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OF course, in comparison with the squalor 
of Ossulton-street the house in Powis-place 

I was handsomely— even luxuriously—ap
pointed and prorided for. In the first place, 
it was scrupulously clean ; the duster and 
the scrubbing-brush were quite objects of 

[ veneration and devotion to Miss Leveridge. 

( New paint the house had not known for 
long years, but the greatest pains were 
taken to make the old paint look as clean 

I and bright as possible; in places, indeed, 
it had been rubbed away altogether, owing 
to an excessive desire to exhibit it to the 
hest advantage. The patterns had been 
almost swept from the carpets with the 
dust; the colour lingered about the hang
ings only after a faint and ghostly fashion. 
The furniture was of an old-world, rectan
gular pattern, much adorned with smaU 
tickets, and tablets, and knobs of brass. An 
atmosphere of faded gentility seemed to 
possess the house. I t smelt of the past; 

' and the windows were rarely opened, for 
fear of an invasion of " blacks," In every 
room were to be found, stored in various 
old china bowls and vases, collections of 
dried rose-leaves of untold age, highly 

Siced—floral mummies and embalmed 
[>ssoms, whose fragrance had now some

thing unnatural about it, suggestive less 
of the garden than of the chemist's shop, 
or the fumigated sepulchre. 

Mr. Leveridge usually appeared in the 
evening, when tea, which was rather a 

solemn and formal 
forthwith served. 

" WeU, my dear Deborah-
" Well, my dear Dick " 
And then he kissed her affectionately, 

his rubicund, Punch-like risage glowing 
warmly by contrast with her white-rabbit 
face. 

The servant then entered with the urn— 
a tall vessel of funereal or monumental 
pattern, that should rather have con
tained ashes than hot water. The teapot 
was of china, richly patterned vrith rose
buds, vine-leaves, and golden festoons and 
flourishes, a little basket, supposed to be a 
filter, swinging from the spout. The table 
was well supplied with muffins, hot cakes 
and toast, jam and preserves. 

I was always glad when Mr. Leveridge 
came. He emptied many cups and con
sumed several muffins ; he always seemed 
to enjoy himself and to impart to us some 
measure of his enjoyment. For we were 
very dreary in his absence; we were 
both apt to faU into a kind of lethargic 
slough, from which neither would stir to 
extricate the other. We interchanged few 
words, and those only of the most com
monplace, poverty-stricken sort. In truth, 
sympathetic relations could hardly be 
established between us. Miss Leveridge 
could not be expected to care much about 
me—it would be something, indeed, if she 
could persuade herself to be indifferent in 
regard to me. And, in my turn, could I 
be supposed to care about Miss Leveridge ? 
I owed her no gratitude, except indirectly, 
in that she was Mr, Leveridge's sister— 
charged by him to regard my interest and 
promote my welfare. 

But Mr. Leveridge talked. He mado an 
effort to enliven and amuse us; he brought. 
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as it were, a breath of fresh air into the 
house—^news from without, and evidence 
of there being other people in the worid 
beside ourselves. Women gain greatly, I 
think, by the society of men. This was 
not, perhaps. Miss Leveridge's opinion. 
She made exception, of course, in favour 
of "poor Dick ; " but, otherwise, she en
tertained a contempt for the opposite sex, 
generaUy speaking of them with some bit
terness of derision as mere " he-creatures." 
But " contempt " is, perhaps, too strong a 
term to apply to the sentiments of so 
weak a lady. She turned from men less 
with scorn than with dread. There was 
something strange and coarse, riolent 
and aggressive about them, which greatly 
offended her smaU, timid, tremulous 
nature. Even " poor Dick " alarmed her. 
Upon his every sudden movement she 
winced, on account of her best china tea-
service. She was forever persuading herself 
that he was on the eve of knocking down 
something, of disordering her household, 
or wreaking injury upon her furniture and 
property. She always seemed in alarm 
lest he should do or say something shock
ing. She loved him, I suppose, after her 
manner—^he was her brother, her only sur-
viring relation, and for long years they 
had been much together. But timidity 
must largely have leavened her love, just 
as lack of inteUigence hindered her appre
ciation of him. Altogether, poor Miss 
Leveridge had her trials and troubles, for 
all her endeavours to isolate herself from 
the world. She was vainly endeavouring 
to reconcile her narrow fancies and smaU 
prejudices with the broad facts of life. 
Her brother's paintings were to her 
odious; yet she had to endure the 
thought that they were the source of live
lihood both to Dick and herself; that they 
brought to him, indeed, both money and 
fame, and to her aU the necessaries and 
smaU comforts of her existence in Powis-
place. 

