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iilliBIFTEE XXrX. MY PROFESSIONAL STUDIES. 

DJITS passed, and weeks and mon ths ; 
gtill, according to old Vlckery, Mr. Monck 
" 's al\v9,ys " particularly engaged and 

Idn'tbe disturbed." I had never seen 
1. It was certainly strange. Solicitors 

could not always, I thought, keep aloof frora 
t̂ 'iir articled clerks, and remain invisible 

'lis way. And I was rauch perplexed 
in writing to my mother—a duty I punctu-
" accomplished every week—how to an-
• r her repeated inquiries concerning Mr. 

Monck, his treatment of me, and the degree 
ititlmacy and friendship subsisting be-
î n us. Old Viekery tried to make me 
eve that there was nothing unusual in 
case; but of this I could scarcely be 

vinced, new as I was to London and its 
^ to the law and its enigraas. And 
times I fancied that Vlckery was hira-
embarrassed by the raatter; wearied 
iistaining a mystery that must sooner 
iter be dispelled. 
had entered no other room in the house 
pt the ofi&ce. Beyond Viekery and the 
0 boy, whose name it seemed was 
ns, I had seen only a faded old woman, 

!ied with a sort of brown-holland cover, 
M thongh she had been an article of fur-
nitttre. She usually wore a black bonnet, 
" ' appeared armed with a battered dust-

find a stunted broom, though I could 
r discover that she plied those imple-

ita very effectively in the oflace. Her 
I gathered, was Cuppidge, or some-
like it. She was of a timid, humble 

^ B, and whenever I chanced to raeet 
in the passage seeraed seriously discon-
"^1 seized with a difficulty of breathing 

as she flattened herself painfully against the 
wall with an absurd anxiety to raake roora 
for rae to pass—the space being always 
ara ply sufficient for that purpose, for I was 
of spare proportions. Or she would dart 
away and precipitate herself down tbe 
kitchen stairs like a scared rabbit making 
for its burrow. I said "good mornin"-," 
or " g o o d evening" to her, soraetiraes, but 
beyond a convulsive gasp I obtained no 
response from her. I had never seen her 
face very distinctly, for it was always ob
scured by her bonnet. 

Yet that there were other dwellers in the 
hou.se I could not doubt. Surveyed from 
the outside, though it looked dingy and 
neglected and woebegone enough, it wore 
nevertheless an inhabited air. Thero were 
faded curtains and soiled blinds at all the 
windows. Once I even thought I saw a 
shadowy face at ono of the cloudy panes. 
But it was withdrawn before I could quite 
assure rayself that it had ever been present. 
And as I sat at ray desk I gould hear foot
steps on the stairs, and raoveraents, the 
opening and shutting of doors, in the upper 
rooras. ^Moreover, but this was not often, 
visitors entered by the street door who did 
not approach tho office, but were speedily 
lost In other parts of the building. Now and 
then I amused rayself with thinking that I 
was the tenant, during business houi'S, o f a 
haunted house; and ineinories of youthful 
adventures at the Dark Tower beguiled ray 
toils as a copying clerk; for tbat and nothing 
more I really was for the present, though I 
enjoyed the courtesy title of articled pupil. 

I t was clear to me, too, that Vickcry was 
a privileged person, and was entitled to 
enter portions of tbe house to which I could 
claim no admission. l i e often left the 
ollicc with papers in his hand, as thongh 
to oMaiii advice or instructions frora some 
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superior authority. If I was now and thin 
tempted to tbink that ^Ir. Monde, niy 
master, wjis a non-existent perFon, I w.i8 
const wined to abamlon this idea when I 
f uiid tbat letters were frequently issued 
lu.iring a signature similar to that at
tached to the missives received by my uncle 
r.r the Down Farm, when first thero had 
been question as to my adopting the law as 
a ])rofessii)n. That !Mr. !MJonck was somc-
whei-e In tbe house could not bo doubted 
therefore. Yet to all callers who inquired 
concerning him, Viekery had but ono 
answer, Mr. Monck was particularly on-
gaged, i tc , followed by the suggestion that 
he, Viekery, was Mr. Monck's manager, 
and perhaps might do as well. 

And then it was soon plain to me that 
tbe writer who.se adraii*able pcnraanship 
Vickcry bad held up to me as an example 
for imitation was also resident In the house. 
Viekery would quit the office with draft 
documents to be copied; after awhile ho 
would again retire, to return with the 
jiapers fairly written out In the same neat, 
regular, well-proportioned hand. Who could 
this writer bo ? I ventured upon inquiries, 
but I could extract no information on tbe 
subject from Vickcry, and the boy Scoons, 
I found, knew no more than I did. 

I wrote home no word of complaint; yet 
I found my life most monotonously dreary. 
I knew no one in London, excepting only 
Viekery and Scoons, for I could hardly 
count Mrs. Cuppidge and my landlady 
among ray acquaintances. My duties in 
^Ir. Monck's office were simple drudgery. 
I found my lodgings dull and depressing. 
Blackstone was less interesting than I had 
expected hira to be. I borrowed novels 
frora a circulating library in Holborn; I 
sketched a little in an idle way; and I often 
went at half-price to the theatre. Other
wise I had few arausements, and I felt the 
lack of companionship considerably. Often 
I longed, in my dreary solitude, for the 
society even of Reube, or Kem, or old 
Truckle. I had always led rather a solitary 
bfe, but now I seemed alraost desolate. 

I was not Invariably, however, chained 
throughout the day to my desk in Mr. 
^lonciv's oflSce. Sometimes, as part of my 
legal education I suppose, I was taken by 
"\'ickcry to " the Lane," as he called it, 
meaning that of Chancery, and its pre
cincts. He exhibited to me, much bewil
dered the while, the various oflBces con
nected with equity and comraon law pro
ceedings. They .seemed to me as so many 
temporary coverts In which hunted clients 
fuund refuge and breathing time as they 
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were chased and driven about by 
of the law. They were never saflS 
but still* they wero aflfouded a 
rest and bo^ie nntil roncvged 
made for their disl(»dgmoBt a t j 
pursuit. In tho end, of ooucae, 
driven to bay, and rent in piec9, 
securely trapped by ruin in a j a4 
a great thing to know the officai. 
Nightingale," Vickcry stated; "it 's 
practical learning. I've got them 
my fingers* ends. It 's more tlMBt. 
man in the profession can say^ 
know tho offices, and you knoir 
deal of law, practical law, Mr. Ifighi 
Precisely. That's my experience."! 
was shown offices where writs were 
where appearances were entered, 
affidavits were sworn, where deedt _ 
enrolled, where bills were taxed; Eecoĵ ii**'' 
offices, Masters' offices. Register office: 
Accountant-Generals' offices. Lunacy 
missioners* offices, Great Seal ' 
Patent offices—a most amazing cal 
Then I was initiated into the m' 
of Judges' Chambers, a dingy 
dwarfed buildings in Rolls Gardens, 
there was a wild babel of noise frott 
congregation of lawyers' clerks shoutSt̂ îrasm 
out the names of the firms they repr 53,5̂ y 
sented, or of the case they appeared ivt,i,iidi!n 
of the attorneys representing the ĉKjJifijijj 
side, so that the matter in dispute nMjjniimM 
be adjusted between them with or wj^ii.,. 
out reference to the judge sitting *~ 
inner room. " Time to plead" seemc 
to be the main object, so far as I oouJ-
ascertain, of theso uproarious wranglia 
meetings. 

" You'll feel a little timid, perhapa^| 
first going before a judge at chamll 
Mr. Nightingale," said Viekery. "11 
I did—a good many years ago now—IW "̂™f'i 
a mere boy at the time. But you'U soonî  
over that. I did. The judge is no mdi'mi 
to me now than an old woman at an a p ^ - 4 
stall." And, indeed, I perceived tar'''tli(i 
the judge moved little awe in the mindapJi*!! J 

fe Taj the lawyers' clerks; who seemed a 
confident, loud-speaking, sharp, and ratW «i ̂ . 
uncourteous class. Perhaps it was becaa|'5i ^ 
his lordship was bereft of his wig_ aw 'Jti: :̂  
robes. The door of his room openingj/wncj,, 
viewed him with much interest. He wf <»fiss5jj 
the first judge I had ever seen. He wa j,^ 
not impressive-looking—a little witheej 
old man, rubbing a trembling hand ovcra<i>, 
over a very bald crown. He seemed qnib -
worn out with fatigue, and spoke with ^^ •]^ 
dignified querulousness. " Further time. ..̂ , 
he said to one applicant, "you can'tgi ..,̂ ^ 
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1 l:n this, you know. There. I'll give 
;ee days;" and he scrawled an order 

the back of the summons. To another 
1, " No, I can't hear you. It 's no 
Y'on must go to the court." And he 
ia a most maledictory way, as though 

were bidding him go to a much more 
lote place. 

_ • : The Pleas, the Exchequer, the King's 
WJLA^^ sfiid Vlckery, as he introduced 
' H j ^ the various courts, and explained, 
^rtried to explain, the difference between 

-•ting at Nisi Prius and in Banco. He 
.(J me the names of tho judges and of 

the leading counsel; and he met many 
" low managing-clerks, as I surmised, 

h whom he enjoyed prolonged cou
rse, exchanging pinches of snuflf and 

legal jokes that I could not follow. He 
of\cn mentioned me to them as " our new 

,cd young gentleman." 
cr, he showed me the Courts of 

I was duly moved by the appear-
•Lord Chancellor, fronted by his 

iii..co and the square embroidered 
ed to contain that mysterious in-

lent the Great Seal. He sat silent and 
with down-turned eyes. I think he 

asleep—there was much slumber in the 
Court of Chancery in those day.s—while a 

^Spped counsel, with a mountainous pile of 
•^^etimcnts before bim, prosed and droned 

an Interminable address, the sig-
ce of which I could not master for a 

The Master of the Rolls was also 
ted to me, and the Vice-Chancellor of 

These wigged and robed digni-
atrnck me as looking all very much 

e,with something of an owl's expression 
of comatose sapience in all their faces. They 
sston their raised judgment scats very still 
snd patient, not much interested in the 
mattirsbrought before thera, yet not wearied 
" repelled by them either, but submissive 
'1 long-sufl'ering, and In no sort of hurry 
be relieved of their duties. They all 

took snuff*, and used double glasses when 
'"nding or writing was required of them. 

"7 rarely iuteiTupted the counsel ad-
«ing them. They seemed to me all 
'foundly convinced that the Court of 
n̂eary was almost of divine origin, that 

' suitors wero made for it far raore than 
It Inr the suitors, and that any atterapt to 

'̂  its proceedings was to be con-
'wl and reprobated as soraething In the 

tare of a crime. 
, I ^̂ :is sometimes, but rarely, left alone in 

office. On such occasions I found it 
• isable to continue my copying work less 
•inously. I yawned and stretched my

self, and drew caricatures upon my blottin'^-
pad. I pried about somewhat, reading the 
notices upon the walls—one of thera I re
raember set forth the circuit of the judges, 
but it was of old date—and peering into 
such books as I could find. They were, 
for the most part, guides to the practice of 
the courts, with the forms requisite under (( 
certain procedures. And I looked into an 
old Peeran-e. 

Now the only nobleman I bad any sort 
of acquaintance with was Lord Overbury. 
So I turned to his name. I found him de
scribed as the fifth baron; Marmaduke 
Augustus Frederick Oglethorpe. I t was 
strange, I thought, tbat he should bear the 
same christian name as myself, INIarraa-
duke. I did not know It before. Nor was 
I aware that his lordship's faraily narae 
was Oglethorpe. The dates of his birth 
and of his succession to the title were also 
recorded; the peerage was said to have 
been created at the coronation of King 
George the Second. 

I read also, greatly to my amazement, of 
his lordship's marriage, some sixteen years 
back, with Lady Jane Wilhelmina Caroline 
Porafret, daughter of the sixth Earl of 
Bannerville, whose marriage with Edward 
Gustavus, second Baron Wycherley, had 
been dissolved by Act of Parliament. 
Married! Then there had been a Lady 
Overbury before Rosetta. 

Further I was pursuing my investiga
tions when the office bell rang. I touched 
the spring communicating witb the outer 
door, and presently a stranger entered tho 
office. 

He glanced In the direction of the desk 
usually occupied by Vickcry; appeared 
surprised, then turned towards rae. But 
he said nothing. I quitted my high stool 
and advanced towards him. 

" Mr. Vickcry's out at this raoraent. If 
you want hira." Then pursuing the form 
usual under the circumstonces, I said: 
" Mr. Monck's engaged, and is not likelv 
to be disengaged very iraraediately. Is it 
anything I can do for you ?" 

The stranger laughed. " Engaged, is 
he ? I know all about that. And Vickcry 
out ? And you're young Mr. Nightingale, 
I suppose, the new articled clerk r" 

I said that was my name. Thereupon 
he laughed again. 

CHAPTER XXX. I SERVE A WRIT. 

THERE was not much to laugh at tbat I 
could .see. Yet the stranger's laugh was 
not aggressive or unpleasant, but ratlu-r. as 
it seeraed to rae, the irrepressible result of 
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a r.atnral cheeriness and geniality of dis-
j»()siiioii. He was a young gentleninn of 
alu ut ray own age, witb blight, twinkling, 
b lue tyes , aud a delicatelv mobile raoutli, 
th.it seeraed readily tickled Into a mirthful 
form. His Avhole face, which was sraooth 
ami lightly tinted, and not to be described 
as bamhsorae so much as pretty, wore a fe-
niinlnely sensitive and Impressionable look. 
He was smartly dressed in a blue coat and 
clo.se-fitting lavender trousers, strapped 
under his shiny sharp-pointed boots; he car
ried an ebony cane, silver-topped, and decked 
witb swinging silken tassels. Removing 
his glossy bat for a raoraent, he passed his 
thill fingers through his wavy flaxen hair, 
arranging it In clusters on either side of his 
face. In ray own raind I accounted hira 
quite what we then called a " b u c k . " He 
had a sraart London air about him, which 
I had not yet been able to acquire. In
deed, by the side of hira I felt that I was 
raore than ever a " yokel." And I was 
constrained and diffident in his jaunty self-
satisfied presence. Not that I could find 
fault with hira, or wish hira changed. His 
manner was perfectly natui-al, and his little 
airs and graces seemed to suit him as cora-
pletcly as his dapper clothes fitted hira. 
Indeed I felt my.self attracted to hira, his 
sraile and glance were so winning, and his 
dainty prettiness of aspect and raanner was 
altogether so admirable. 

