottle of wine, after throwing a somersault, 
because he was told to " pour it into a 
tumbler;" and invariably insisted in fol

lowing the ring-master out of the circus, 
because, as he told the audience with a 
wink, " The dirt always goes before the 
broom." The modem clown could do 
nothing so low as this. He is—save the 
mark !—a Shakesperean clown, or a Talk
ing Jester, and he pours forth a flux of 
the most miserable nonsense, sometimes in 
prose, sometimes in verse, studded with 
political and moral sentiments, which seem 
to have been culled from the lists of toasts 
usually to be found at the end of old song-
books. 

Mr. Tucker happily belongs rather to 
the old school than to the new; but he has 
plenty of "patter," and his "wheezes," as 
the jokes between the clown aijd the ring
master are technically termed, are manu
factured out of the best Joe MUlers, and 
garnished with local aUusions and hits at 
topics of the time. He is wonderfully 
agile, too, a capital clog and spade dancer, 
and a brilliant performer on the stilts; and 
during all these performances he never for
gets that he is a clown, and not merely an 
acrobat, so that his tumbUng is diverting 
as weU as clever. 

Before leaving, I go through the stables, 
where I flnd the horses capitally kept and 
groomed, and put-up with a wonderful 
economy of space, being separated from 
each other by swinging bars, and so small 
a space being left for passing behind them 
as to render perfectly natural the inquiry 
whether any of them were " light-heeled." 
Thence to the dressing-room, and to the 
property-room, where I delight in recog
nising many old friends. The basket-
shape of the pretematurally stout gentleman 
who bows with such poUteness to the people 
while he stamps his feet on the pad-saddle, 
the turnpike-gate, which always appears 
by itself without any visible connexion 
with any other object, expressly for Dick 
Turpin and Black Bess to jump over, the 
beadle's dress—to say the least, an awk
ward equestrian costume—worn by one of 
Turpin's pursuers, the table and dishes in 
use when the clown invites the pony to 
supper, and the pistol fired off by that 
intelUgent animal. A property-man is at 
work, fresh papering the hoops for Made
moiselle Corisande's performance, and the 
whole atmosphere is filled with floating 
particles of chalk and whitening. 

Throughout the estabUshment every
thing is, so far a;S it can be, complete; 
and though there are now sixteen circuses 
in the kingdom—five-and-twenty years ago 
there were only three—there is not one 
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more thoroughlv deserving of success than 
that managed by 
Jacobus and Eves. 

my friends Messrs. 

IN THE PROVINCES. 

NONE of us have very vivid personal re
collections of the Saxon Heptarchy; that is 
to say, none of us can remember when 
England was parcelled out into Mercia, 
Damnonia, Deiri, East Anglia, Bernicia, 
and so on, and when Mercians, Damno-
nians. East Anglians, &c., were all separate 
peoples, with languages, and hates, and 
loves so variable, that they flung spears 
and arrows at each other from their puny 
kingdoms, and crouched behind ill-tanned 
skin-shields to save themselves from re-
tributory wounds. But the time is within 
the memory of most of us when still (tra
ditionally, on the stage, at any rate) a 
Yorkshireman was detectable at once from 
a Londoner; when a Zomerzetshire lad 
formed a third breed or genus ; when an 
Essex calf, a Hampshire hog, a Lancashire 
witch, all represented other breeds, sup
posed to be quite separate and distinct 
from each other. 

In those days the talk in our provinces, 
as well as the tune of the talk, differed 
much more from the metropolitan than it 
does now. She's muckson up to the buck-
son, is a phrase that is an example. What 
does it mean ? I t was said, one hundred 
and fifty years since, of a woman dirty up 
to the knuckles. To call her a daffock, a 
dawkin, a dawgos, was another way of 
styling her a slattern. The titles harry-
gaud and rigsby, meant that she was 
wUdish, playful; to say that she was 
battle, was another version of the same 
thing; and so it was to declare she had too 
few barns, brains. Were this woman a 
step-mother, she was known as ell-mother ; 
were she neatly dressed, she was said to be 
snogly-geered. A little girl was a mauther ; 
did she frolic much and laugh aloud, she 
Avas said to goylter; were she, on the other 
hand, grave and witty more than usual at 
her years, she was set down as and-farand. 
A dumb j)erson was a cank; one who 
squinted was gly; one almost crazed was 
welly-moidered. A wife's brother was a 
meugh; an uncle was a neme; a miser 
was a pin-panierbly fellow; strangers were 
comelings in some places, and frimfolks 
in others. Were people foolish, they were 
said to be kemmet; were they idle, they 
were trantrels. The times for idling were 