Of his pictures Mr, Leveridge was careful 
to say Httle, therefore. " Poor Deborah 
does not care for them, does not Hke to 
have them mentioned," he would explain 
to me in a low tone, " She has quaint, 
prim, old-fashioned notions. She can't 
put them away from her now. Why 
should she ? They do harm to no one. 
Bless you, I don't mind them. Poor 
Deborah! I t 's unlucky, perhaps, that she 
should be the sister of a painter of my 
style of art. But it can't be helped. She 
was brought up to think as she does. 

Nature to her means shoes and stockings, 
and broad cloth, and Irish linen, and so 
forth. She doesn't like to think even of 
Adam and Eve before the Fall. She 
prefers the notion of our first parents after 
they had taken to clothing. She's a 
religious woman, too, poor dear Deborah; 
goes regularly to chapel every Sunday, 
with her hymn-book under her arm. Don't 
say anything about the pictures wlieii 
she's by." 

But assuredly it cramped Mr. Leveridge 
to be restrained from speaking of his pic
tures ; for his art one could see was ever pre
sent vrith him. He was nothing if not a 
painter. He always seemed meditating how 
this or that might best be represented upon 
canvas. Men and women were to him all 
models, the great globe itself was "an 
object," to be studied and reproduced 
with the proper pigments and adroit 
exercise of his brush. I am sure he would 
have enjoyed the art-talk in which artists 
usually find so much delight—the dis
cussion of his achievements, and his 
projects for the future; the proceedings 
of his competitors; the general progress 
of painting and painters. His left thumb 
seemed to be constantly projected ready 
for his palette; his hand was constantly 
curved to sustain a pencU. Mechanically 
he drew outlines and designs upon the 
tablecloth vrith his teaspoon. But he 
held his peace about his pictures, because 
"poor dear Deborah," his sister, cared 
not for such things, and he riewed it as 
his duty to humour her, and gratify her 
in every possible way, and at any sacrifice. 

Thus his conversation was fettered and 
confined. He talked on a few small topics, 
such as Deborah understood and approved: 
the weather, housekeeping troubles, the 
state of his birds upon the roof of his 
studio, and other tririal and indifferent 
matters. I t was better than nothing, 
perhaps; but it was not very exhilarating, 
and it did not enable Mr. Leveridge to do 
himself justice. He was, vrithout doubt, 
a distinguished painter; it was hard that 
he should be compelled to suppress that 
fact, or to thrust it into the background. 

How dull my life was in Powis-place I 
can hardly express. Day and night I was 
busying myself with thinking how to 
change my method of existence. Often I 
wished myself back vrith my aunts in 
Bath. But, as I knew, that was not 
practicable. I had sundered aU ties 
between us. I had rendered return un-
possible, I was chargeable with ingrati-
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tade, no doubt, in that I had left them so 
precipitately, made them, as people said, so 
poor a return for aU their kindness to me. 
Had they truly been kind ? Was I really 
ungrateful ? I was met with that accu
sation at every turn. Does a helpless child 
really owe so much to those who help it in 
its helplessness ? My aunts fed and clothed 
me. I was their plaything, a doll they found 
pleasure in dressing and undressing, in con
straining now into this position, now into 
that. What could I do but let them pro
ceed as they listed until the thing became 
past bearing, and I left them to come to 
London? As to the future, I knew not 
which way to turn for comfort. I t was in 
vain to speak to my brother Nicholas. 
"Beggars cannot be choosers," he would 
say to me; or he would be ready with 
some other sound and sensible heart
breaking scrap of good adrice, until good 
advice seemed something hateful, to be 
avoided at all costs. Nor could I extract 
mnch more comfort from Basil, He was 
kindly and sympathetic, but he was 
without energy. He could only counsel 
patience and endurance, in the hope of 
things changing for the better. Well, I 
was waiting, I had been waiting, in the 
hope of change, until I grew sick with 
waiting, and still no change came. 