" Will you be seated ?" I proflTered him 
our bard wooden office chair. 

"No , thank you,^Ir. Nightingale. I'll not 
stay. This place makes rae raelancholy. I t 
always did. I hope it doesn't affect you In 
the same way. But I sat at your desk once 
— I was a clerk here, studying law, as you 
are now studying it." Here he laughed. I 
blushed, for I felt that my so-called legal 
studies had something ridiculous about 
thera. " B u t I really couldn't stand it. 
The law and this office were quite too much 
for me, to say nothing of old Vickcry. 
Then I'ra a flighty sort of person, you 
know. I felt like a bird in a cage." I t 
seeraed to rae that this was a fair de
scription of him. He was as a sprightly 
bird of gay plumage; the office raust 
have been a dreadful cage to hira. " So I 
and the law parted corapany," he con
tinued. " But I 'm detaining you. You're 
time's precious, I dare say, Mr. Nightin
gale. 

I cc uld not help regarding this rather as 
a joke. " You know ray name, It seems," 
I said. 

'* Oh yes, I 've heard of you. I hope you 

V 

find yourself comfortable here, and' 
like your profession better than I did^ 
I won't stay, thank you. Good mo 
Mr. Nightingale." 

He was go ing ; but he paused 
hand upon the lock of the door. 

" I don' t know that it matters mi 
said. " B u t as I know your nams^l 
Nightingale, you may care to know 
My name is Wiay, Anthony Wray, 
ara generally called Tony. People 
think it suits rae better, and I don't i 
I dare say they're right. Tony 
Perhaps we may raeet again some daj.^ 

" I'll tell Mr. Viekery that you ' 
Mr. W r a y . " 

" Ob, jus t as you like about thaC 
doesn't really matter, you know, 
bye." 

A wave of his white handkerchief, 
ing towards me a scent of lavender. 
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He did not quit the house though, 
outer door did not close behind hinL 
listened. I could hear his light nujll' _̂  
step as he mounted the stoirs. I hesitnl' -
But I decided that it was no bnsinen r , 
mine ; that I was clearly not entitled t6%'' 
terfere. Probably Mr. Wray was pririloiii . , 
to enter the raysterious upper regions r [T̂  
the house. Otherwise he would surely w • 
have gone there. I heard a door on tl^^™. 
finst floor close behind him. I t was f™™ 
right enough, there could be no question.*^''™ 

I resumed my study of the Peerage. Bt^ °*' 
what remained was of inferior intertat. Î ""-
read, however, that the family mottOjĵ sAji t 
Lord Overbury was "Vir tu te et fioi^littlii 
which did not strike me as partlculari 
appropriate; tha t his crest was " a dextfj' Tki 
arm couped below the elbow, vested arga|iniee,Mr, 
and grasping a club or," which my lawffiittle 
heraldic learning did not enable me to coniittleum 
prebend very fully ; his coat of arms aaJiliptij 
supporters were also described, and thdotsjln, 
by reference to the illustration plate, I wa-'^j 
able to identify these armorial bearinR if, 
with the carvings adorning Overbury I! 

sj. A Fur ther I gathered that, in addition H, 
Overbury Hall, his lordship was possessdĵ  ^^ 
of Brackleby Castle, Cumberland; that th^ ĵ ^ 
faraily was of great antiquity, had bertĵ .̂ !̂  
enriched by intermarriage with othor djlitjj i 
tinguished houses, and received territon^ ^ 
grants frora Henry the Eighth at t h e d ^ j ^ / 
solution of the monasteries; that a cert«l|. .' 
Charles Richard Oglethorpe had ^ ^ ^ i . 
sheriflf of the county in the ninth J^'^lifc j^ 
tbe reign of James the Firs t ; that ^^.^ 
Oglethorpes had espoused the cause <*^^{'^} 
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during the great civil war, and 
incurred much loss of property; 

t a certain Fletcher Vandaleur Ogle-
had been bred to tbe bar in Queen 

a time, and been appointed a judge of 
leen'sBench; with much more detailed 
ation of the same kind The book, 
er, was not of recent date. I t did 

forth, therefore, the death of Lord 
erbnry's first wife. She must be dead, 
course, or how could he have married 

? Nor did it mention whether his 
ihip had any issue by his first marriage. 

,'er, there seemed sorae doubt as to 
who was the next heir to the barony. 

Old Viekery returned. I thought it be-
ming to close the Peerage, and to return 

to my copying work. Old Viekery eyed 
" suspiciously for a minute or two, and 

inquired, " Anything happened in my 
ice, Mr. Nightingale?" He seemed 

lie to read in my face that something had 
îpened. 

*• Mr. Wray called—^Mr. Anthony Wray. 
left no message." 
Precisely. Mr. Wi-ay. He would 

call. No; he was not likely to leave any 
ge. 

He went up-stairs I think." 
"Ton think, Mr. Nightingale ? I t 

n't matter much in this case, only, 
a rule, never think when you know, 
inking isn't evidence. No doubt he 

went up-stairs. He would go up-stairs. 
He was hkely to." 

"He told me that he had occupied this 
desk himself, but that he didn't like the 
law." 

"Precisely." Then, after a pause, he 
added: "You see, Mr. Nightingale, whether 
he did or did not like the law as a profes
sion is of little concern to anybody but 
bimself. Perhaps the law did not like hira, 
and the separation was by mutual consent." 
He was silent for some time. Presently he 
resumed. " Don't, Mr. Nightingale, under
stand me to be saying anything disrespect
ful of Mr. Wray. A pleasant young man, 
' call him. But there never was, and 

ore never will be, the making of a 
'wyer about him. There may be other 
'inga in him—I don't say no—but there 

iaut that. A pleasant young man, as 
^ >aid; and, if you must know"—this 

M̂ scarcely fair; I had certainly not 
uiBisted upon knowing; but Viekery liked 
w afl'ect that information was extorted 
from him rather than supplied voluntarily 
—"if you must know, he's Mr. Monck's 
Mphew, and he caUs here now and then, 

and, not troubling himself to consider 
whether it's convenient or not, or whether 
Mr. Monck is or is not particularly engaged, 
or too much occupied to care to see him or 
anybody else, he goes up-stairs. I mention 
the matter lest he should call again at any 
time and I should happen not to be In 
the way. For no other reason. As ^Ir. 
Monck's nephew, he's at liberty, or con
siders hiraself so, to go up-stairs or where 
he will. You need not take any notice of 
the fact. Now you know all about ^Ir. 
Anthony Wray. That is all. I hope 
you're getting on nicely with that fair 
copy on brief paper you've had so long in 
hand, Mr. Nightingale?" 

I said that I was getting on nicely, I 
thanked hira, with a raental reservation that 
nicely did not mean absolutely the same 
thing as rapidly, for, as a matter of fact, 
my progress had not been remarkable. 

It was a day or two after tbis that 
Vlckery took me out with him, leaving 
the office in the charge of Scoons. We did 
not, for a wonder, walk In the direction of 
the offices, but turned towards the western 
regions of London. Soon we were araong 
the club-bouses of Pall-Mall. Viekery 
seemed to be in no hurry, but I noticed 
that he looked about him alraost anxiously 
as we advanced. He said little. 

We paused at the corner of a street. 
Viekery leant against a larap post and took 
snuflf. His gaze was fixed upon the flight 
of steps and classic portico of a massive 
corner building of white stone. I t occurred 
to me that he was taking unwonted Inte
rest in the achievements of architecture. 

Suddenly he started. A raan had issued 
frora the building, and was standing at tbe 
top of the flight of steps. He looked up 
and down, and waited, as though he were 
in search of his carriage. 

" That's my man," said Viekery, quietly, 
and he produced from his breast-p:>cket a 
long narrow slip of parchment, and a corre
sponding long narrow slip of paper. " Now 
let me see if you can serve a writ, Mr. 
Nightingale. This will be practical learn
ing to you. You see that gentleman on 
tbe steps ? You will go to him. Show 
hira this parchraent, hand hira this paper, 
and leave it with hira. Mind that. It's 
very siraple. There's nothing to be afraid 
of If he asks at whose suit, say Dicker 
Brothers. Go at once. Do it sharply. I 
shall be here if there's any difficulty or 
trouble. But there won't be. Y ôu under
stand ?" 

I did not much like the errand. But I 
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could ticarcely object to it. Was it not 
part of my ]nofe.« .̂sion ? Still I was rather 
a>haineil. I knew that my face was burn
ing, and that niy heart was beating with 
unaccustouied force and rapidity. 

1 hastened to the geiilleiuan, leaving 
Vickeiy in the background inspecting rae. 

" W h a t is it, my lad 'r" said the gentle
man, as I mounted tbe stej^s and stood be
side hira. 

H e was tall and thin, dressed in band-
some dark-coloured clothes. He was very 
pale, with aquiline features, heavy straight 
eyebrows, large deep black eyes, and iron-
grey hair. 

" If you please, I 'ra to give you this—a 
copy of a writ. This is the wri t ." 

I n ray hui ry and confusion I was nearly 
presenting him with tbe parchment original 
aud retaining possession of the paper copy. 

" A writ, eh ?" A light flush of colour 
appeared in his white face; bis brows 
lowered, and be bit his lower lip as he 
glanced towards me rather angrily. 

" Yes, a writ. If you plea.se. That 's the 
copy, this is the origiual I hold in my 
hand." 

" What ' s the amount claimed ?" 
" I t ' s written on the other side, sir, I 

th ink." 
" Oh, I see. Seventy-six pounds eight 

and teiijience. Dicker Brothers. I thought 
I 'd paid it long since. I t shall be attended 
to, young man. Provoking. I 'm careless 
about these things. Where do you come 
from r " 

" From ^Mr. Monck, solicitor, of Golden-
square. The name's on the back of the 
paper, sir." 

" T r u e . Say I'll attend to it. I 'm 
sorry there should have been this trouble 
about so trumpery a matter. I'll see to it 
at once, and call or send a cheque. That 
wiU do." 

I was going, when he laid his hand upon 
my shoulder, and seemed to turn the light 
of his large eyes fully, alraost fiercely upon 
me. He stood for a moment looking into 
my face intently, and yet as though he had 
forgotten what he purposed to say. 

" What ' s your name, boy ?" 
I told him. He reixated the name after 

me iu a musing way, as he gently with
drew his band from my shoulder. 

" And you're a process-.server ? Isn ' t 
tha t rather an ignoble occupation r " 

I mentioned that I had never served a 
writ before. 

" I think I wouldn't servo one again, if I 
were you," he observed. 

I explained that I was Mr.. M« 
articled clerk, aud that I waa bounds 
obey orders. 

" His articled clerk ? Well, that so 
better than process-server. And you'i 
be a lawyer ? W^ell, you might be 

sffiw 
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thing worse, perhaps. I say, perhaps—I 
not sure, knowing littlo enough of the ai 
ject. I t ' s not a plea.sant profession to 
thinking, but then I 'm not a lawyer." 

I waited, for he seemed about to 
soraething more. But after another 
at me he simply smiled and nodded ii 
not unkindly way, and I understood that 
task was accomplished. I took the 
ment back to Vickcry, leaving the gi 
man standing on tbe steps holding in 
hand the paper I had left with him. 

" W h a t did be say ?" Viekery inq 
" He said he'll a t tend to it, and call 

send a cheque; and he asked my name." 
" Ah ! he'd better attend to it. Hedidn^ 

threaten you, did he ? In my time P' 
known of process-servers being assi 
and pretty nigh killed. But I was 
that it wouldn't happen in this case, l&y 
Nightingale. I knew whom I had to d 
with. These fine club gentlemen are 
to writs. They rather like them, I do 
lieve. I t ' s excitement for them. 
couldn't get on without excitement, 
the better for us. AVell, you've lei 
something practical to-day, Mr. Nighi 
gide. Y''ou now know how to serve a 
and that 's really an important matter, 
first step in an action at common law. Bnt p̂ Jisdi 
for the new Act we should have taken th •^P ' i ^ 
gentleman to the lock-up straightway, 'l-itii 
Tbey will keep on reforming the law, spod-
iug it to my thinking. The law's a very •. 
good law, if they'd only leave it alone. You ' 
never hear lawyers complaining of it, and j 
of course they're the best judges, knowing 
more about it than anybody else." 

iof I 
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MODERN ROMAN MOSAICS. 
A SILENT HOUSE. 

Wnoso bas visited tbe Catholic countries 
of Europe, is acquainted with the aspect 
of the brown-robed, rope-girdled, bearded' « 
Capuchin friar. His is a familiar figure, in ' 
busy street and squalid alley, as well as tm 
country roads, l i e is to be found in the 
crowded haunts of men, and in remote 
solitudes where some lonely convent crowns 
a rocky eminence, or nestles amid wooda 
and gardens. Humble as he is, the Ca
puchin is a soldier who has done important 
service to his Church. His poverty and 
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iorance bring him into immediate 
jniliar contact with the populace. 