called scopperloits; the places where the 
trantrels would stay to lounge were hip-
ping-hawds. Clinkets might be met there, 
clinkets being crafty folks; and against 
the palings and on the benches might be 
haspats, striplings, and dambers, rascals; 
and crassantly, and cranny, and reuling 
lads, cowards, and jovial boys, and boister
ous ones; and they could stop with one 
another all the dondinner, or the onedher 
(the afternoon), and they could indulge 
themselves the while in donudrins, after
noon drinkings. Christmas, of course, was 
Nowell; the beginning of Lent was Fas-
guntide. Were the morning misty, it was 
called cobweb; a long, tedious day was 
called dree. If people felt but indifferently 
well, they said they were frobly-mobly; if 
they had swollen faces, they spoke of boun 
muns; if they were ready to faint, they 
said coath. They spoke of the suU, the 
plough; or of weeding nepes, turnips; 
and as they trudged along, they would 
tread down paigles, cowslips, and turn up 
many a forkin-robbin, earwig, and mad, 
earthworm; they spoke of picking ersk, 
stubble; and of mending the skeels, col-
locks, stnfnets, posnets, eskins, gotches, 
and other kitchen utensils quite as queerly 
called. If they wanted to say they 
worked with all their might, they used 
the word birre; and let us give them 
credit for doing it, though it might be hag
gling, hailing, though there might be a 
sea-harr, a sea-storm, with the gill-hooters, 
the owls, at their cry, and memories of 
goetie, witchcraft, to grow them, trouble 
them, as they strode across runes and 
grindlets, watercourses, and by rank zittens, 
churchyards. "Where fared ye?" one 
might ask another. " Where went you ?" 
And " Where wun ye ?" " Where do you 
live ?" And they might speak of the thone 
tugs, damp meadows, near them, with the 
pulks, holes of standing water, and the 
runches, carlock, growing by, and the dis
figurement of mullock, heaps of rubbish. 
On the hedge, too, they might point to 
bumblekites, blackberries; and, high above, 
to a cletch of caddows, a brood of jack
daws ; and, strewing the earth beneath, 
to the whitening dodmen, the useless snail-
shells. They might long, too, with one 
another, for stuU-time, the hour for a huge 
slice of bread-and-cheese ; but that would 
not come sooner than it could come, nor 
could they hurry on a moment the hour for 
eein, leisure. What if the hauber-jannocks, 
oaten-cakes, and the flauns, custards, and 
feabs, gooseberries, are not on the doubler, 
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great dish or platter ? What if the hages-
ter is among the hart-calver (we will not 
translate any longer, but leave our reader's 
powers of guessing full scope), and for helaw 
the hentiug eats a whole eever of the stuck-
ling, and zoppes are on partlets, and araines 
in attercobs, so that a buffet-stool hits the 
buck, bara-picklet is given to pates, speers 
tumble into runges, and bain and maum 
hoppets are filled with newing ? I t is of 
no consequence. For without fresh elden 
it is useless to sheer the esse, and a dosom 
beast will stiU be dosom, despite his cock-
apparel, and it is crawly-mawly known that 
he neither dees nor daws. 

Does not this prove the position from 
which we started ? We could make ad
ditions for pages, but enough has been 
given for our purpose, and here we finish. 
On the road, though, one or two thoughts 
have come to us—short thoughts, and very 
random, and we wUl just dot them down. 

Whence came this curious fountain of 
harsh, grating, outlandish sounds ? From 
no (comparatively) modern continental 
source, it is clear. We are baffled directly 
we try to lay our finger on any particular 
district, and say. All the words here are of 
French origin (for instance), because one 
is evidently so, and it must be the same of 
all the rest. I t is not the same of all the 
rest. The one specimen by which we 
judge may have obtained currency from 
just one person, on just one ^hance visit,. 
such one person being popular or notable 
for just one thing. In the same way are 
we baffled when we say the words of such 
a locality are, more remotely, Latin, Saxon, 
Ancient British; the dregs or sediment 
left behind after all else has simmered 
effectually away. I t is not even thus. 
One word may be so—Uke pulk, as an 
example, a pool of water, which is pwU 
in Welsh to this day ; but there the blood 
relationship ends. The other words are 
not Welsh, and cannot be tortured into 
Welsh, look we ever so deeply, or so 
superficiaUy, to fix facts ingeniously into 
our own creeds. What, then, we repeat, 
can the rough, raw, unlovely utterances 
be? Memories of Mercia, Bernicia, and 
so on, echoing to us stiU ? 

But there is this question to be asked. 
Are not the distinctions between Yorkshire 
" tyke," &c., that we mentioned at our be
ginning, wearing rapidly away ? If we 
want a Lancashire witch now, need we go 
to Lancashire to seek for her? Are not 
her pretty tricks sown all over Great 
Britain, and found quite as captivating 

southwards as further in the north ? We 
can still detect Mr. MacScotch, of course, 
when we come intimately across him, and 
also Mistress O'Irish, and Miss Ap Welsh; 
supposing, that is, those individuals belong 
to the lower class. But there, broadly, our 
discrimination ends. Our educated classes 
and our aristocracy have scarcely any na
tionality now. They belong to the four 
quarters of the world. They take their 
arts from one place, their science from 
another, their literature from a third, their 
manners, their thoughts, their language, 
from a fourth, a fifth, and everywhere. 
They can no more be conservative beyond 
their present sons than they can sweep 
back the tide of civilisation on which they 
themselves are whirled. And as thus, in 
our British Islands, all castes, and classes, 
and types, and genuses (whatever we may 
like to call them), are merging and fusing 
into one, as our various peoples are using, 
reading, thinking one universal tongue, 
may we not take this as earnest that some 
day it wUl be the same with all the world ? 
May we not think that other Mercian and 
Bemician landmarks will be defaced and 
broken ? that other dialects may be melted 
and beaten into one rich and compound 
whole ? 