I kept as much apart from Miss Le
veridge as I could. I remained upstairs 
in my own chamber, or I took refuge in 
the parlour, when she had snugly ensconced 
herself in the drawing-room. Her presence 
irritated me, I was vexed with her dull 
harmlessness, her timid surprised airs. 
For some time I took pleasure in startling 
her by brusque reckless utterances upon 
all sorts of subjects. But I grew weary 
of seeing her shrink and shiver, of hearing 
her weak treble, " My dear! how can 
you!" in a tone of tremulous expostu
lation. I knew the sort of life she would 
have had me lead. Had she possessed any 
influence in the matter I should have been 
^ prim Sunday-school girl, smelling of 

ll yellow soap, carrying my prayer-book 
11 neatly wrapped in my clean pocket-hand

kerchief, bobbing curtsies when people 
spoke to me, and blushing crimson if they 
stared too hard; very clever at darning 
stockings and mending my clothes; meek, 
ind sweet, and docile, and obedient, and 

[ most thoroughly objectionable. No, thank 
yon, Miss Leveridge! I could not be that. 

Yet how was I to escape from the 
'nethod of life into which circumstances, 
and the good intentions and charity 

II 
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of Mr. Leveridge, had forced me ? On 
what side was I to look for change ? 
Who would venture to break up the ter
rible monotony prevailing in Miss Leve
ridge's household ? No stranger ever 
entered the house. A few friends and 
acquaintances she of course possessed; 
a spectacled clergyman, a bald doctor, and 
little groups of old women from " the 
square " as we called it—^as though there 
were only one square in that dreary neigh
bourhood of dull squares—from Guilford 
and Doughty and Calthorpe-streets, and 
from Caroline and Lansdowne-places. Miss 
Leveridge's friends did not differ much 
from herself—they resembled her indeed 
far too closely. But these visitors did not 
increase my comfort or relieve my dulness. 
I had not patience to listen while they 
mumbled and prosed, twaddled and mut
tered. I fled whenever I heard them knock 
at the door, and locked myself in my own 
room. 

My brothers I saw now and then, but 
not very often. 

" How is it to end ? " I asked Basil one 
day. " A m I to go on like this tUl I 
die ? " 

"Have you so very much to complain 
o f ? " 

" I want change. I can't bear my life 
here. The monotony of it kills me." 

" Change will come in time, no doubt, 
to you as to everyone else." 

" You mean that I shall grow old and 
die ? " 

"There are smaller changes than age 
and death. But they will come, of 
course." 

" You are a Job's comforter, Basil." 
" What can I say ? What can I do ? 

You know how powerless I am in the 
matter, and how poor." 

" We are all poor—poor as church-mice 
—and wretchedly dependent. But you 
won't even grumble about it." 

" I'll grumble, Doris, if that wUl help to 
mend things. But I fear it will not." 

" B u t isn't it hard to bear, Basil—very 
hard to bear ? " 

" Well—yes. I think so sometimes, and 
then I think how much worse it might 
easily have been." 

" Not much, Basil." 
" Don't say that, Doris. We found very 

kind friends. I t is something to have such 
friends." 

" I know, I know. We might have 
starved ; we might have gone to the work
house ; we might have been put to useful 

•r 
VZZ. 



^ 
w 

A = J 3 
5 5 6 [February 24, 1877.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Condnotedby 

trades; apprenticed to tinkers and tailors 
and candlestick - makers, like pauper 
children. Instead of that, we have a 
roof over our heads, and shoes and stock
ings to our feet, and blankets to wrap 
ourselves in at night, and food to put in 
our mouths, and so on, and so on. And 
yet, when all that's said " 

" You remain unhappy. Poor Doris ! 
Well, let us hope this change you so 
desire may be nearer at hand than you 
imagine; and that, when the change comes, 
it may prove to have been worth wishing 
for—really a change for the better." 

" You doubt that it will prove so ? " 
" I'm timid, perhaps. I like to make 

the best of the present—because I think I 
know the worst of it. But the future— 
there's no saying anything about that— 
what it wUl be like, what it will do. I t may 
be good, it may be eril—no one can say. 
I t is as a dark cloud—it may contain 
storm and fury, rack and ruin ; or it may 
be but a flimsy screen, with an abundance 
of golden sunshine behind it." 

" I wish I were as patient and philoso
phical as you, Basil." 