% a beggar, and pj^tron of beggars. 
food which he receives frora the hand 

ity he divides with the mendicant 
too old, too feeble, or too lazy to 
He may be met vrith, sometimes 
an ass laden with bags or panlers, 
!S trudging along under the burden 

filled sack, over a large portion 
h's surface. And here in Rome, 
a stone's throw of my windows, is 

quarters, the Downing-street, the 
ty, the Horse Guards, of this brown 

all over the world. 
he treads the hot stones of a 

American city with his sandaled feet, 
climbs the rocky pinnacles of AssisI, 

of his order ; whether he basks 
a Spanish sun, or braves the keen 

that sweeps over the " wind-gashed 
' it is from yonder huge mo-

with its great walls and few 
that the Capuchin friar receives 

ds, instructions, and superior offi-
there dwells tbe general of the 

a.gei^eral of division, supreme over 
arm of the service, and owing 
only to the great comraandcr-In-

the whole ecclesiastical array, who 
in the Vatican. 

.great mass of convent buildings 
away behind the Capuchin church, 
Maria della Concezione, and have 
them a large walled garden, which 

adjoins the gardens of the Ludovisi Villa, 
where the King of Italy I'esides when be is 
compelled to be in the capital of his king
dom. The church itself has not much 
either of beauty or interest to recomraend 
it to the curiosity of s t rangers ; bnt it 
possesses one or two fine pictures, notably 

Saint Michael overcoming Lucifer, by 
ido RenI, and being set down in the red 
'k, is duly visited during tbe season by 
cigners from beyond the Alps and seas. 

I Une other sight the church bas to show— 
' "oiy strange one. And to that we shall 

lie presently. 
I It is May. The trees are all leafy and 

\ unscorched, as yet, by Ju ly heat. 
'ers of lemonade and fresh water have 
'1* little booths at every street corner, 
i the ingeniously piled rows of pale 
'oos and amber oranges, mingled with 
''tets, which, though only of cheap glass 

^ ^ e as bravely as diamonds iu the sun-
H K make a very pretty show, and a tempt-
^ K t o dry and thirsty throats. The white 
^ ^ of the Roman head-dress flutter on 

the beads of the peasant women, for thero 
is a breeze, a delicious, fi-agi-ant, vivifying 
breeze, wafting the smell of hay frora the 
Campagna, and gathering garden odours — 
rose, and carnation, aud acaeia-blossora, and 
a hundred others—as it flies. On the Piazza 
Barberini, the cabmen have driven their 
horses Into the shade, leaving the wide cen
tral space to sunshine and the pleasant spray 
from Bernini 's fountain, where the Triton 
sends up prismatic showers frora bis conch 
shell. 

How still and sweet the raorning hour 
appears. In the deep blue sky, a little 
fleecy cloud seeras too lazy to fly further, 
but has furled his white wings and poised 
himself to rest on the air, as a swan rests 
on the water. U p on cornice and ju t t ing 
fragments of stonework the weeds grow 
luxuriantly, green, and purple, and brown ; 
and they jus t sway and bend languidly as the 
breeze pa.sses over thera. A brown cowled 
figure, with silver-grey head and beard, is 
slowly a.scending the steps of tbe Church 
of the Conception. An old blind beggar 
woraan sits on the steps and jingles her tin 
box with a copper or two in it, by way of 
asking alms frora the pas.ser-by. But she is 
half asleep in the sunshine, and the coppers 
scarcely rattle, as she raechanieilly raoves 
her box to and fro. Tbe whole scene is 
full of tranquillity. That great blinking 
raonastery seeras tbe very " local habita
t ion" of peace. Let us follow the friar up 
the steps into the church. 

Well, we need not linger here very 
long. There arc the usual tawdry altar or
naments, paper flowers, and gaudy carpets, 
and pictures of tbe Madonna with a tinsel 
crown on her brow, inserted to give greater 
splendour and dignity to the atrociously 
painted image. There is Guido's Saint 
Michael victoriously treading down Lucifer, 
behind a blue curtain, which is withdrawn, 
for a trifling fee, by a mild-looking friar. 
There aro two silent old women, and three 
noisy young ones, who fidget, and rustle, 
and clatter up and down the church on 
tbeir high heels, all raore or less engaged 
in performing their devotions. The shabby 
rush-bottoracd chairs stand piled up in a 
corner on tbe brick floor. A dim lamp 
twinkles before a shrine. A black-coateil 
priest, with his shovel hat In his hand, 
conies In and kneels on the tombstone of 
Cardinal Barberini iu front of the high altar. 
You may see the whole scene rejieated a 
score of times in a score of Roman churches 
this May morning. 

But follow the friar, who has shown us 

-Mi 
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the Saint ^ficbael. and wlu) jjentlv asks if 
we would not like to see their '" ciinitero" 
— their buiial-]>lace ? Certainly! Tbe 
cemetery of the Capjmccini is one of the 
well-known sights of Ibune. 

Perhaps you expect to emerge frora the 
whitewashed pa.ssages Into the convent 
giirden, where there Is shady sleeping 
ground, under the cypress and stone-pine, 
for those followers of Saint Francis who 
will never raore be roused by the matin 
bell in the dark o fa winter, or the twilight 
of a Rumnicr, morning. N o ; you are 
wrong. Our brothers departed this life 
do not lie there with the birds chirruping 
nnd the weeds blossoming above their 
graves. They are in a holler, albeit to 
worldly eyes a drearier, place. Beneath 
the church is a scries of vaulted chambers. 
They are not underground, becanse the 
church Itself Is, as it were, on the first 
floor, being approached by a tall flight of 
steps. These vaulted rooms are low, and 
are lighted by grated windows looking Into 
a great external court-yard. A livery-
stable keeper rents sorae buildings on the 
side of the court-yard opposite to tbe rao
nastery, and a raan is grooming a fine horse 
under the gateway. He does not hiss at 
bis work as an EnglLsb ostler would do, 
but rubs bis two bard brushes tojrether 
after passing thera over the animal's hide, 
a t regularly recurring Intervals. That, and 
the occasional stamping of the horse's hoof 
on the flagged paveraent, are the only 
sounds which break tbe quiet of the place. 
And these sounds do not disturb tbe occu-
])ants of the vaulted chambers under the 
Church of the Conception. 

For this is a Silent House, and the monks 
who walked this earth in their brown serge 
garb two hundred and odd years ago lie 
and stand in it, and are disposed piece
meal abont its walls and roofs, in the forra 
of bleached bones, calm in the invulnerable 
quietude of death. 

All of the brotherhood who die within 
the convent walls are inten-ed, and dis
in ter red— as will presently appear — In 
this place. The ground here is forraed 
of soil brought frora Jerusalera. In each 
chamber are three or four narrow and 
shallow graves, with a black cross at the 
bead of each bearing a ticket with the 
name of its occupant written on It. Around 
three sides of the chamber is a kind of 
grotto-work of human bones and skulls, and 
the ceiling Is decorated with symmetrical 
arabesque patterns formed In dead men's 
bo:;es bleached to a yellowish white like old 

..like, I f 
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Ivory. The fourth wall of the ch 
undecorated, and bas a window in it. 
a friar dies, he is put—coffinles-S, 
protected in any way from the 
the soil—into one of the grnyes, 
allowed to remain there during four 6e 
years. The body is then removed, ai 
found to have become mummified 
Is no corruption or decay. The q 
the earth acts as a preservative, and 
tho poor soul-sbcath into a strange 
semblance of living humanity. The 
monk is placed by his brethren in 
the niches left for this purpose iu the 
work. H e wears his brown frock and 
girdle, now crumbling into snuff'-col 
dust, and clasps a wooden crucifix in 
withered livid hands. Some of the fi; 
are propped up in a standing 
Others recline, half sitting. The 
drawn over the yellow heads. On 
the hair and beard remain. On otl 
the skin is bare and shrivelled as a 
ment burled ages ago in some foi 
tomb. And on these documents 
been wr i t ing ; strange hieroglyphics; sou 
histories graven in cunning lines upon thi 
sentient flesh. W h a t is it you would tel 
us, you withered sybllline leaves of hit' 
manity ? Something yon might reveal 
some word you might utter of precept oi""'" 
warning, some cry of sorrow, some tone 
syrapathy, could we but decipher the 
eflfaced lines upon your silent faces. 
they are durab to us as inscriptions on 
Etruscan monument. W e have not thf^"^^ 
key. W e cannot read them. 'i^f A 

There are strange and grotesque varieli# ^M-

therei 
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- W l -of expression on these charnel-house ph;^'''-• M 
siognoraies. One man reclines with up- -->s 
turned face and parted jaws, which shoW«iliasl)i 
two rows of strong even teeth, and looks af'̂ K 1 
though he were opening his mouth to ap
peal to, or argue with, some unseen being. 
Another—an aged man this, who died on^ 
hundred and fourteen years ago, vnth aiis; 3J1S, 

reputation for sanctity — has his 
to which a few white hairs still adherc,S5jtj.jj 
hanging on one side, and the eyes closed ~ ,̂  
as if weighed down by slumber. Sleep on, r;). j 
brother ! Fortune turns her swift, thun- ^ 
dering wheel—revolutions rush through , 
the streets of Rome from gate to gate-^ t. ^ 
pontiflTs and princes fret and strut their „ , 
hour upon the stage—but you heed them . ^ 
no t ! You hear them not as you slumber, 
and slowly, atom by atom, return to yoaif 
native dust in the Silent House! Yonder 
Is a figure which strikes horror as we gaaa-
The monk is standing. He holds hia 
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in a claw-like, lead-coloured hand, 
is partly turned aside, and on the 

overshadowed by the cowl, is a strange 
re sneer. He seems in the act of 

firom us to conceal this ghastly 
rhich mocks at death and life. But 
it. It haunts us. We avert our 

and look at a sonnet which is written 
chment, and hung up hard by the 
fa venerable man who departed this 
the last century. The sonnet is ad-

to " II Superbo," the proud man, 
lonishes him to reflect on his little-
helplessness, and bis mortality, in 
of the memorials around him, that 

all but dust and ashes. We read 
lets carefully through. But all the 

ŵe are cojiscious that the Mephls-
mouk is sneering under his cowl, 

gaze returns, fascinated, to bis flesh-
B, bent down and turned away frora 

[ontstretohed hand which holds the 
r, and smiling with the cynical de-
of all good things, which Is raore 

LtJian tears. Ugh ! I t is cold here, 
i9 

guide—the gentle friar with a pale, 
-coloured face, and araple, soft, 
beard — srailes tranquilly. " W e 

buried here," he says, lightly touch-
a thigh-bone with the back of his fi)re-

" All of us who die in the convent 
ied here. At least, we used to be. 

now the Italian Government has for-
9cn interments within the walls. You 

understand Italian well. You have read 
the Sonnet ? Yes ? Ah ! you are looking 

that one. He died—let me see, there Is 
tlie ticket—yes, he died seventy-four years 
«go. But he is not so well preserved as 
this other, who has been dead a hundred 
and fourteen years! Think of i t ! A hun
dred and fourteen years ! And there is the 
liair, and even the eyelashes, still remain
ing!" 

The gentle friar is evidently very proud 
this specimen. He opens the door, pur-

•t-J hy the malignant and demoniac sneer 
"f tho cowled mocker. As the shadow 

kers across his figure with the opening 
'I the door, one could almost swear that 
the eril smile deepens, and that the flesh-
'•''a hand which holds the crucifix moves, 

ilthily threatening. Our guide bows 
iibly, and smiles with childlike grati-

-"10 as we put a very modest fee into 
•'W hand. Farewell, good padre. God 
have yon in his keeping I Make haste up 

I'a to the convent garden where tho sky 
-'ki face to face upon tho earth we must 

return to, and where little birds are piping 
in their nests, and flowers are growing and 
living after the law of their being. It is 
better, warmer, up there in the sunlight, 
than down araong your departed brethren 
holding ghostly council together in the 
Silent House ! 

NEWS OF THE PAST. 

TURNING over a collection of eighteenth-
century newspapers not long since, we 
lighted upon a volurae, dated 1736, bearing 
the attractive title. The London Spy Re
vived, by Deraocrltus Secundus, of the 
Fleet. This oddly-naraed journal, " printed 
for the benefit of the author," and " sold 
by those persons that carry the news
papers," bears, of course, sraall reserablance 
to a London newspaper of the present day. 
There arc no leading articles — readers 
interested in politics were supposed to be 
able to think for theraselves. There arc 
no law reports, no police reports, no lite
rary reviews, no theatrical criticisms, no 
parllaraentary reports, and even adverti.sc-
raents are few and far between. Still, 
with all these subtractions, it was no light 
task for one raan to fill the colurans of 
such a paper as the London Spy, publi.sbed 
thrice a week. Why the Industrious 
author should conceal bis personality 
under an alias. Is a puzzle, for despite tho 
suggestive narae, and Its association with 
the disreputable Fleet, there is notliing in 
the London Spy of which an honest man 
need have been ashamed. Perhaps De
raocrltus Secundus was over-modest, yet, 
if he had been, he would scarcely have 
assuraed a nom de plurae worn, with a 
diflference certainly, by Melancholy's great 
anatoraist. Since be did not scruple to 
filch his good narae frora Burton, we won
der he did not borrow a little raore from 
hira, and, as mottoes were in vogue, take. 

No centaurs here, or gorgons, look to find ; 
My subject is of men and human kind. 
Whate'er men do; vows, fears, in ire, in sport, 
Joys, wand'rings, are the sum of my report. 

Or, If he preferred prose to rhyme, De
raocrltus Junior could give him: " I hear 
new news every day; and those ordinary 
rumours of wars, plagues, fires, inunda
tions, thefts, murders, massacres, meteors, 
comets, spectruras, prodigies, apparitions, 
of towns taken, cities besieged, daily 
musters and preparations, battles fought, 
shipwrecks, piracies, and sea fights, peace, 
leagues, stratageras, and fresh alarms—a 
vast confusion of vows, wishes, actio;.s, 
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(licts, petitioT.<, lawsuits, pleas, prcclamn-
licn.*!, ctiTi.plaints, grievances, arc daily 
hn-utrht to onr c a r s ; " for, truly, our Lon-
liu'.i Spy speaks all such matters with a 
nio.^t ci>mniendable brevity. 