History repeats itself, we know; and 
who shall say this would not be agreeable 
repetition ? 

DAISY'S TRIALS. 

IN SEVEN CHAPTERS. CHAPTER IV. 

MxRRHA, coming down to breakfast next 
morning, in the most charming of morning 
dresses, announced that she felt " Quite 
settled now. Aunt Daisy, quite at home." 
To prove which she insisted upon taking 
Daisy's place at the table, " to save Aunt 
Daisy trouble." 

" You'll find me very useful. Aunt 
Daisy, in ever so many ways! Though, 
seeing me so ornamental, I don't suppose 
you expect i t !" / 

After breakfast she said the flowers in 
the vases were faded, and she would pick 
others. " Arranging flowers is one of the 
accompUshments on which I pride myself. 
Aunt Daisy." 

When this was finished—it occupied 
some time, and was done with much fuss, 
and many flittings in and out, and to and 
fro—she audibly wondered how soon Mr. 
Stewart would fulfil his promise about 
bringing her a horse; this reminded her to 
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go and look up all the et ceteras of riding-
costume—hat, gloves, cravat, and whip. 

She soon reappeared, laden with music. 
" Is your piano in good tune. Aunt 
Daisy?" 

" I hardly know, dear." 
" I conclude Mr. Stewart is a Scotchman, 

Aunt Daisy, so I've been hunting out all 
my Scotch songs—^preparing to fascinate 
him by singing them. Is he fond of 
music. Aunt Daisy ? Does he ever come 
here of an evening ? Does he like vocal 
or instrumental music best ? Wliat style 
of music, classical or romantic ? Do you 
play and sing, Aunt Daisy ?" 

" Which of your questions shall I answer 
first ?" 

" You think me a sad rattle, don't you. 
Aunt Daisy ? But you'll soon get to like 
my rattle. I'm always the life and light 
of any house I 'm in. At home you see, 
Aunt Daisy, I was too bright a light. I 
threw Jean and Julia, poor old dears, so 
grievously into the shade. 

Trying the piano, she pronounced it very 
tolerable, but got up from, it almost imme
diately. 

" I think I shall go out and make a 
sketch of the cottage. I'm very fond of 
sketching, and, I think I may say, I'm 
rather clever at it. Perhaps, after lunch, 
you'll take me for a good long walk. I 
suppose it is no use hoping that Mr. Stewart 
will take me for a ride this first day, is it, 
Aunt Daisy?" 

" Of course it is just possible, but not 
probable. Most likely the horse he intends 
for your riding will require some exercising 
first." 

" I can ride anything. Aunt Daisy, so I 
hope he won't reduce the animal to an un
interesting state of quietness." 

Myrrha arranged herself in a something 
she called a hat, and in a coquettish jacket, 
and then went out " to sketch." So Daisy, 
who found that continual repetition of 
"Aunt Daisy" somewhat trying to her 
unaccustomed nerves, had quiet breathing-
time. 

After lunch, which was in reality dinner, 
Daisy took her visitor for a walk. She 
found that " a walk " with Myrrha meant 
no mere stroll of a mile or so, but two or 
three hours of good, brisk, uninterrupted 
walking—" over the hills and far away." 
Not exactly, however, on Myrrha's part, 
uninterrupted, as she broke the monotony 
of walking by running races with Daisy's 
large dog. Daisy had no idea she could have 
borne such a walk. The truth Avas she was 

amused, distracted from the consciousness 
of the weight and burden of her own ex
istence. The contact with Myrrha's frivo
lity, exuberant youth, and gay superficiaUty, 
did her good. When they came home they 
took a cup of tea, then Daisy, went to lie 
down in her own room, and Myrrha went 
" t o dress." 

" I wonder if I shaU be able to get fond 
of her," Daisy thought. " She is so pretty, 
but—the pretty eyes are so untrustworthy. 
I wonder how Kenneth will Uke her. I 
should think he won't be able to help ad
miring her! The miniature he spoke of so 
warmly couldn't represent a loveUer face 
than Myrrha's." And here Daisy sighed. 

" I like your way of living uncommonly. 
Aunt Daisy," was Myrrha's comment on 
the delicately-appointed tea-table to which 
they sat down about seven o'clock. " I 
suppose it wouldn't suit a man, they always 
seem bent on late dinners," she went on. 
" I suppose Mr. Stewart dines late. I 
forget if you said he did come sometimes 
in the evening ? I am longing to see him 
again. Perhaps he may look in this even
ing, just to tell me when I may expect a 
r ide?" 

" It is quite possible he may." 
But he did not. Myrrha's spirits drooped: 

she seemed to find the evening duU, and 
she went to bed very early, regretting that 
she had been to the trouble of putting on 
.one of her prettiest dresses. 

The next day was wet, and Myrrha felt 
it hang on hand somewhat heavUy: she 
spread some of her pretty " costumes " out 
in her room for the admiration of Daisy, 
of JVIrs. Moss, and of Jane, but this was not 
very exciting. The day dragged. 

When Mr. Stewart, in spite of the rain, 
came to the cottage that evening, Myrrha's 
reception of him showed him that he was a 
most welcome apparition. 

" Is this intended in an offensive sense ?" 
he asked, when Myrrha crossed the room 
to him, carrying him a cup of tea. " I ask, 
because this is the sort of attention paid by 
charming young ladies to elderly bachelor 
uncles." 