He laughed and shook his head, 
" I suppose we are all patient and philo

sophical up to a certain point—about the 
things that don't signify. But you, my 
sister, you are as the humble maiden in the 
fairy tales, you seem neglected and for
gotten, and you think yourself forlorn and 
wretched; but cheer up, the beautiful 
prince, all silk and feathers, gold and 
silver, red slippers and laces, is surely 
coming in quest of you." 

" But when will he be here ? Soon ? " 
"Very soon—I shouldn't wonder. He 

may be just now coming round the corner," 
" Oh Basil, how I wish he w e r e ! " 

And my heart beat loudly at the thought. 

AT MOSCOW. 

" ONCE again, face i t ! My lambs, my 
darlings, my doves, push on, if you love 
me ! Ah no ! this unsaintly snow-storm 
is more than ye can bear, pretty pigeons ! 
Once again, horses of my heart! Blessed 
St. Isaac, mighty St, Michael! It 's all in 
vain, English lord, and if your excellency 
were to have me knouted to death, I could 
not get the sledge up the avenue," 

I t was, luckUy, vrithin a short distance 
of the chateau whither I was bound, that 
the blinding snow-storm, the fiercest that 
I had ever known during a three years' 

experience of Russia, had come on, and 
there before me rose up the gaunt gate
posts, topped by iron spearheads yet bright 
with tarnished gold-leaf, which marked 
the limits of the baron's demesne. The 
wild wind was tossing about the dry snow 
like so much road-dust, and dashed in onr 
faces not merely fiakes of the fast-falling 
whiteness, but jagged lumps of ice that 
cut and bruised as never did sleet in Eng
land. I t is not wonderful that the young, 
half-broken horses of the hired sledge that 
had brought me the three versts out of 
Moscow should have become unmanage
able in their pain and terror, at the sudden 
outburst of the tempest. 

" You are quite sure," said I, alighting 
and grasping my valise, " that this is the 
Chateau Olinsky ? " 

" I wish I were as sure of heaven," 
answered the lad promptly. " My father 
was dushtek, or soldier-servant, to my lord 
the baron, and I know the house as well 
as I know the Kremlin, noble sir! " 

I paid the driver his due, and bidding 
him return and fetch me back to Moscow 
before sunset, should the storm abate, left 
him to speed citywards, and made my own 
way on foot among the drifts that already 
encumbered the ill-kept road, to the half-
ruinous but imposing pile of the Olinsky 
chateau. Of the reception which I should 
meet there, armed as I was with a letter of 
introduction to the master of the house, I 
had Very Httle doubt. Hospitahty is libe
rally, even profusely, extended in Russia, 
and the long-established mercantile house 
whose errand I was engaged upon had been 
for a generation past on friendly terms 
with the Olinsky family. 

The baron, a fine-looking old man, with 
a flowing white beard, and with several 
crosses and medals twinkling on the breast 
of his tightly-buttoned coat, gave me a 
cordial greeting. 

" Any guest recommended by my 
esteemed correspondents, Irvine, Kirby, 
and Co., is welcome here, Mr. Vaughan," 
he said kindly. " I shaU take it as a 
favour if you wUl make my poor house 
your home, during your stay in Moscow. 

Nor was this a mere idle compliment, 
for the baron would not hear of my return
ing to my hotel in the town, but insisted 
that I should take up my quarters in a 
huge ghostly chamber, hung with faded 
tapestry, and adorned by portentous family 
portraits, but as warm as crackling logs 
and the heated air of the huge central 

I stove could render it. 
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The family of Baron Olinsky, who was 
a widower, consisted only of a son, then 
travelling or residing in foreign countries, 
and one daughter, to whom I was pre
sently introduced, and whose name was 
Irene. I had been accustomed to see 
beautiful faces in the luxurious society of 
St. Petersburg, but I acknowledged to my
self that I had never beheld one so lovely 
as that of Mademoiselle Olinsky. She 
seemed quite free, too, from the haughty 
listlessness or exacting coquetry of the 
Muscorite belles whom I had hitherto 
encountered, and had much of the gentle 
simplicity of manner of an English girl. She 
talked—but that in Russia was a matter 
of course—French, English, and German, 
equaUy well, and knew and liked, as I found 
with surprise, my favourite authors. 