London in 1731! seems to have been a 
] a])])}- hunting ground for thieves of every 
<!e-;te. We read of a gentleman and his 
'WO .^irvants being stopped, near Bromp-
ti.n, by a pair of highwaymen, who, after 
ruljbing them, made off across Chelsea 
Common ; of three gentlemen, taking tho 
air near Norwood, having to deliver their 
nurses, watches, and silver spurs to another 
pair, who bade their victims " Goodnight" 
in a very genteel manner. Hounslow 
Heath, Cambridge Heath, Battersea Fields, 
were scoured by well-mounted i-ognes, apt 
to cry, " Stand and deliver !"aud five such 
toll-takers " kept the roads" about Hamp
stead and Highgate. Upon the 17tb of 
November the Spy records : " Last Tues
day raorning, between six and seven, 
Turpin the butcher, one of Gregory's 
gang. In company with another, both well 
mounted on bright bay horses, were seen 
to ride through Wandsworth, and are sup
posed to be the two highwaymen that 
have lately infested the roads in that 
neighbourhood." Turpin, attired in a 
brown coat and red waistcoat, was after
wards seen drinking at an Inn in Clap-
ham ; but no attempt was made to arrest 
him, and tbis niffian of ruffians, elevated 
into a popular hero on the score of a feat 
of rapid riding he never perforraed, did 
not nitet his deserts until three years after
wards. 

While its approaches were thus robber-
ridden, London Itself was an unsafe place to 
travel in. No one could walk from Pancras 
Church to Kentish Town, from Knierhts-
bridge to Kensington, along the Oxford 
road, or cross the great field between 
Poplar and Stepney, without running the 
risk of being knocked on the head by 
footpads, ready to corarait raurder for the 
?ake of a few shillings' worth of plunder. 
London Bridge, Tower Hill, and Bunliill 
Fields, were especially to be avoided after 
dark for like reasons. An oilman, ven
turing to take a walk with a friend about 
eleven o'clock one night, in the fields at 
the corner of Brick-lane, leading to Old-
street, was set upon by six footpads In 
vizard masks, and eased of a silver watch, 
a raoidore, five shillings, and a bunch of 
keys. His companion took to his heels, 
but did not escape without injury, receiv
ing one cut on the head, and another upon 
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tl e shoulder, frora a cutlass, 
clear of his pursuers. A man and 
returning homo frora Tottenham 
fiiir, were waylaid, robbed^ '^^^PP^^ 
together, and flung into a ditch 
Long Field. An officer of the 6' 
attacked in Cavendish-square. Tli# 
of the Duke of Chandos's porker, 
frora tho duke's mansion iu the 
square to ^Ir. Fox's house, a few 
off, was stopped on her way; and a 
ney-coach was robbed in Shoreditdi 
the watchmen were passing by it, 
wonder the citizens' hearts rejoiced 
twenty-six new lamps were sot up '„ , 
Paul 's Churchyard, in hopes of leaaanif^*"'i 
the number of night robberies there. •̂'''* V 

A few hours spent in a "poMce-coxak fjjf^.g 
suffice to teach one that it is better tw:-"',̂  
heavy - handed than light - fingered; p'"**̂  ^, 
although the law is still open to i»2^?'' 
reproach of considering the person of WI'SK "̂"" 
account tban the purse, things are not qui "'• '̂' 
so bad, in this respect, as they weradiî lifs' 
hundred and forty-six years ago; whilfe ŝ a 
at Hull, Charles Cadogan and his wifeKfi 
charged with murdering their maid âiiiiiiiiiija 
vant, were found guilty of manslaiiight6hci£iv> 
and " accordingly they were burnt in l̂ kritlieja 
h a n d ; " while, a t Winchester, Thomar.-tlen 
Barton, was sentenced to death for cutti* uht 
the hop - tops in a garden at Walthairj '-^ fl 
A convict, who took the liberty of W ûtpn 
turning from transportation, was affixi in mast 
tually prevented frora repeating the oSeatjyf« j , 
by being hung at Gloucester; "after Ijj./^jj 
was turned oflf, several persons, hafiilliijjgj 
wens on their necks, made application %,^f.-^. 
tho sheriflf to receive tho stroking of thiĵ Ar 
dying man's hands, with the agonnn ' • 
sweats thereon," which request was readfl̂ ,̂ , , 
granted, and the permission as f ® * ^ * ^ 
acted upon, the patients departing hapajjjj_̂ -
in the belief that as the dead man's haadf, ^* 
mouldered in the grave, so would then • 
wens shrink and shrink, till they disap- "^ 
peai:ed altogether. The story of a doubk • J 
execution at Bristol has a yet strangai';"* 
sequel. Two men, Vernham and Harding, '̂ '» 
were hung on St. Michael's Hill. Aft«;,?^« 
the bodies were cut down, that of Vernhamiist 
was seen to tu rn on being put in its ooffi%/» 
whereupon i t was seized by some lightet-* t,: 
men, who carried it away, and sent for a 
surgeon. He opened a vein, and Vernham , 
sat up, rubbed his knees, shook hands Jfli 
with bis friends, and spoke to them. ^ 
The under-sheriff resolved to re-arreat "̂f, 
the dead-alive in order that the sentence ̂ 'i, 
of the law should be earned out; bnt ha'^'i! 
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Bjpared tbe trouble, by the man dying 
same night in great agony, and we 
told, " it ia uncertain whether any 
method was used to despatch hira." 

inwhile Harding, too, had come to hfe 
and been removed to tbe Bridewell, 
the people flocked to see him as he 

ly in his coffin, covered with a rug, breath-
ling freely, but unable to speak, " only 

ioning with his hands where his pain 
More fortunate than his fellow, 

rding recovered in time, and received a 
;pardon. 

The Whitstable magistrates cooled a 
^quarrel between a clergyman and a doctor, 
^ j ^ making them pass a couple of hours 
together in the stocks as a punishment 
Îbr swearing at each other. W e doubt If 

r. King got oflf so lightly when he was 
[iried at Warwick assizes for cursing the 
firing, and drinking the health of his Ma-
tjesty James the Third. A soldier of tho ^ 
Lfieeond regiment of Foot Guards received 
[tiro hundred lashes on the parade in St. 
{'James's Park, as a prelude to being 
fdmmmed out, with a halter round bis 
laeck, for stealing a warming-pan. Ono 
'I'riday morning a woman and a man were 
whipped from the jail in Southwark to the 

[ifcridge foot, " the usual distance for that 
line;" and a t tho same tirae a ser-

it, who had robbed her master, was 
[flogged from the prison to the end of the 
lltoncs by her master 's door. An " erai-
luent attorney," dwelling in Southwark, 

lid private penance in St. George's 
iCbnrch for slandering a woraan keeping a 
l^iiandler's shop in the Min t ; and a young 
woman did public penance In Greenwich 

f̂ Chnrch, by standing, arrayed in a white 
riieet, in the church poi'ch, frora the time the 
bell began ringing, until the comraence-

it of divine service; and In the middle 
Bale until service was over. One Joseph 
Gillaiu was pilloried in Bishop.sgate-street, 
for defrauding a doctor's daughter of a 
box of clothes; " t h e mob pressed to give 
him the usual reception, but were artfully 
diverted by some of his friends, who drew 
them oflf by a stratagem, and played them 
one against another until his time was 
up, 80 that he carae oflf unhur t . " No 
one seems to havo interfered with the 
amusements of the " r o u g h s " of the last 
oentury. When " Parliaraent Jack " was 
bung at Tyburn, the mob took possession 
of his body, and exhibited It at West-
nunster to all comers willing to pay a 
penny for the sight, to obtein enough 
Money to bury their hero decently. A 

gentleman put an end to the show by pay
ing for a coffin and shroud, and then the 
dead highwayman was borne in t r iumph 
to the New Chapel churchyard, and there 
interred, apparently without any cereraony. 
When, for sorae raysterious reason, the 
mob dragged tbe corpse of a Quaker lady 
out of the church in which it had jus t 
been deposited, and hauled it through 
the streets, until her servants carae to the 
rescue, and battled successfully for their 
mistress's remains, the perpetrators of this 
scandalous outrage went oflf scot-free. 
Such a thing would be impossible now-a-
days, as impossible as for a gentleraan of 
fortune, nearly seventy years of age, to 
raarry a sixteen-year old shoeraaker's 
daughter at the Fleet ; or for a girl to be 
drowned in a Southwark pond in attempt
ing to pluck sorae wild flowers growing by 
the pond side. 

W e have said that advertisements are 
rare in the columns of our old newspaper; 
we can only find three worth noting. In 
one, Jarvis Carr, of Spitalfields, notifies all 
whom it may concern, that whereas his wife 
Jane has refused to leave her raother, and 
live with hira, her husband; he will re
ceive her kindly If she coraes, but If sho 
does not, will not be answerable for any 
debts she may contract. The second runs 
thus : " October 1st, 173G. This is to give 
notice to all persons who have pledged any 
goods at the Greyhound and Hare, and the 
Three Golden Balls, In Houndsditch, to 
fetch thera away, on or before the 20tli 
of November, or they will be disposed of— 
the pawnbroker being deterrained to retire 
into the country on account of bis health." 
The third, dated the 19th of August, i s : 
*' This day is published, price ninepence, 
Tbe True Way of Evading the Act, hurably 
Inscribed to all Distillers and Vendors of 
Spirituous Liquors." The Act in question 
was a bit of grandraotherly legislation 
worth recalling to raind. At tlie beginning 
of the year a petition was presented to par
liaraent averring tbat the excessive use of 
gin had destroyed the lives of thousands 
of the kind's subjects, and rendered many 
others unfit for any useful service by 
driving thera into all manner of vice and 
wickedness. This was referred to a com-
nilttee of the House of Commons, who 
found that the excessive consumption of 
the obnoxious liquor was duo to its low 
price. A bill was at once brought in, hay
ing a duty of twenty shillings a gallon 
upon all spirituous liquors, and corapelling 
all retailers to tako out an annual license, 
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costing fifty pounds. Pulteney led tho op
po.sition to this at tempt to enforce sobriety 
by Act of Parliament, declaring he had 
never heard of laws forbidding people to 
partake of certain kinds of food and drink, 
i»ut the Act passed by a large majority. I t 
carae In force on the 29tli of September, 
aiul the advent of compulsory temperance 
was hailed with tumult and rioting. The 
London Spy tells us that the sellers of 
punch, not having taken out licen.ses, put 
their bowls and signs Into mourning. 
" iMother Gin lay in state at a distiller's 
shop, near St. James's Church; but to 
prevent the ill-consequences frora such a 
funeral, a neighbouring justice took the 
undertaker, bis raen, and all the mourners 
into custody." Although no gin was to 
be had, the gin-shops were open for the 
sale of various substitutes, and the dram-
drinkers found it easy enough to get d m n k 
npon Sangree, Tow-row, Parliament-gin, 
the Last Shift, tbe Baulk, the Ladies' De
light, or cider boiled with Jamaica peppers. 
Near St. James's Market, red drams were 
to be bought in bottles, labelled, " Take 
two or three spoonfuls four or five tiraes a 
day, or as often as the fit takes you ;" and 
tbe apothecaries* shops drove a brisk trade 
in " colic waters." Many of these evaders 
of the law were heavily fined, but it was 
dangerous to inform against them, for the 
raob showed no raercy to an Inforraer 
when they caught bim. Deraocrltus Se
cundus advises the distillers to conform to 
the Act, and refuse to sell less than two 
gallons of spirits to a customer, but adds : 
" Observe well that a contract Is a sale; 
and if a customer cannot aflford to pay for 
two gallons at once, you can sell for part 
raoney and part credit; and the buyer can 
toke away with hira just so much as be has 
occasion for—the buyer and seller agreeing 
as to how the goods be delivered and pay
ment made." The Gin Act lasted jus t 
half a dozen years ; as its opponents pro
phesied an imraense Injury had been done 
the revenue, while, instead of drunkenness 
declining, it had increased year by year. 
Few, if any, cflTorts were made to put the 
law in force against those who chose to 
violate i t ; informers dared not, magistrates 
would not stir in the matter, and when, 
in 1742, it was proposed to reduce the duty 
on spirits, and fix the license duty at one-
fiftieth cf its previous amount, a bill to 
that eficct passed the Commons " almost 
without the formality of a debate." 

Here is a contribution to the history of 
English pantomirae: " October Gth.—Last 
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Sunday morning, Mr. James Todd, 
represented tbe Miller's Man on 
night last, In tbe entertainment of 
Faustus, at the theatre in Covent 
and fell in one of tho flying machines 
the very top of the stage, by the b 
of tbe wires, by which accident his 
was fractured, died in a miserable mam 
Susan Warwick, who represented the 
Icr's Wife, Hes at the point of death at 
Infirmary at Hydo Park Corner." 
here Is a bit of news from Dublin 
cerning a certain faraous dean: " A n 
7th.—Last Tuesday the Society of 
combers walked in procession through 
principal streets of tbe town. They 
a beautiful appearance, being every one 
dressed in a handsome tie-wig, made ofj^*''^] 
tbe whitest wool; with sa.shes hangiiwii'l^'^J 
over their r ight shoulders of fine-combe(n>^. 
wool, coloured blue, purple, red, and white."f^'^' 
Where was the patriotic green? "Theypi'^^f^ 
raade a particular procession to the house '̂liioti 
of tbe Reverend Doctor Swift, D.S.P.D., JEtbtoi 
and desired they ralght have the honour '-i^^ 
of seeing that glorious and worthy patriot Mcfan 
of his country. As soon as he appeared m'tm 
they cried out, ' Long live the Drapier,* lc:k, 
and 'Prosper i ty to Ireland.' After many 'isQitli 
huzzas, they passed in review before the saiifye. 
dean, two and two, making the profoundest iii St.} 
reverence to him as they marched by, iritiio 
which the dean was pleased to return." \ix.[\fs\ 

From Dublin, too, comes a tragical laci 
story of a dream. Mrs. Ward, the wife of nmm 
a shoemaker there, paying a visit to an U^^ 
old acquaintance, arrived just in time to Ij^jj 
see her laid out, and assist an old woman 4jjjj|« 
in that melancholy office. She was pro- '^^^^ 
ceeding to undress the head of her dead ^^^,^^^ 
fiiend, when tbe woman stopped her, say- L ^ 
ing that had already been done. Mra. y 
Ward stayed for the funeral and then went 
home. That night she dreamed the dead ffim 
woraan carae to her and said, " Why did h^^^ 
you not open my head ? I was murdered i«i^ 
by ray husband!" Awaking in affright 
she told ber dream to her husband, who 
advised her to go to sleep again. T^ha 
next night she again saw her friend m 
her sleep, but this time the latter spoke 
to worse purpose, saying, " Since you did 
not open ray head, you must come with 
m e ! " and gave Mrs. Ward ' s arm snch a 
twist that she awoke screaming with the, kâ ^ 
pain, and continued screaming until three 
in the raorning, when she died. Upon 
her wrist was the print of a finger and 
thurab ! The body of the buried woman 
was taken up, and, oa examination, dia-
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jsed a bruise upon tbe back of the head, 
ide several others upon the shoulders; 

ut as it was held these might have been 
by the jolting of the corpse against 

coffin on its way to the grave, the in-
ended in nothing. 