"You enlighten me, Mr. Stewart. I 
didn't know, though I may have fancied, 
I had that happiness to hope for—of having 
you for my uncle. When is it to be ?" 

" You are a saucy-tongued young lady! 
And your sauciness was not apt. If I had 
meant any such allusion, should I have used 
the word ' offensive ' ?" 

He tui-ned to the open, music-littered 
piano. 
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" You are prepared to entertain me, I 
see, and I am prepared to be entertained." 

" Do you really like music ?" 
" I reaUy like music; but then I may 

have ideas of my own as to what I call 
music." 

" Oh, I shaU be sure to be able to find 
something to please you; for I do a Uttle 
in all styles: so I wiU try you with a 
variety." 

She played first a weird valse by Chopin: 
she rattled it off briUiantly, with very cre
ditable, though not flawless, execution. 

" I know beforehand that that is neither 
your style nor Aunt Daisy's, Mr. Stewart," 
Myrrha said, as she twirled herself round 
on the music-stool to investigate her au
ditors. 

" It is a good beginning, at all events, 
Miss Brown; it gives us an opportunity of 
judging the mechanical part of your 
talent." 

" Dear me! you'll make me nervous ! If 
I think I am to be Ustened to in such a 
judicial and critical spirit, I shan't do 
myself half justice." 

" Do you then prefer ignorant applause 
to enlightened criticism ?" 

" I don't see why you should take for 
granted that the applause can only come 
from the ignorant, and from the enUghtened 
only criticism! Well, I 'm going now to 
play you something in quite a different 
style." 

She played a sonata of Mozart's : when 
she ended she turned to look at Mr. Stewart, 
prepared to receive his compliments tri
umphantly: Mr. Stewart gravely shook his 
head. 

"What does that mean, Mr. Stewart?" 
Myrrha asked, with wondering eyes. 

" Am I to speak frankly, Miss Brown ?" 
" Of course." But already the tone was 

pettish and the face cloudy. 
" I think that performance was a signal 

faUure. I t seems to me you faU entirely 
in catching and rendering the Mozartism of 
Mozart, the tender grace, the——" 

" Oh, pardon!" exclaimed Myrrha, ele
vating her pretty brows. " I had no notion 
I was playing to an enthusiast. To tell the 
truth, I don't so much care about ' under
standing ' a composer. I like to make his 
music say what I please, not just slavishly 
to say what he pleases !" 

"Then, of course, you set yourself beyond 
the pale of criticism. But you should have 
prepared us beforehand for what was 
coming; should have told us that we were 
not going to Usten to Mozart played by 

Miss Brown, but to Miss Brown through 
Mozart." 

Myrrha eyed Mr. Stewart somewhat long 
and largely. 

" I shan't play to you any more to-night. 
I shaU try if my singing suits you better." 

She sang half a dozen of what she con
sidered her best songs, one after the other, 
in rapid succession, giving no time for 
criticism, and feeUng confident that now, 
at last, she was dazzling her listeners. 

There was something so frank in the way 
her face expressed that confldence when she 
ceased and turned round, that Mr. Stewart, 
both touched and amused, gave her all 
the praise he could honestly bestow. He 
praised the possibUities of her voice, which 
was a fine contralto, and remarked that, 
with dUigent study and good instruction, 
he thought she would, one day, sing very 
finely. 

" 'DUigent study! good instruction'!" 
Myrrha echoed, amazedly. " Why, I've 
practised ever so many hours a day, for 
ever so many years, and I've had lessons 
from a prima donna ! I t must be that this 
room is so wretchedly low for singing— 
then the piano is out of tune, and I think 
I've got a slight cold. But, Mr. Stewart," 
she demanded, after a suUen pause, " what 
can make you think I want good instruc
t ion?" 

" Well, it seemed to me that you had not 
mastered the very elements of good singing 
—did not know how properly to bring out 
your fine voice." 

"Are you a music-master?" Myrrha 
asked, rudely. " Perhaps you will give me 
the ' good instruction' of which you think 
I am so much in need?" 

" I fear I must not have that honour." 
After that answer, Mr. Stewart talked 

entirely to Daisy. 
Myrrha, drooping her pretty head de

jectedly, threw herself on a sofa; there she 
sat, sullen and silent, for perhaps a quarter 
of an hour; then got up, and said, " Good
night !" 

Mr. Stewart lighted her candle; as he 
held it to her he brightened her whole 
being again, by asking at what. time to
morrow she would Uke to ride, should the 
day be fine, as he thought it promised 
to be. 

" That's the cleverest way of winning 
my forgiveness!" she said. " But, Mr. 
Stewart, if you don't Uke my riding any 
better than you Uke my playing, my sing
ing, and, perhaps, I may add, myself " 

" Any one light and graceful as you are, 
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and, I should say, with plenty of the rash 
courage of ignorance, can't help riding weU.'' 

" Thank you for nothing, Mr. Stewart," 
she answered, dropping him a deep courtesy. 

" Did Mr. Stewart stay long after I went 
to bed ?" Myrrha asked next morning, with 
assumed carelessness. 

" About five minutes." 
" Aunt Daisy, if you think the question 

impertinent, I hope you'll forgive me for 
asking it: are you engaged to Mr. Stewart?" 

"No, Myrrha." Poor Daisy blushed 
painfuUy. 

" You seem so very intimate, and he 
seems so perfectly at home in your house, 
it was a natural question to ask. Aunt 
Daisy." 

" We are very old friends." 
" I conclude he hasn't a wife, or he 

wouldn't be so free to come and go." 
" He has no Avife." 
" Is he a widower ?" 
" I have never heard of his having mar

ried." 
" And he is not your lover, only your 

friend, you think?" 
To this Daisy made no answer; she 

thought the girl impertinent. But Myrrha 
had not done, and was not to be repressed 
by Daisy's gTave sUence. 

" Aunt Daisy, he is more than your 
friend." She spoke with her worldly-\rise 
look. " Indeed, I do believe there is no 
such thing as ' only friendship ' possible 
between an unmarried man and an un
married woman. And, indeed, why should 
there be only friendship ? Why, for in
stance, should you two, Avho are such good 
friends, not marry ? Possibly Mr. Stewart 
is not quite as good a match as you once 
hoped to make, Aunt Daisy ; but we don't 
keep young for ever. When I am as old 
as you are, if I am still single, I shall 
seriously set about getting married." 

" I do not think of marrying," answered 
Daisy, coldly. 

" And does Mr. Stewart also not think of 
manying ?" 

" You must question him on that head 
yourself, if your audacity is equal to it." 

" I will, perhaps, by-and-liye, Avhen I 
know him a little better. This morning I 
am going to question him about my draAV-
ing. I think he will admit I have talent 
for that." 

When Mr. Stewart came, Myrrha, most 
prettily got up in a riding-dress, was in the 
garden, touching up a sketch of the cottage 
she had made the day before yesterday. 

" I think I have taken it from the best 

point of vicAV, Mr. Stewart. Don't you 
think so?" she asked, with winning hu
mility. " Now, teU me what you really 
think." 

He had tied his own horse to the garden-
gate, and ordered the other to be led up 
and down. He took her sketching-block in 
his hands. " Do you, Miss Brown, reaUy 
wish to know what I reaUy think ? You 
said so about your music, and yet I had the 
misfortune to offend you." 

" Of course I do !" she pouted. 
" The point of view is not a bad one, but 

the drawing is bad." Then he went on to 
show her, bit by bit, how everything was 
wrong, Ught and shade, perspective, every
thing; ending by saying, " I should think 
you have some facility, but you have had 
no teaching, or worse than none. You are 
hasty, superficial, consequently untruthful." 

" Mr. Stewart, what a terrible pedant 
you are! I am wondering," she said, look
ing into his face, with an audacious look, 
not free from spite, "whether you have 
been longest a music-master or a drawing-
master. I am sure you must have been 
both." 

At that moment the perfectly-appointed 
and handsome mare intended for her riding 
came in sight: this changed her mood, she 
could not afford to quarrel Avith the pro
vider of such pleasure as she promised her
self from these rides; so she looked up 
into his face again, this time with a look 
meant to be bewitchingly sweet, and 
asked: 

" At any rate, will you be my master?" 
" We will see what can be done for you. 

If I Avere your father, or guardian, I would 
certainly take care that you had a couple 
of years' thorough teaching." 

" I have no father, you see, and no guar
dian. If you will be so good as to help 
me " 

" We Avill see, we will see. Where is 
your aunt ?" His eyes had been scanning 
the Avindows. 

" I don't know." 
" I will go and find her. I have a word 

to say to her before we start." 
" I dare say you have," muttered Myrrha, 

looking after him displeasedly. "To be 
neglected for an old maid like Aunt Daisy! 
I suppose she has money. Heigho ! What 
would I not give to be rich !" 

Mr. Stewart thought Daisy looking wor
ried. " Are you tired of her ? Does she 
weary you?" 

" I ought not to mind. She is very good-
natured." 
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" When she is pleased." 
" She certainly has the womanly virtue 

of wishing to please." 
" I t is a virtue in a woman to wish to 

please those worth pleasing." 
" I suppose some women think every

body worth pleasing." 
"Every man," corrected Mr. Stewart. 

" And that is nearer vice than virtue, in 
my eyes." 

Daisy walked with him to the gate, and 
there they found Myrrha, leaning against 
the paling, engaged in easy and laughing 
conversation with the groom. Mr. Stewart 
gave an amused, and annoyed, glance at 
Daisy. 

The riders were so long absent that 
Daisy grew anxious. 

Myrrha had boasted that she could ride 
anything, but Daisy had already known her 
long enough not to pay much attention to 
her statements. When, at last, she heard 
the sound of horses' feet, she went hur
riedly to the gate. 

" Mr. Stewart is afraid you will have 
been alarmed. Aunt Daisy. I hope he is 
wrong. We have had the most deUcious 
ride. Mr. Stewart is a darUng to get me 
such a deUghtful horse. I shaU love him 
for ever, as the children say!" 

" Nothing has gone wrong then ?" 
" Not with us," Mr. Stewart, gazing into 

the grave pale face, answered. 
Myrrha was looking radiant, and, in a 

certain way, as lovely as a creature could 
look. 

" I needn't ask if you are tired, Myrrha?" 
Daisy said. 