In April a sea-monster was seen at Ber-
the upper part of the creature's 

ly in size and shape resembled that of a 
jhcfy of twelve, the lower part was like that 
Nfafish, and its hair was long and black. 
iTaking the alarm, he made for the water, 
iHnirsued by several men, who " intended to 
Mrike at him with a fishgig; but, approach
ing him, the human likeness surprised them 
into compassion, so tbat they had no power 

I do it," and so lost the chance of making 
i i very interesting capture, and convincing 

sceptical that the merraan is not a 
lous animal. Some araong us would 

^ai readily believe in the existence of a raan-
Ifish as iu that of a centenarian. Deraocrltus 
• Secundus was not their way of thinking, 
for he tells us that on the 17th of Septera-

'iberMrs. EHzabeth Shewer, aged eighty-
f̂ive, the relict of an eralnent pinraaker in 

iDeptford, was interred at St. Mary Mag
dalen, Bermondsey, being followed to her 

ive by her mother, then near upon a 
hundred and five. Again, he chronicles 

«the burial, in St. Pancras Churchyard, of 
^Mrs. Ditcher, who died, at her lodgings 
iin Tottenham Court-road, at the age of a 
hundred and six. " She was used to all 
manner of hard work, as washing and char
ing, from fifteen years of age, and never 
ras ill or out of order till within a few 
lysof her death." 
Our editor or author occasionally treated 

'^"readers with a little rhyme, lightening 
1 columns with the Five Reasons for 

^Drinking: 
If on my theme I rigbtty tbink. 
There are five reasons why men drink; 
Good wine, a friend, because I'm dry, 
Or lest I should be by-and-bye. 
Or any other reason why. 

iJad the One Reason for not Drinking: 
There's but one reason I can think 
Why people ever cease to drink; 
Sobriety the cause is not, 
Nor fear of beings decm'd a sot, 
But if good liquor can't be got. 

, A triumvirate of quacks—Mistress Mapp, 
^J t bone-setter; Taylor, the oculist; and 
rlfard, whose remedy Chesterfield was will
ing to take himself, although he recom-
[•Moded others to leave it alone—are celc-

sd in a parody upon Milton: 
JMee famous emp'ricks, in one country born, 
Xpiom, Pall Mall, and Suffolk-street adorn. 

Mapp makes tbe lame to walk by manual slc-igLt; 
Taylor alike restores the blind to sight; 
The stnne, the gout, and every human ill, 
Ward cures eternally by drop and pill. 
Ye quacks in medicine prescribe no more; 
Without it, these, as sure as death, can cure. 

There Is nothing else in the shape of verse 
worth quoting, except it be the following 
from " a letter put in the post-house." 

To William Callway, now at Lyme, 
Let this be sent in proper time. 
You at the George, in Lyme, may leave it 
Where he in person may receive it. 
To make the case more plain and clear. 
Take notice—Lyme's in Dorsetshire. 

THE EVIL EYE. 
I. 

BRIGHT scarlet pomegranates and fra
grant, softly-tinted roses cling round a 
wooden verandah, and above thera are 
vines and star-blossoraed rayrtles, breathing 
sweetness into the soft evening air. Over
head the sky Is cloudless, with purple and 
green tints rarely seen in northern couutrie.s, 
and, besides these token.s, there is a raore 
huraan indication of southern cliraate. 

A middle-aged woraan sits under the 
verandah, and beside her a girl stands 
speaking. 

Both woraen have southern faces, clear 
olive skins, and lustrous dark eyes; both 
are handsorae, but the girl Is beautiful. 
So far, that is, as shape, and features, and 
skin can beautify, Therese Nouailles is 
beautiful; but, as she stands speaking to 
her raother, .she looks Iraperious, and fret
ful too, and there Is a fierce, resolute will 
in her splendid dark eyes. 

Her raother had been like Therese years 
ago, but now she is fat and bulky, and her 
eyes are rather wily than fierce. She wears 
a gown of pale straw colour, but her bead 
and shoulders are wrapped in a brilliant 
Indian shawl, in which black and scarlet 
are the predoralnant colours. She looks 
like a handsorae sibyl as she peers through 
the shawl at her daughter's face. 

" I tell thee, ray raother, I hate delay. 
At Veron there Is a rich borae waiting for 
me, and I long to see it. Ah, my mother, 
reraeraber that I have been poor all my 
life; it is a glorious feeling to think that 
I shall never want money again." 

The raother's eyes glisten, there is a keen 
look on her face, which argues sorae .syra
pathy with this love of raoney, and yet she 
resents her daughter's words. 

" Take care, Therese. The dog threw 
away ^bstance, thou knowest, In snatching 
at a shadow. Thou art raarried to a rich 
man, and he loves thee, and ho is gentlo 
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:inil easily persuaded. Ho will stay hero 
in Chartles if thou wiliest it. His property 
is fumleil ; his presence is not needed at 
A't'iini. Be guided, my child. Stay here, 
it is. indeed, better." 

The raother's voice grows Imploring. At 
first a selfish wish to keep her rich son-
in-law and his money at Chardes raoved 
her ; but, as she speak.s, tbe picture of her 
daughter 's dull life alone with this quiet 
old man Is realised by her fervid fancy. 

" Stay here," she repeats, " among thy 
old coinpanicras, and near thy father and 
rae." 

" !Merci, ma mere. No. I have decided. 
I must see ray husband's home. If I stay 
hero I ara only Therese raarried instead of 
Therese single ; but at Veron," she curves 
her graceful neck, and her eyes shine out 
with the coraing triurapli she pictures, " I 
shall be !Madarae Dupont, wife of the richest 
landowner, except the seigneur hiraself. 
AVhat do I know ? I t is possible that when 
the ladies at the chateau see me they will be 
only too glad to welcome me, and to admit 
me to their intiraacy." 

Madarae Nouailles shakes her head. 
" T h a t might be possible here, in the 

south, Therese, where our claims and old 
descent aro known; but the northerners are 
a cold-blooded. Insensible people, and thy 
beauty even will not break down the stiflf 
barriers set between classes up there." 

" ^lonsieur Dupont is not cold-blooded." 
The young beauty laughs and blushes ; her 
courtship has been very short, and her hus
band dotes on her. 

" No ." Tbe mother pauses an instant. 
" ^Monsieur Dupont is all that can bo de
sired in a husband, or I should not have 
presented hira to thee, Therese. Monsieur 
Dupont stays here happy and contented, 
and, although he is so much older, he 
stands by cheerfully, and sees thee dance 
and amuse thyself with thy old com
panions; but at V^ron all this will be 
changed. Here Monsieur Dupont con
siders that I am still beside thee, and that 
all that I permit is to be permit ted; but 
far away at Veron he will be thy sole 
guardian ; and my Therese loves pleasure 
dearly, and it is possible that, a t his age. 
Monsieur Dupont may not care for the 
gaiety which is to thee so necessary." 

Tlu'rcse turns away pouting, but, as her 
mother ends, a confident sraile chases the 
pout frora the girl's lovely lips. 

" My raother, if I were to bid Monsieur 
Dupont stand on his head, he would try to 
obey me." Her mother laughs, and Therese 
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flu.sbcs with quick anger. " I sayl 
praise of my husband. H e is everyt 
Wi.sh." 

She moves away to tho end of the loiririi'^' 
low bouse, and stands looking at t he« , l ^ ' ' ^ ' 

1 quisite s k y ; at least ber great pasaiganlipreros 
eyes arc lifted to it, but her thoughts ara '.ift 
all of earth. 

" And can my mother think that I bare fSi^^' 
married so old a man, given up all ohaaee ! fmiTO' 
of a young and handsome husband, to stay Jplijo: 
contentedly under her wing at ChardeiP jftwca 
No, I must havo something more than this'̂ grtW 
for my sacrifice." She begins to pace up and 'jititisi 
down. " My mother says that at V^onno /rjiriei 
one will know anything about me. Well, '.'.'^f-, 
they soon shall know something about '̂gujj, 
Madame Dupont. I will stop in Parison'^^^o; 
our way, and see whether I like the bonnets ['j.. 
and dresses there bettor than my own. My ,.. ^ 
husband says that jewellery would spoil '^ 
my beauty, but I tbink seeing is believing. 
If be is so rich it is better to decorate me 
than to hoard. Yes, I have decided. I 
will not stey another week in Chardes." 

She gives a little stomp by way of seal 
to her purpose, then, as she turns abrupt^, 
she meets her mother face to face. 

Madarae Nouailles has crept up silently. 
She puts her hands on her daughter's 
shoulders. The girl is startled by t i e un
usual action. She looks inquiringly. 

She sees a fresh remonstrance in her 
mother 's imploring eyes and parted lips, 
but a t tho sight her will seems to be of iron •^i'n 
strength. ^'iww 

" My mother, I have decided," she sajs, - ^ I 
quietly. " Within a week I and my bus- 'attlii 
band raust leave Chardes." Î̂ ileti 

" A h , n o !" T h e r e i s a sob i n the wo- stiiiijt 
m a n ' s voice, a n d h e r s h o u l d e r s rise and '»i>ii9( 
fall with suppressed agitation. " I eon- ;"T. 
jure thee, my child, not to be rash, not to iHsfsl 
tempt fate ; I cannot tell why I so shrink Îĵ ĵ 
frora thy departure. I t is not only the |Si; 
thought of losing thee. I t may be becanse 
I detest the north and its cold formal ways. ^-,]^\^ 
But I have one reason, that may weigh 
even with thee, my wilful Therese. I do 
not like that thou shouldest go to a house 
where already there is a mistress." Therese fl 
black brows knit in a fierce frown. " I 
say I do not like this Mere Mangin of whom 
thy husband speaks with so much praise. 

Therese bends down and kisses her 
mother. " Be at ease, my mother." She 
gives a cheerful sraile. " La Mere Mangin 
is an ugly old woman, and if she does not 
please rae, why I shall send her away. Ah, 
here is Monsieur Dupont ." 
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A tall thin raan coraes from underneath 
the verandah, and advances towards thera. 

Madame Nouailles shudders, and then 
crosses herself. 

•• I should not fear so much," she 
whispers, " If he had not said that the 
people of Veron say his housekeeper has 
tbe evil eye." 

IT. 
LA MERE MANGIN is a tall dark*woraan, 

with long narrow black eyes, and an ever-
changing play of countenance. The chil
dren of Veron call her a witch, and their 
mothers say that she has the evil eye, but 
this is only whispered, for no one prospers 
who Is on unfriendly terras with her. 

Look at her standing in her master 's 
en. She is, indeed, very like a witch, 
brown cotton gown clings close about 

her legs, and on the top of her white cap, 
hich has scarcely any frills to speak of, 

;jB a coarse brown straw bat with a high 
crovni. Sho wears a blue and yellow 
neckerchief, strained across her chest, and 
tied behind her back, and her folded arras 
rest upon a black stufi" apron. Her face Is 
BO wrinkled that you are surprised to sec 
her suddenly turn round and go tripping 
towards the house like a young g i r l ; per
haps the moveraent can scarcely be de-

, scribed as t r ipping; it Is quieter, more cat
like. 

She pauses when she reaches the low
browed entrance. The house itself Is a 
large, square, gloomy-looking place ; inside 
the long narrow passage the flag-stones 
are green with damp, and tell how little 
life goes on within tbe old stone walls. 

She pulls a letter out of her pocket, and 
begins to read it through again. By the 
time she has reached the end she is frown
ing heavily. 

"Yes, yes," she says to herself, " r a y 
master, Monsieur Dupont, Is excellent, but 

. t te best of men have their faults; he is 
good and gentle, but he is also weak and 
ob<«tinate; he loved his wife, that poor pink 
and white, meek Josephine. Yes, be had for 
her a passion that is not to be believed, 
and when she died in the first year of her 
marriage, he was so obstinate he would 
Bot take comfort. Ho shut himself up, he 
abut up the house frora light aud air, till 
it bas become more like a prison tban a 
house, d e l ! I do not know how It will ever 
recover It; and now what has happened ? 
•^slx months ago bo departs, without con
sulting me, and now be Is to bring home 
a wife. WeU, we shall seo who will be 
mistress. I am too old for chauge." 

She has left oS" scowling, but her smile 
bas somethinof far more fearful than her 
frown. 

III. 
T H E wind Is rising fast; clouds, at first 

gauzy, but lately thickening in texture, 
scud raore and raore rapidly across the sky 
to join a leaden, huraid mass of vapour that 
seems to be spreading upwards from the 
horizon. 

There Is still sorae light ou the river, 
but it looks cold and ghastly to ^lonsieur 
Dupont 's young bride, as she catches a 
glimpse of it tlirough the weird, white-
lirabed birch-trees that border the road. 