" Tired! No, Aunt Daisy." And as 
Mr. Stewart lifted her to the ground she 
looked more than half inclined to kiss him 
in the exuberance of her spirits. " He says 
he wUl stay for our tea instead of going 
home to dinner, if you will let him, Aunt 
Daisy. I'll run in and dress directly, for, 
in spite of the lunch we had, I 'm very 
hungry." 

Daisy stayed in the garden with Mr. 
Stewart till Myrrha joined them. 

" Tea is quite ready, and everything looks 
so nice. And don't I look nice, too. Aunt 
Daisy?" The question of the tongue was 
for Aunt Daisy : the question of the eyes 
for Mr. Stewart. 

"Indeed you do, dear! But is it safe 
for you, Myrrha, warm from your ride, to 
come out-doors so lightly dressed? I t is 
not summer yet." 

" But it is as warm as summer, Aunt 
Daisy." 

She was, openly and undisguisedly, 
standing to be admired. The frankness of 
her vanity gave it a kind of charm, making 
it seem chUd-Uke and innocent. She 
looked much more than pretty: a most 
bright creature, and of a most delicate 
brightness. She held a perfect rosebud 
in her hand. 

" Mr. Stewart," she said, " in grateful 
recognition of the pleasures of the ride 
past, and grateful anticipation of rides to 
be, I forgive you the many hard raps on 
the knuckles you've given me. I offer you 
this," holding the rosebud to him, " as a 
flag of truce." 

" I wiU do your gift the highest honour 
in my power. Miss Brown." He took it 
from Myrrha—and gave it to Daisy. 

In a moment the glee darkened out of 
Myrrha's eyes, but only for a moment. 
ExhUarated by her ride, she was in spirits 
too high to let suUenness be possible. 

WhUe they were at tea Myrrha said: 
" Aunt Daisy, in coming home we made 

a round that brought us through some 
grounds, belonging to a most charming old 
red-brick manor-house. What's the mystery 
about that house? Mr. Stewart wouldn't 
teU me to whom it belonged, or answer any 
of my questions." 

" How could we teU the OAvner was not 
in hearing, behind some of those great 
beech-trunks ? I t would hardly have been 
in good taste to speak disparagingly of a 
man, whUe trespassing upon his property." 

" Should you have had to speak dispa
ragingly of him ?" 

" If I'd spoken as I think." 
" W h a t house was i t ? " Daisy asked 

Mr. Stewart. 
" Redcombe." 
"Oh!" 
Myrrha, who was very quick, caught a 

particular expression in the eyes of Daisy 
and of Mr. Stewart, which made her sure 
there was some mystery in the matter. 
A suspicion of the truth flashed q,cross her. 
Surely, Mr. Stewart, whom she had caUed 
a pedant, and accused of being a music-
master or a drawing-master, or both, could 
not be master of that fine old place, owner 
of those beautiful grounds ! The suspicion 
made her heart beat faster, but she took 
good care to show nothing of it. She 
began to cross-question him. 

" Is the owner of Redcombe young or 
o ld?" 

" What you would call middle-aged, and 
incline to think venerable." 

" About what age ?" 

y V 
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" Well, I should say, not much older, or 
much younger than I am." 

" Do you know h im?" 
"Yes . " 
" Do you like him ?" 
" Immensely sometimes ; sometimes I find 

him the most dreadful bore." 
" Which should I do ? Like him im

mensely, or find him the most dreadful 
bore ?" 

" I would not venture to prophesy: 
rather the latter than the former I should, 
however, imagine." 

" I think,' ' said Myrrha, Arith a meditative 
air, and her eyes fixed full on Mr. Stewart, 
" tha t I should like him immensely." 

" He would, indeed, be a fortunate man 
were that the case; but what makes you 
think you would like him ?" 

" To begin Avith, I generally like men 
about the age you describe him to be, so 
much better than younger men." 

" I described him to be about my age." 
" Yes. At that age one knows what a 

man is. He is not likely to turn out much 
better or much worse than one finds him. 
He is trustworthy, too. One can look up 
to him and feel confidence in him." 

" I t is a fortunate age, Miss Brown, if it 
inspires such sentiments in so charming a 
creature as yourself." 

" You don't think me charming, I know. 
I wonder if the OAvner of Redcombe would !" 

" May I ask what, besides his age, dis
poses you favourably towards the possessor 
of Redcombe ?" 

" I ' l l give you a frank answer, Mr. 
StcAvart: his being the possessor of Red
combe." 

" I like frankness." 
" I ' m glad you find some one thing in 

me to like. I like to be liked." 
" N o doubt you do." 
"Do you find anything reprehensible in 

that?" 
" Certainly not: it is an admirable qua^ 

lity; but whether it is more or less ad
mirable depends upon the motives and the 
manner of its manifestation." 

"You can never say anything in my 
favour without nullifying qualifications, 
implied if not spoken. I Avonder Avhat you 
really think of me ?" 

" You take for granted I do reaUy think 
about you ?" 

]\Iyrrha coloured delicately, but very per
ceptibly, a pink shade tinging both her 
face and neck. 

" Aunt Daisy, I'll tell you what I think 
of Mr. SteAvart. I think of all the men 

I haA'e ever encountered he is the least 
chivalrous, not to say the most uncour-
teous." 

" And of the men I know, Myrrha, he is 
the most chivalrous." 

" I pity your unfortunate experience of 
men, then, Aunt Daisy. Possibly Mr. 
Stewart can be chivalrous and courteous 
to one woman, but that is not the charac
teristic of chivalry." 

" Quite true," assented Mr. Stewart. 
After a few minutes Myrrha resumed 

her cross-examination. 
" Is there a croquet-lawn at Redcombe, 

Mr. Stewart ? Does the mysterious owner, 
whom you and Aunt Daisy seem to Avish 
should be nameless, give garden-parties ?" 

" A croquet-lawn!'' repeated Mr. Stewart, 
reflectively. " I should think not. Red
combe is a very old-fashioned place, and I 
have not heard of any modem improve
ments. No, I should say there is.not a 
croquet-lawn. Neither, to my knowledge, 
are garden-parties known at Redcombe. 
But you see. Miss Brown, all this is easUy 
changed. Of course the owner of Red
combe would only need to know that Miss 
BroAvn desii-ed these things in order to 
institute them." 

" You are chaffing me, Mr. Stewart. I 
suppose he isn't even a calUng-acquaintance 
of Aunt Daisy's—I haven't heard of Aunt 
Daisy's having one single acquaintance, 
except you, Mr. Stewart. So, of course, 
you're only chaffing me." 

" Let me see: chaffing you means amusing 
myself at your expense, doesn't it. Miss 
BroAvn?" 

" You know it does !" 
" Well, I was hardly doing that. I t isn't 

likely that the oA\Tier of Redcombe is as 
unchivalrous and uncourteous as you find 
me; and if he is not, Avhy then, surely, 
my prophecy about him is not an unsafe 
one." 

" I s he at home, just now ?" 
" That depends in AA'hat sense you use 

the words ' at home '—he is in England." 
Myrrha AA'ould not further pursue her 

inquiries : haAang finished her tea, she 
went to the piano and began to play softly 
in the twilight. She seemed dreamUy 
absorbed in the dreamy music; but she 
kept a sharp sidelong watch on her Aunt 
Daisy's low chair in the window, over 
which Mr. Stewart was bending—tUl, by-
and-bye, he came to her side. Daisy rising 
noiselessly, left the room, and strayed into 
the garden. 

It was intolerable! What was ? The 

t 
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fragrance and beauty of the evening, and 
the jubilant singing of that thrush. 

. Meanwhile Myrrha tried a Uttle senti
mental flirtation. Letting her soft music 
almost die away, she sighed a great sigh. 

" I dare say you think me a very frivolous 
girl, Mr. Stewart?" 

" You are very young. Miss BroAvn; you 
have time to improve." 

" All the circumstances of my life have 
been against me. I have always Uved Avith 
frivolous and, worldly people. Of course it 
would have been very vain of me to en-
coui'age myself to be different from every
body about me." 

" Are you not vain ?" he asked vrith sur
prise that there should be room for ques
tion on this point. • 

" I don't reaUy think I am very vain at 
heart." 

" I wonder if you are right or not ?" 
There was a pause. Then Myrrha said : 
" I hope, Mr. Stewart, you don't think 

me ill-tempered. Indeed it is trying to be 
treated as you treat me: especially trying 
to me, who have never had any experience 
of the kind!" 

" How do I treat you ?" 
" You snub me. That is, you're always 

saying hard things. I t is good for me. I 
don't wish you to do differently. I may 
come to like it, but it is the first time I 
have been treated in this way: and to be 
treated first in this way by one whose good 
opinien and admiration one feels to be 
worth having, is rather trying you must 
admit. So, if I seem rather ill-tempered 
under it, you must make excuses for me." 

Myrrha dashed her handkerchief across 
her eyes. They were moist with the earnest
ness with which she had spoken; for cer
tainly her feelings had been a good deal 
wounded. 

Mr. Stewart did not speak immediately. 
Presently he said: 

" Miss Brown, you bring a grave charge 
against me. I must have been monstrously 
impertinent. In my own defence I must 
say, that I believe I could hardly have 
transgressed in the manner you indicate, 
had you, yourself, not iuAated the criticism 
you have found it hard to bear." 

" I did invite it, I wished for it. I could 
never feel you impertinent, however cruel 
I might think you. I hope you Avill con
tinue to criticise me. I feel you may do 
me so much good." 

" The post of mentor to a young and 
lovely lady is one of danger, Miss BroAvn! 
I am too old and wary voluntarily to enter 

the enchanted net I see so daintily spread 
for me. There is your Aunt Daisy—for 
counsel, for encouragement, for- example, 
what more, or better, or different can you 
require ?" 

" Aunt Daisy," said Myrrha, with a 
pecuUar expression, " is Aunt Daisy. 
To begin Avith, she has had no general ex
perience of life to entitle her to speak with 
authority: to go on Avith hers is not an 
example I should wish to imitate. I am 
not naturaUy morbid, I don't wish to be
come so. I wish mine to be a bright, whole
some, practical existence. To end Avith, I 
know that I need to be governed by a 
man's wUl, scourged by a man's censure, 
stimulated by a man's praise. I have never 
been amenable to petticoat government." 
He thought the eyes with which she looked 
at him, saying this, splendidly audacious. 