She has been so irapatient to reach her 
new borae that she refused to sleep on the 
road, and she is very tired with the long 
wearisorae journey. 

They have left the diligence at the last 
market town, and have been jolting along 
the stony road in an old-fashioued vehicle, 
with a hood for the passengers, and a small 
seat perched up in front for the driver. 

Therese shivers and draws her head 
again within the hood. 

" Monsieur Dupont," sbe says, in a fret
ful voice, " how rauch longer is it along this 
dismal road ?" 

No answer corae.s, and .she bends over 
to the corner where her husband sits, and 
touches bis shoulder with ber band. 

A loud snore—a start—and then— 
" Ah, oui, IMargot, fais corarae tu vou-

dras," follows the snore. 
Therese leans back in her corner with a 

look of disgust. 
" Foolish old raan," she says; and then 

she srailes, " poor old dear, I ara hard
hearted ; the journey has been too rauch for 
his politeness. I wish I could go to sleep 
too." 

But she cannot sleep, her mind Is rest
less, and tbe fatigue frora which sho 
suffers has fevered her. She wishes she 
had consented to sleep at the last town 
they stopped a t ; then sbe should have 
escaped this lonely journey, and should 
have reached her borae in bright morning 
light. 

There Is a sudden jolt. Monsieur Dupoi.t 
starts awake this tirae, and looks round 
hira with staring eyes; as these reach his 
wife he recovers consciousness. 

" We shall be at borae very soon now, 
nionaraie, and then Margot shall takc care 
of thee." 

He puts out his hand and takes hers, but 
Therese shivers and draws herself away. 
At that moraeut her raother's warning 
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as.suraes a new shape; for the first tirae sbe 
hears In It t ruth and likelihood. And then 
her fierce will rises against ber fear. 

" I ara tired and overdone," she thinks. 
" I have always ruled every one, and I will 
rule this ^Margot also." 

Her husband has wrappeil a shawl round 
h( r since he woke, and either the warrath 
or her coraplete exhaustion lulls Therese 
Into a short sleep. She does not rouse till 
the vehicle stops. 

She is so tired that sbe does not at first 
realise where she is. She leans forward 
and looks out. 

I t Is alraost dark, but she sees a large 
dark bouse standing a little way back from 
the road. At the open door is a tall woraan, 
.shading the light of a larap with her hand. 
As she sees Monsieur Dupont the woraan 
runs up and shakes hands with hira. 

" A la bonne beure notro raaitrc," she 
says. " Why, you have flown here. I did 
not look for you till to-raorrow. However, 
as you know. It Is not easy to find Margot 
unprepared ; you will find all ready but a 
fire, and If you need one tbat Is soon 
kindled ; here, Louison, corae and carry in 
the baggage. I s the little mistress in the 
carriage .'' 

" Yes, yes." And Monsieur Dupont turns 
back to help bis wife down tho awkward 
steps. But Therese has scrambled down 
by her.self, and she stands waiting for her 
husband, very erect, and with a tempest 
of pride in her face. 

" You had better tell your servant that 
I ara Madarae Dupont ," sho says, very 
coldly, and so slowly that it seeras as if 
she had measured the space between her 
words. 

Monsieur Dupont Is sensitive, and he 
shrinks into hiraself at the changed tone. 

" I hardly consider Marguerite an ordi
nary servant," he says, gent ly; " but I 
carae to fetch you that I raight present you 
to her." He tries to take his wife's hand, but 
she sweeps past hira up to where Margot 
stands, larap in hand. 

Instinctively the woraan raises the light, 
and as it falls on the advancing figure It 
falls also on Margot's face. 

Sho leans slightly forward ; there is an 
eager gleara In the long dark eyes, but the 
lips are pressed tightly together, and the 
thick dark eyebrows meet in an intense 
frown. 

There Is malice and strength in Margot 's 
fiice, and for an Instant Therese falters In 
her purpose. Her raother's warning coraes 
back; she feels chilled and fearful; but she 

hears her husband's footsteps coming fii|| 
up the wallc. 

She nitikes a slight bow as sho reaches 
Margot. 

" Yt)ii are tho housekeeper, I suppose. 
Go on first, and show tho way to whatever 
room you have prepared for rae." 

She does not look at her — and she 
would not read rauch on the tutored face; 
Margot turns a littlo pale, and her thin 
lips sraile, but she goes on first, aud opens 
the door of a sraall room. 

She goes In, Hghts two old-fashioned 
sconces on each side of the fireplace, and 
then departs, closing the door behind her. 

Therese looks round and starts, then 
gives a little cry, crosses herself, and flies to 
the door which Alargot has closed on her. 

The candles in the sconces shed only a 
feeble light on the dark walls, but facing 
ber are two skeletons, and on the table 
below there is a large skull. 

IV. 

A T tbe end of Monsieur Dupont's garden 
furthest frora the house thc:*e was a thickly 
planted grove of sycaraore-trees, beyond 
this was a gate leading into a field, and on 
the right of this gate through the trees you 
could see another gate set In the ivy-covered 
fence that bordered that side of the garden. 

Margot stood by this sraaller gate, basket 
in hand, for within the fence lay the 
kitchen-garden—her treasury not only for 
herbs, but also for the curious plants out of 
which she brewed the decoctions which 
had raade her famous in Veron. 

Monsieur bad practised surgery in his 
youth, and had also given medical advice, 
and Margot had studied his books to some 
purpose, and probably was the best doctor 
of the two. 

There was a scowl on her face as she 
went Into the kitchen-garden. 

" Monsieur bids me make a tisane for 
madarae, and when I answer she will not 
drink it, he has looked at me more sternly 
than be ever did before. I bate her." 

She begins to gather dandelion leaves, 
snapping thera oft" with a sharp nip of her 
bony thurab and finger, as If sbe wants to 
hur t sorae one, and is forced to give vent 
to the feeling on that which comes nearest 
" I will not bear much more"—the words 
drop frora her lips in broken sentences. 
" I thought Felix Dupont, for bis own sake, 
would have taught her how to behave; she 
has neither tact nor temper, and she is a 
fooh" Margot srailes at the last word in 
an unpleasant raanner, and then her quick 
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ears catch the sound of voices araong the 
Bycamore-trees; she crouches down near a 
hole in the fence and listens. 

"No, my sweet friend"—it is Monsieur 
Dupont's voice, and it sounds vexed—" I 
am sorry to refuse thee—it is harder than 
tbou knowest." 

" Then why give yourself the pain ?" 
Therese speaks scornfully. 

" Because I love thee really, my child, 
and I would keep our life together free 
from clouds." 

•' At least, then, I ought to have a reason 
given me. I only ask tbat all our friends 
and neighbours, who have seemed so glad 
to see me, may come and dance in my 
honour; it is not much to ask, and why 
am I refused ?" 

Margot laughs to herself as she crouches 
under the hedge. 

" Tiens ! she has a rare temper, but Felix 
Dupont must be doting indeed if he submits 
to a tone like that." She listens eagerly for 
her master's answer, but he waits before he 
gives it. 

When he speaks his voice Is full of pain. 
"Therese, do not make me call thee 

wilful. I told thee at Chardes that I lived a 
quiet, dull life; that at Veron we are quiet, 
dull people. Every now and then, from 
time to time, we ask a few of our nelgh-
bonrs to dine with us, according to the 
custom of Veron, and thou shalt do this, 
my child ; but a fete, such as that thou de-
sirest, would raise the tongue of gossip 
against us, and would lessen our friends in
stead of increasing them; and besides— 
hush, till I have ended—since we have 
been married we have had too much gaiety. 
I want thee more to myself, my dear little 
friend; if we love one another, our own 
society should be all-sufficient." 

It seems to the listener that Madame 
Dupont struggles away from ber husband. 

"Oh that 1 had stayed at Chardes," the 
girl sobs, passionately. " I have never 
hved a dull life, and I will not; If you had 
a quarter of the love for me which you pre
tend to have, you would not make me so 
vnhappy; but you do not love me. Sooner 
than displease that hateful housekeeper, 
you will break my heart. Either she shall 
go or I will." 

There is a sound of swift footsteps hurry
ing away, and then silence. 

Margot rises, creeps softly to the gate, 
and looks through it. Monsieur Dupont 
stands under the trees very still and quiet, 
bis face hidden between his hands. 

"Bon! sho has shown her hand. She 

shall go, not I," the housekeeper says, be
tween her teeth, as she hides again behind 
a tall row of scarlet-runners. 

When she comes again to the gate, Mon
sieur Dupont is out of sight. 

Margot goes in-doors. She is anxious to 
see how the young mistress bears defeat; 
but Therese is not in either of the down
stairs rooms, and presently, when the house
keeper makes an excuse to go to madarae's 
bedroom, she finds the door locked. 

Madame Dupont kept her door locked 
till noon the next day, then she came into 
the eating-room and rang for coflfee. 

Hitherto Margot had refrained from re
monstrance. She foiled Madame Dupont's 
haughty airs by an apparent unconscious
ness that any offience was meant, and this 
reticence had been part stratagem, part love 
for her master, and desire to spare hira 
pain. 

To-day she brought in the coflee herself, 
and she saw with satisfaction the pale 
cheeks and heavy eyes of her master's wife. 
I t seemed to her that her time to speak had 
come. 

" Madame has not slept well," she said, 
with a keen look through her half-closed 
eyelids. 

No answer except a haughty movement 
of the graceful neck. 

" Monsieur has not slept either." Mar
got drew near, and put her hand on tbe 
young lady's chair. "Ab , madame, it 
makes me sad to see my master unhappy." 

Therese's first impulse was to bid the 
woman leave her, but she checked this; 
there was a new sound in Margot's voice, 
and the girl's heart beat fast In vague terror. 
The dread that had seized ber on that first 
night had been lulled by the housekeeper's 
indiff'erence; but now the old fear was 
coming back. She dared not look up ; 
" the evil eye" might even now be blighting 
her. Margot's appeal had startled her—the 
woman was Impertinent and Interfering, bnt 
she was plainly raoved by love for her 
raaster, aud secretly Therese felt asbaraed 
of her own treatraent of her gentle, loviiig 
hu.sband. 

Margot was surprised at her silence. 
" The bird is taraed so soon. Is it ?" She 

closed her eyes on this thought, and stood 
weighing the possibility of governing 
Therese Instead of getting rid of her. 

" I will go and tell raonsieur," she sai 1, 
" that madarae wishes to see hira." 

" You will do no such thing; you had 
better raind your own business, or you may 
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pet into trouble. All 3'ou havo to do is to 
take care of the bouse, and see that it goes 
ns it should do. You can leave nic; I 
pn^fer to be alone." 

Th»'ie>e spoke haughtily, but sbe did 
not look at the housekeeper. Margot bent 
over the bigh-lwicked chair till her face 
alraost touched Madarae Dupont. 

" Good counsel should always be wel
come. !Madarae Is veiy young, and she 
does not perhaps remember that the chief 
duty ofa wife is submission. Monsieur is 
more unhappy than I have ever seen hira 
since the death of madarae, and he did 
well to regret ber—she never gave any one 
an unkind word. She consulted me iu 
everything." 

" Then she was a fool " 
Therese's anger mastered her fear, and 

she pushed back her chair impatiently. I t 
struck the housekeeper a sharp blow as she 
still bent over It. 

Margot wdiitened till she looked like a 
dead woman, and Therese trerabled as slic 
glanced at her face. 

" She was what you will never be—sho 
was an angel. She raade others happy, 
you live only for your own pleasure; her 
death was blessed, yours will be a curse." 

IMargot had kept calm outwardly, but 
the blow, which she believed was intentional, 
bad made her furious, ber words came with
out her control. 

Therese's indignation conquered all dis
cretion. She stepped forward and gave 
the Insolent servant a box on the ear. 

" Go away, do you hear me. Insolent!" 
sho stamped her foot. " I do not wish ever 
to seo you again. You can tell Monsieur 
Dupont I have discharged you." 

Margot stood drawn up to her full height, 
colourless except for a faint streak on the 
check which Therese had struck. 

" I will tell your master and mine what 
you say," she said, her voice full of con
tempt. 

Theivse looked up quickly, a flush of 
shame bad spread over her face, but when 
she met Margot's eyes, she blanched at 
once, and caught at the chair to save her
self frora falling. It seemed to the un
happy girl that through those half-closed, 
dark eyes an evil spirit was looking at her, 
smiling III malignant triumph. Before she 
recovered herself, JNIargot had departed. 

V. 

IT is late evening, and the wind Is cold 
and searching; It blows pitiles.sly thronirh 
the sycamore-trees, and sends with each 
blast a fresh tribute of leaves into the clark 

water that lies in the field beyond the gaka^ 
The water eddies and trembles as if i|̂  
too, shrinks frora the chill blast. Monsiem 
Dupont, hurrying home across the fidd, 
shakes his head at tho accumulation af 
leaves and broken twigs on the water. 

" It must be cleansed to-morrow," hi 
says, " or the fish will be choked." 

And then, as ho opens the gate, tmM 
passes into the garden. Monsieur Dupont 
sighs, and wonders whether his wife's temper 
will be changed. 

Margot has told her story, and he is angij, 
as well as grlcvod with his wife. He has 
only seen Therese for a few minutes, foraht 
insists on Margot's instant dismissal. At 
he walks slowly to the house, so full of 
discord now, the memory of his swea^ 
loving Josephine comes back, and he sighg 
still raore heavily. 

" She loved Margot," he says, trying to 
nerve hiraself into ^solution, " and Margtl 
Is a good and valuable woman. I cannaA 
have her ill-treated." 

Monsieur is patient and good, but his 
wife's conduct is out of the pale of his ex
perience, and her resolute avoidance of him 
during these last days has broken the spell 
of his infatuation. 

" I was happier alone with Margot," he 
murmurs, ns he goes slowly and hearily 
into the house. 

He finds Therese pacing up and down 
tbe large bare dining-room. She stops 
when she sees her husband, but she doea 
not speak or smile. 

Monsieur Dupont walks up to her. 
" My wife," be says, very gravely, 

" Christian people cannot live as thou and I 
have been living these last three days, and 
I love thee too well to suflfer thee to commit 
injustice without repairing it. I will never 
permit Marguerite to be impertinent, but 
I cannot discharge so good a servant. I 
must ask thee to apologise for the blow 
thou hast struck her, I am quito sure 
thou dost repent it." 

Therese's eyes flash such brilHaut scorn 
that the poor man cowers. 

" Then you choose between me and her. 
I have said I will not live with her, and I 
will keep my word." 

]\Ionsieur Dupont shakes his head. 
" Therese, thou bast made me frightened 

as well as sad; such a temper is a curse. 
It is not ^largot, it is thyself thou must 
learn to rule." 

She gives hira a passionate glance, and 
hurries away to her room. 

" I must write to ber," he thought; ** she 
will not listen to ray words." 
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. That night the wind rose to storm fury ; 
bant into the houses through windows, 

huge slates off the old roofs, and 
night many a tree crashing down Into 
nver. But Therese did not hear it. She 

her lonely room up and down till 
ight faded into darkness, and even then 
went on pacing up and down. There 
e a sudden tap at the door, and she 

d with a scream of terror. 
C'est moi, madame." The twang of 
[son's voice soothed Therese's fear; 
went to the door and opened it. A 

n shrinking from her loneliness made 
glad even to see Louison. The girl 
a lamp in one hand and a letter in the 
r. She held the letter to Madame 

ii 
But madame has no light." Sho peered 

the young lady's shoulder Into the 
k room. 

"•Give mo your lamp," Therese said. 
longed to ask Louison to stay with her, 
the girl turned away when she had set 
lamp on the table. 

Therese seated herself and looked at the 
It was from her husband. 

" Folly," she said, angrily. " A sermon, 
I suppose." 

At the first few words her eyes softened, 
and her bosom heaved. Monsieur Dupont 
assured his wife so tenderly that his only 
wish was to make her happy; but as be 

ton in praise of Margot's good qualities, 
dark eyebrows knitted, and tho fierce

ness came back. The letter ended with 
these words: " It is better to submit to a 
little that we do not like, than to lose so 
good a housekeeper. I cannot turn away 
so old and attached a servant even for 
thee; and besides this I make it a special 
Inquest that thou wilt apologise for the 
Wow. After this thero will be peace." 

Therese started up and flung the letter 
on the floor. 

"Selfish old fool! I see it now. He 
cwea for his peace and bis untroubled life 
mow than anything—much, much more 
than be cares for me. Well, be shall have 
»• I will go away, and leave him to find 
oat what it is to lose me. Yes, I w îll 
80 " She stopped and put both hands 
to her temples; tbey seemed to be swelling 
^th the dizzy tumult within her brain. 
Where should she go ? Not to Chardes, 
vhere she had thought to make a trium-
^ n t return. She could not go thero as a 
fnpilive. Where could sho go ? 

ohe shivered and leaned against the wall 
of her room. Sho could not go into that 
Paat cold outside world alone. Would 

it not be better to stay here? But the 
tiny whisper was silenced instantly. 

"No, no—never!" She stood erect 
again, ber eyes flashing, her hands clenched. 
" I cannot stay unless I beg pardon of that 
woman. Ah, she is no woman—she is a 
fiend!—her eyes—her eyes!" she covered 
her face with quivering fingers. " And he— 
be is determined, or he would not write 
in that cold manner; he would come him
self and entreat rae to be friends. Friends !" 
she laughed scornfully. " I begin to hate 
the old wretch, and if I did stay here, to 
live shut up alone with him would be bell 
—hell! Well, there is one fiend here 
already"—her eyes grew wilder, and she 
talked aloud in her excitement. " Yes, sho 
has the evil eye; I felt it scorch my brain. 
And she bas said my death shall be a curse. 
No, the curse be on him who brought me 
here—lured me under the same roof with 
this fiend; my curse on ber, too ! Ah, my 
mother, If I had but listened to thee. If I 
had but stayed in Chardes; but that is 
idle now, I ara doomed—if I stay I can 
only wither slowly under this fire, it Is 
in my heart and In my brain; if I fly it 
will follow me, for she is no woman, and 
her terrible eye—ab, what do I know, even 
now it is destroying mc !" 

She flung herself on the floor. 

La Mere l^Iangin rose early. She was 
always up and dressed before her lazy help 
arrived, for Louison did not sleep in tho 
bouse. This morning, to her surprise, she 
found the door leading into the garden 
open. 

"Did I forget to lock it, then, last 
n ight?" she said, with a puzzled face. 

Louison was late. The fire was lit and 
the kitchen swept before her sabots camo 
clattering down the stone passage. 

Margot turned round with a reprimand 
on ber thin lips, but the sight of Louison's 
face stayed her tongue. The girl looked 
clay-colour, and she dropped into a chair 
as if ^he had received a blow. 

"There Is a ghost, Mere Mangra—a 
ghost who walks araongst the trees lii-bas," 
and she points to tlie garden. " Pierrot 
lias seen it while he was looking for mush
rooms—a ghost with long black bail- and 
all in white." 

La mere grows pale, and ber narrow 
eyes shrink into a line. 

" Hold thy peiu^e, simpleton ; do not let 
the master bear of such folly. Here, raind 
the coflee-pot an inst:int." 

For a sudden thought, alraost a fear, 
has corae to .Margot, and she hurries up to 
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tbe roora of Madarae Dupont. She opens 
the d(u»r gently. She is surprised to find 
it unh'ckeil. 

The roora Is empty, the bed has not been 
slept in, but the clothes which Madame 
Dupont wore yesterday lie in a heap on the 
fli)()r. 

Margot takes this In at a glance, and 
then she goes to find ^lonsleur Dupont. 

" Have you seen raadarae ?" 
His face answers her, and she hurries on 

to the garden. She searches every comer, 
and then with slow, unwilling steps she 
goes to the silent pool beneath tbe trees. 
I t is covered with fallen leaves, and one or 
two large boughs have been wrenched oflf by 
the wind, and stretch their twisted arms as 
if they were snakes writhing on the water. 

Margot stands peering down into the 
water as if she thought she could see to 
the bottom. 

Her arm is roughly seized. 
"Wha t do you here, wasting t ime?" 

Monsieur Dupont says hoarsely. " You 
have driven her away—find her, I tell you, 
find her at once." 

Margot only shakes her head and points 
to the pool, and the wind moans sadly 
among the trees. 

They seek her at Chardes, for at first 
Monsieur Dupont will only believe that she 
has sought refuge araong her own people, 
but Therese is not there, and her parents 
cry sharae on the grey-haired husband who 
has failed to make their daughter happy. 
They search the neighbourhood of Veron, 
and at last in sheer weariness. Monsieur 

" There goes the old Dupont looking: 
his witch-wife." 

And as he goes, the poor broken maij 
murmurs : 

"My poor unhappy child—my loa| 
leicse—shall I ever find thee?" Th( 

Dupont permits tbe pool to be searched, but 
Therese Is never found. 

Some of the old folks of Veron shake 
their heads, and say there are deep holes in 
the pond, and tbat Margot knows of them, 
and that till the missing wife Is found tbe 
house of Felix Dupont will be haunted. 
And, It is whispered, that in every Septem
ber In gusty weather, just when the dawn 
brings a ghastly light over the damp dismal 
house, a tall white woman with long black 
hair glides through the garden and dis
appears araong the sycaraores. 

La Mere Mangin has never seen the 
ghost, and no one would dare to tell her of 
it, but she is avoided more than ever. She 
rules supremely now in the old house, but 
she looks aged and anxious, and there is in 
her eyes the sarae seeking, expectant ex
pression which you see in her master's. 

Felix Dupont is always seeking his lost 
Therese. As he goes through Veron tbe 
children point at the withered, bent old 
man, and cry out: 

NO ALTERNATIVE. 
BY TIIE AtTIIOIlOF "DENIS DONNK," 4 c . 

CHAPTER X. WELL MET ! 

HARTY left all hope behind her when she 
witnessed tbat recognition. The man who 
was bound up by his union with her 
mother, with her fate, was the same one 
who bad driven that wretched boy to a 
dishonourable death in order to avoid 
living a dishonoured life. There could be 
no doubt about it. How should she ever 
face Jack Ferrier again ? 

To her intense surprise, neither her 
mother nor Mabel betrayed much emotion 
when Mr. Devenish delivered him.self of 
the excited inquiry as to what devil had 
raised the ghost of young Frank Archer. 
Though he had fallen back faint, shocked, 
exhausted, they bore the spectacle with 
their customary affectionate anxiety about 
him truly, but with no manner of amaze
ment or curiosity expressed in their manner. 
They at least, Harty felt with a throb of 
intense relief, were innocent of the great 
oflfence of knowing or suspecting aught of 
the worse parts of Mr. Devenish's dehn-
quencies. If they had been cherishing 
hira in spite of that knowledge, Harty 
would have found it hard to forgive them. 

" I might have been sure it was your 
wish," he said presently, with a snarl. 
" I f I am to hear anything unpleasant, 
you're always ready to be the medium of 
comraunlcation; if I am to see anything 
disagreeable, you are always ready to play 
the part of show-woman. I suppose Claude 
Powers, with his customary good feeling, 
made you show me this by way of recalling 
happy memories of a man who was the 
cause of my downfall." 

Harty shivered through her whole soul, 
and her judgment was swayed about most 
cruelly. Should she keep the peace for her 
mother's sake ? or should she, for the sake 
of fair justice, denounce and expose the 
machinations, the murderous duphcity, the 
misrepresentations, and the false pretences 
of the man who hurled bitter accusations 
at every one else without compunction r 

No ; she could not do this latter thing. 
I t was not demanded of her that she 
should do it. His guardian angel, as she 
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had called her mother on a former occa-
gion, stood between hira and vengeance 
now. So, picking up the locket with a 
gesture of tender pathos, she said : 

"Claude Powers does not even know 
fljat I have it. This poor fellow's half-
brother, Mr. Ferrier, was showing it to rae 
to-day, and telling rae the story of the 
boy's wretched death; and in the excite
ment of my pity and—horror—I forgot to 
return it to him." 

" Mr. Ferr ier! his half-brother ! telling 
you the story of—of Frank Archer 's death !" 
Mr. Devenish stamraered out. And as he 
spoke he grew pale with the waxen, sickly 
pallor of a white ivy leaf, and for the first 
time Harty pitied hira ! 

Really pitied hira for that self-abaseraent 
of his which had ruined his life, and raore 
tban probably destroyed her happiness. 
"He feels that I know all about it ," the 
girl thought. " How sorry I am that he 
has been unkind to me, because it raust 
hurt him all the more, that I should know 
it, and how can I make him understand 
that I'm not scorpion enough to sting him 
for that ?" 

"Yes," she said aloud, speaking very 
sadly, and striving a t the sarae tirae to 
make her eyes speak this t ruth to Mr. 
Devenish, that he need have no fear of 
her using her recently acquired knowledge 
against him, " yes ; Mr. Ferrier told rae 
the story, and I hope with all ray heart 
that I may never hear raentlon made of it 
again." 

" Amen to that ," Mr. Devenish muttered, 
with a sigh of relief, and a shade of the 
livid hue crept oflf his face, as his spirit 
strengthened within bim. " I knew that 
young fellow at a period of ray life which 
I certainly have no particular pleasure 
in recalling; therefore, if you'll put that 
trinket out of my sight, and kindly avoid 
the topic, I shall really have reason to be 
obliged to you for once, Harty, and shall 
be inclined to believe that you aie really 
not quite destituto of feeling for me." 

It was an ungracious form of words, an 
imtatingly grudging acceptation of her 
generosity, but for once Har ty was not 
irritated by him. For she had watched his 
eyes while he spoke, and had read in thera 
ftnly that he was acting a par t of distrust 
against, and dislike to, her now. There was 
gratitude, trust, adraii-ation almost ex
pressed In his eyes, and she realised that 
in thia victory, which she had achieved with 
a struggle over her own young burning 
spirit, she had achieved one over his broken, 
and possibly contrite heart also. 

" ' Let the dead past bury its dead,' " s h e 
said, reassuringly, and then she took the 
locket away with a good deal of soleranity 
in her heart and raanner, and packed it up 
to be returned with a civil note to Jack 
Ferrier, a note so civil, raeaningless, cool, 
and altogether unlike herself, that she could 
but feel sure it would chill hira oflf from 
her eflfectuallv. 

" I can never tell him the truth, I could 
never bear to see what he would feel when 
he knew i t ; for if Claude is compelled to 
be inexorable, what would Jack Ferrier be ? 
and so I won' t let hira like me any longer. 
He 'd hate himself for the weakness when 
he found out whom he had been liking." 

So sbe mentally resolved to have dono 
with Jack Ferrier 's friendship for ever. 
For sbe had given her bond to Mr. 
Devenish that she would never betray 
him, never render up a secret which dis
closed would surely bring down a heavier 
weight of obloquy on his bowed, humbled 
head. And she could not bear tbe con
tinual constraint of being ou guard against 
herself, of being reserved with one of 
the freest and frankest of her fellow-
creatures—of finally feeling that he was 
receding from her, because he had found 
her out. She could not bear this, she 
could not bear the contemplated possibility 
of it. Therefore she raentally relinquished 
the friendship even, which was fast becora
ing precious to ber. 

The leverage power which raoved her to 
do it, raeanwhile, was fast relapsing Into 
bis norraal condition. As soon, indeed, as 
the influence of her personal graciousness 
was no longer upon him, Mr. DevenLsh was 
hiraself again. 