" I don't think you should be proud of 
that concluding confession, Miss BroAva. 
I have always specially liked to see young 
girls render docUe and reverent submission 
to women. I have noticed this dociUty, as 
girls, in some of the most admirable women 
I have knoAvn. I have noticed, too, that 
often girls who profess extreme docUity to 
masculine guidance, and submission to 
masculine judgment, reaUy desire only mas
culine admiration, and, when married, often 
make rebeUious and headstrong AAdves." 

Mr. Stewart had been stung by the half-
contemptuous tone in which Myrrha spoke 
of Daisy, and his own tone was harsh. 
There was a pause: then Myrrha said, 
softly and sighingly through the dusk : 

" I am very unfortunate, Mr. Stewart. 
AU I say and do seems to provoke your 
dislike." 

" Dislike of some things you say and do 
need not imply disUke of yourself. Miss 
BroAvn." 

" Perhaps, Mr. Stewart, I should feel 
less as if it did imply that dislike, if you 
wouldn't call me always by my hideous 
common name, ' Miss Brown.' If you 
would call me 'Myrrha,' the hard things 
you say wouldn't seem quite so hard." 

" But, possibly, I don't wish them to be 
less forcible." 

" Won't you call me Myrrha ? I'm such, 
a chUd to you. There can be no harm. 
Why, I suppose, you are old enough to be 
my father, almost. Promise that you wUl 
call me Myrrha when you are not angry 
Avith me. Do, Mr. Stewart." And she 
laid her hand coaxingly on his arm. 

" By-and-bye, we will see about it. At 
present we are very recent acquaintances." 
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" I don't feel as if we Avere. And you 
don't treat me as if we were—when you 
wish to scold me, to be unkind." 

" I think we agreed that your conde
scension, not my presumption, was answer
able for any transgressions of mine ?" 

" There is no condescension, no pre
sumption, no transgression. But if there 
is any blame it is mine." 

" That is a very generous statement. 
Miss Brown." 

" Won't you reward it by a generous 
concession, and call me Myrrha?" 

" WiU you, Myrrha, accept from me, 
apropos of condescension and presumption, 
a brotherly, fatherly if you prefer it, hint, 
on a very delicate subject ?" 

" Anything that you say to Myrrha, and 
not to Miss Brown, will be listened to 
patiently." 

" I AA'as shocked to-day by my groom's 
manner towards you, Myrrha, its half-jocose 
familiarity. I shall blov/ him up and he 
will excuse himself by saying something 
about the young lady's 'condescension.' 
You don't exactly understand English 
usages, I fancy. And English servants 
don't understand American liberty of man
ner. An English young lady Avho leaned 
against a paling slashing herself with her 
whip, and laughing and talking freely with 
a groom, would be considered—well—objec
tionably fast—not well-conducted—not any
thing you would wish to be considered." 

Myrrha put her hands up to her face; 
though the dusk would alone have sufficed to 
hide her blushes, or the absence of them. 

" Oh, Mr. Stewart," she said ; " thank 
you, a thousand times." 

" Thank you, Myrrha, for taking my 
warning in such good part." 

" I hope you may find that I shall always 
take in good part anything you may say 
to me." 

" I may not have many opportunities of 
trying you." 

"Oh, Mr. Stewart!" in very genuine 
consternation, " I hope you don't mean 
you are going away ?" 

" There is a possibility that business may 
take me from the neighbourhood. You are 
alarmed at the prospect of losing your 
rides ?" 

" At that—and many other things." 
" I could secure you the rides, aud the 

attendance of a careful old servant." 
" Then, of course, I should not regret 

you." 

" Of course you Avould not. You would 
have the physical enjoyment without the 
metaphysical annoyance." 

" Mr. Stewart, you are hoping I shall 
say something pretty and flattering." 

" Am I ?" 
" Yes. Not because you care for what I 

say; but because men always care to be 
flattered and regretted by women." 

" Do they ? I wonder if your experience 
of men and women is drawn chiefly from 
novels, or from life ?" 

" Which would you say, to look at me ?" 
And she turned her fair young face fuU 
upon him, bringing it very near his. 

" I wonder where your Aunt Daisy is aU 
this while ?" 

" In the garden, Mr. Stewart. She passed 
the window just now. I was just thinking 
of looking for her. Aunt Daisy declares 
that you are not her lover, only her friend, 
and that she never intends to marry, or I 
should have thought of the possibility of 
her being jealous of your kindness to me." 

Mr. StcAvart laughed, and Myrrha did 
not admire the tone of his laugh. She 
Avished it had not been so dusk, she wanted 
to see the expression of his face. 

" You had better not go out in those 
diaphanous draperies, now the dew is fall
ing," he said. " I AVUI find your Aunt 
Daisy, and say good-night to her—as I 
say it noAV to you. Good-night, Miss 
Brown. I am sure you Avill be too tired 
to ride to-morrow—we will hope for a fine 
day after to-morrow." 

" There is no chance of my being too 
tired; but you will find me too trouble
some if I Avant to ride every day." 

He Avas gone. She Avatched the meet
ing in the garden, and the parting which 
foUoAvcd upon it immediately; then, di
rectly Daisy came in, Myrrha, pleading 
extreme fatigue, said good-night to her, 
and went to bed. 
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