" I wLsh you would prevent that girl of 
yours running wild in the way she does," 
he said querulously to his wife, who was 
jus t preraaturely congratulating herself on 
the turn things had taken between the 
bellioferents ; " this Mr. Ferrier who lends 
her his lockets, is hardly the sort of raau 
I should choose to cast a daughter of raine 
adrift with." 

Mrs. Devenisb fidgeted raeekly, and 
responded: " I t wouldn't be jus t to isolate 
the girls as entirely as we do ourselves, 
Edward ; surely, Mrs. Powers is—I ara 
sure you think that Mrs. Powers is a suf
ficient guarantee for this young raan." 

" I had very rauch rather that Harty had 
nothing to do with hira," Mr. Devenish 
.said, in an exasperated tone ; " i f you want 
a reason I have none to give you, none that I 
choose to give yon, at least; that brotl.er 
of his died iu a discreditable way, aud if 
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you take my advice you'll tako sorae steps 
to stop their intimacy before anything dis
creditable coraes of i t ; I 've no authority 
over Harty , I have never attempted to 
usurp any ; but as the nominal protector 
of your children, I venture to ofl'er ray 
opinion." 

He stopped breathless, having succeeded 
in workinghimself into a trembling, quiver
ing rage, which reduced his wife to the 
lowest and most helpless depths of despon
dency. But in her despondency she dared 
not bo silent. She knew that she must 
speak, or be would further goad her with 
accusations of being sulky. 

" You know how I value your opinion, 
dear Edward," she said, meekly. " I will 
speak to H a r t y ; I will tell her what you 
say about there being something discre
ditable " 

" In tho name of common sense don't 
tell her anything of the sort," he inter
rupted, shaking his head at ber. " I t 
would be jus t the very way to rouse her 
spirit of opposition; what eflfect has your 
speaking to her had as regards put t ing a 
stop to the ridiculous exhibition she makes 
of herself with Mr. Powers ? She'll go on 
and make an equally ridiculous exhibition 
of herself with this fellow, unless you use 
your authority as her mother for once in 
your life, and put a stop to i t ; speak to 
her, indeed !" 

" I will t ry ," Mrs. Devenish promised, 
meekly, and IMabel put i n : 

" Good feeling will make Har ty give up 
all Intercour.se with both of tbem, I 'm sure, 
when sho knows that papa really wishes 
i t ." To which bo rejoined : 

" N o , no, my dear; you judge her by 
yourself, therefore you judge her eiTone-
ously." And Mabel blushed at the praise 
she felt herself to be so well deserving of, 
and was alraost melted to tears at Mr. De
venish's perfect appreciation of her. 

Mrs. Devenish did " speak to her 
daughter" as she had promised. Sbe did 
in a halting and self-condemnatory way t ry 
to put a stop to the one pleasant thing in 
Har ty ' s life, her intercourse, namely, with 
Claude Powers and his friend. 

" Give mo a good reason, mamma, a 
reason that I can see you feel to be good, 
and I'll do i t ," the girl said, ra ther hope
lessly. 

" Edward wishes it, and he has always a 
good reason for his requests," the wife said. 

Har ty shook her head. " H i s wishing 
it isn ' t enough; he must tell you why he 
wishes i t ; we're not the soulless creatures 
he supposes us to be, mother ; I must have 

a reason given rae for relinquishing the 
only happiness tha t coraes in my way—ex
cepting what your love gives me," the }̂ irl 
added, hurriedly, and Mrs. Devenish senad 
upon the softening mood, and strove to 
mould it to her husband's will at once. 

" I t would make hira happier, Harty; 
that is the only reason I can give you; an 
all-sufficient one for me, my child." And 
then i\Irs. Devenish went away full of all 
manner of exalted feelings as a wife; but 
owning herself to be entirely defeated as 
a mother. For she could not find words 
to combat tbe truthfulness that seemed to 
envelop Har ty as the latter said: 

" And an Insufl&cient one for me, mother. 
And you know i t ." 

The dull daily routine went on for about 
a week, during which time the girls in the 
house at the corner saw and heard nothing 
of their friends a t the Court. The twtt 
young men were very much at odds iq 
reality, but very much absorbed by each 
other, and pursuits t ha t led them quite 
away from the Miss Carlisles in seeming. 
The causes whereof were these. 

In the first place Claude was morbidly 
and vaguely jealous and angry, inclined in 
his heart to believe tha t Har ty had de
scended to the depths of trick and lure, 
and that she had met Jack Ferrier rather 
raore than half-way. While in the second 
place Jack Ferrier, in consequence of that 
note which she had written in all honesty, 
was misled by the idea that Harty was 
feigning to be coy, merely to inrite him 
to advance the more speedily! And he 
loved her so well already, that the mere 
suspicion that this might be the case, 
checked, and hurt , and kept him apart 
from her. 

And in the third place, Mrs. Powers, 
who was carefully watching events, was 
delighted to observe the drifting apart of 
these young people by reason of certain 
strong under-currents, whose source she 
could not determine. Delighted to observe 
that they were drifting apart, and not at 
all desirous of bringing them together 
again. A brace of sentiments which united 
in keeping her quiescent, and made her 
cease from sending invitations to the two 
girls. 

But when the fates of two people are 
" inextricably mixed," it is useless for op
posing human influence, or even for their 
own weak wills, to t ry to separate theni. 
Without design—for each carefully avoided 
the other 's haunt—Claude Powers found 
himself thrown into Har ty ' s company one 
day, when there " were none others by. 
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He overtook her as she was strugglinsf 
back from the station one afternoon, a load 
of newly-arrived books and newspapers in 
her arms, and a good deal of very newly-
acquired weariness in her gait and manner. 
And he could not find it in his heart to 
pass her with merely a bow. 

" Let me relieve you of your burden," he 
aaid, dismounting before sbe had tirae to 
protest. "Why do you do these things, 
Harty? Why toil down to the station 
and knock yourself up in this way ?" 

He looked thoroughly vexed for • and 
anxious about her, and Harty's heart 
swelled. 

" Toiling and being knocked up are ex
periences that I'm pretty well accustomed 
to by this time. No" (with a laugh), 
"don't think that I 'm being broken down 
by household drudgery; but it's toil to rae 
to get through the days here, and it's 
drudgery either to let things take their 
course or to struggle against thera." 

He felt very pitifully towards ber, but it 
was "her own doing" he reflected, that 
things had corae to this pass with her. 
He had no alternative. He could not con
cede one fraction more of his point than he 
bad already conceded. Whereas she had it 
m her power to make both hira and herself 
happy by simply breaking the imaginary 
fetter that bound her to her step-father. So, 
though he felt very pitifully towards her, 
he said nothing. 

She read his feelings in his face, and 
somehow it smote her tbat her love for him 
ought to make her feel raore sorry than she 
did, tbat she should be the cause of sorrow 
and suspense to him. At least he should 
have the gratification of knowing that she 
now knew he was right In his judgment 
and denunciation of Mr. Devenish. So 
sbe said iu a low voice : 

" I know now that you were justified in 
calling Mr. Devenish a scoundrel, Claude. 
Mr. Ferrier told me all the story of his 
brother the other day, and I know by what 
I felt for poor Mr. Ferrier what you, who 
know him so much better, must feel." 

" I wished you not to hear it, if you re
member," he said, coldly. 

"Yes. I know that; but, Claude, I 
seemed as if I couldn't help myself when 
Mr. Ferrier overtook me that day. I 
longed to know so that I led hira on " 

The phrase jarred on Claude's nerves. 
"Led him on,' " he interrupted, " that is 

jnst what I thought, what I feared you 
wero doing, Harty. What's to be the end 

^ Hivvty ? An uncorafortablo feeling 
at best between ray old friend and me, for 

he is getting fond of you, and changeable 
as you are " 

The words were ill-chosen; he felt that 
they were the instant he had uttered them, 
for the statement of the two facts, namely, 
that Jack was getting fond of her, and that 
she was changeable, caused Harty's face 
to bloom into bewitching beauty, and her 
eyes to flame with dangerous exciteraent. 
The sight galled hira, and in spite of bis 
conviction that his words were Inexpedient, 
he repeated: 

" And changeable as you are, you can 
hardly deliberately conteraplate winning 
Jack Ferrier's heart ? Can you ?" 

" No, not deliberately," she said, slowly. 
" Not deliberately. I should never do any
thing of that sort in cold blood." 

" B u t you're not blind; you must see 
what you are doing. I held my peace 
while I thought you were putting forth 
your winning power unconsciously; but 
now it is time to speak when I see you and 
Jack Ferrier on such terms that for tbe 
sake of proflfering hira your syrapathy you 
go directly adverse to my wishes. Good 
Heavens !" he continued, working hiraself 
into a hotter jealous rage with each word 
he spoke, " is it possible that it is true 
what you told me, that you had only been 
true to me all these years because no one 
had terapted you to be false ?" 

" I think there was a great deal of truth 
it, Claude. I know many girls would m 

have flattered you by implying that num
bers of men had been sighing in vain for 
tbem during your absence; but I think 
that would have been a meaner thing to do 
than to tell you the truth as I have done." 

He chafed in silence for a few moraents. 
He had done mischief he felt. The girl 
would not be scolded, would not be curbed, 
would not be put into any groove that 
pleased him, and made to run in it. A 
tierce pang shot through his heart as he 
thought, " Am I losing her love !" 

" I have loved you a good raany years, 
darling," he said presently. "Ferrier's is 
only a raatter of yesterday in coraparison 
with mine." 

She moved her head uneasily in a me
lancholy, deprecating way, aud looked up 
at him witb her candid clear eyes. 

" Why do you keep on .speaking of his 
liking for me, Claude ? Why do you do 
it ? I know myself—I know that I shall 
go on thinking about it. I know that If I do 
ever see hira again I shall be more than I 
have ever been to bim before, because I do 
so like to be liked " 

" I know that you will drive rae raad," 
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bo Interrupted, alrar)st gi-oanlng; and tho 
tenis flashed into her eyes as sho an
swered : 

" Ob, Claude, what a pity wc ever met 

again 
i'» 

" Not If you'll continue to bo what I 
lx?lieve you always have been, faithful and 
brave," ho exclaimed, eagerly. " Let us 
marry and go abroad, darling." 

" I should like it, but I can ' t , " she said, 
simply. " I can't do it, Claude; It's no use." 

" Your love for me is waning," he said, 
jealously. 

" Do you think it is ?" she asked, du
biously. " I sn ' t It possible to care very 
much for sorae one else, and still to be 
fondest of you ? If It Isn't possible, hearts 
are narrower things tban I hoped they 
were. 

" I should consider any woman's heart 
too capacious If it bad room for another 
besides myself," he said, in quiet, miser
able accents. " Har ty , do you know we 
are talking In a way that is very horrible 
to rae ? Give me, after It all, one scrap of 
comfort; tell me that you would feel no 
pain If you believed that you would never 
see Jack Ferrier again." 

Her heart began to beat more rapidly. 
Was it possible that Jack Ferrier was gone 
already ? was It possible tbat her chilling 
note had so effectually chilled bim, that he 
had gone away without making further 
effort to see her ? There was genuine 
sharp pain to her in the possibility, and 
she could not conceal it. 

" O b , Claude," she exclaimed, " I shall 
see hira again, shan ' t I ? I raean he isn't 
gone. Is he ?" 

" I t would hur t you, then, if he were," 
ho said, bi t terly; " It would hur t either 
your heart or your vanity; which is it, 
Har ty ? Is it a love of mere flirtation, or 
is it anything deeper?" 

" I don't know which it is yet. Is he 
gone ?" 

" You ask that again, though you see 
how the question cuts me. Well, as you 
will have It, you shall. No, he is not gone ; 
would to Heaven he were." 

She heaved a sigh of relief. 
" You can' t control a sign of delight," 

he muttered, in a paroxysra of raortificatlon 
and love. " You don' t take the trouble to 
try and hide from rae that you are glad 
that he is here still." 

" I t would be deceitful to pretend to be 

any other than I am, and that ' s glad," 
said, steadily; " but, Claude, look her»| 
haven' t seen him for a week. Haa 
taken a dislike to me ? does ho know 
I ara connected with tho man who 
his brother 's l i fe?" 

She a.sked it with pitiable eagerni-s, 
poor child, and her eagerness goaded him 
into raaking a cruel retort . j 

" H e does not know it ye t ; when ho 
does he'll break the spell you have 
over him quickly enough. And he won't 
think the bettor of you for having reserved 
your part of the story, when he made a full 
confidence of his portion of it. You're 
only preparing misery and mortification 
for yourself, Harty, by this course yon'rt < 
pursuing." 

" Wha t am I doing ?" she struck in. " I 
don't seek him, or t ry to lure him to come 
after me. I haven't seen him for a week. 
W h a t have I dono tha t you're so angiy 
with rae, Claude ?" 

" Changed to rae," he answered, vrith a 
choking sensation in his throat. "Let 
yourself feel such an interest in him as no 
raan can tolerate the woman he loves feel
ing for another man. Harty, I make 
every allowance for you, for your excit
able, changeable nature, but other people 
will not be so lenient, and, by Heaven, I'll 
never hear my wife dubbed a flirt." 

She came to a stand-still In an instant, 
her lips quivering, her whole face work
ing with emotion. 

" Wha t have I done ?" she reiterated. 
" I have done nothing to deserve this yet; 
if I were what you mean by a flirt, I conld 
have done all that I have done, and mnch 
raore too, without you're being a bit tbe 
wiser for it. Bu t I have told you the 
worst of myself, and you scold me for 
It." 

" You don' t know what it is to feel that 
the one thing you love best in life is shp-
plng away from you," he pleaded. 

" Do you think I am slipping away from 
you, C laude?" she asked, wistfully. "No, 
no ; don't think t h a t ; but it's all so un
satisfactory between us. We stand npon 
shifting .sands, don't we ? I can't help 
liking to look away from the danger and 
uncertainty sometlraes " 

" Well met ," a hearty clear voice shouted 
out, and Jack Ferrier dropped over the 
hedge into the road a few yards ahead of 
thera. 
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