A word as to myself. I, Arthur Vaughan 
by name, and related to Mr. Irvine, our 
principal, had almost completed my pro
bation as clerk, and expected to be shortly 
received as a junior partner in the firm of 
Irvine, Kirby, and Co., in which my modest 
patrimony was invested. Ours was an 
old and influential house, weU considered 
throughout the Baltic ports and the cities 
of Northern Russia, and my presence in 
Moscow was now due to the fact that 
overtures had been made to us to aid in 
the establishing of a new commercial 
bank, intended to afford greater facilities 
to improving landlords than the old Land 
Banks, cramped as to their capital, and 
bonnd by formal rules, could do. The 
proposal had been a tempting one, but before 
deciding upon it, my chiefs had resolved on 
asking the opinion of Baron Olinsky, on 
whose goodwill and shrewdness they could 
rely, and hence my mission. 

One, two, and three days passed by. 
The weather was very bad, and the 
frequent and furious snow-storms kept 
those dweUing in the Chateau OHnsky 
very much vrithin doors, yet I was far 
from finding the time hang heavily on my 
hands. The baron was constantly in his 
study; now conducting a voluminous 
correspondence, for he had been a diplo
matist as well as a soldier, and was an 
honorary member of scientific societies in 
various lands; now conferring with his 
steward or farm-baUiff, and then giving 
audience to strange men, most of whom 
wore the caftan and eared cap of the 
peasant, while some were clearly from a 
distance, and spoke a dialect which the 
lazy, obsequious servants,who between them 
shuffled through the work of tho country-

house, found it hard to understand. Con
sequently I was thrown much into the 
society of the beautiful Irene. 

I fancied, more than once, not only 
that something weighed upon the mind of 
Mademoiselle Olinsky and clouded her 
naturally bright spirit, but that this some
thing had reference to her father. I had 
noticed that her eye rested sometimes on 
the baron with an undefined expres
sion of anxiety and regret; and there 
were times, too, when any unusual noise 
would cause her to start, and look appre
hensively around. The baron, I am sure, 
was unconscious of this, for he never in
termitted his pleasant flow of conversation. 
He would descant on every and any topic 
except the politics of the day, and these he 
put aside vrith a shrug and a smUe, 

I t was the evening of the fourth day 
since I had been a visitor at the Chateau 
OHnsky. The baron had seemed absent 
and Ul at ease during dinner, had risen 
early from table, and, excusing himself on 
the plea of having letters to write which 
would occupy him until a late hour, had 
bidden me good-night before I had finished 
my cigar. Mademoiselle Olinsky, too, had 
retired to her own apartments as soon as 
the coffee had been handed round, and I, 
tired of being the sole occupant of the 
great drawing-room, had gone up to my 
own room, and was in the act of stirring 
the smouldering wood-fire into a cheerful 
blaze, when there came a low, timid tap at 
my door, I opened it, and there, in the 
gaunt, darkling corridor, a silver lamp in 
her hand, stood Irene, One glance at her 
face told me that it was on no trifling 
errand that she had come. 

" Hush! listen, but speak low in reply, 
for walls have ears," she said in EngHsh 
and in a hurried whisper. "There are 
traitors beneath this roof, who break our 
bread but to betray us! Have you noticed, 
Mr. Vaughan, a man named VassiH, a red-
haired man, the house-steward, as you 
would call him in England ? " 

I had observed such a man; a quiet, 
deferential person, vrith a red beard and a 
remarkable resemblance to the Judas of 
tradition, and said so. 

" He is a police spy! " said Mademoiselle 
Olinsky, with flashing eyes, " and he is 
not the only one; but my father will not 
be warned. You little know, you whose 
home-life has been free from such a taint, 
what an atmosphere of falsehood, deceit, 
and treachery wo Russians are forced to 
breathe. But time is precious. You are 
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a friend, Mr. Vaughan, I am sure, and 
would help us ? " 

And she fixed her large dark eyes, wist
fully, on my face. 

" Be assured of t h a t ! " I answered, 
earnestly; " but what help is needed, or how 
can I, a stranger in the land, render it ? " 

" You can save my father," said Irene, 
eagerly, but in a low and cautious tone; 
" and you alone can do it, for to none 
other in the castle can I confide the truth. 
I t is not," she hurriedly added, " t ha t all 
our household is made up of spies and 
traitors. There are some of the servants 
who love my father well enough to risk 
prison and torture for his sake ; but they 
are but simple, good-natured fellows, who 
could not elude the watch that by this 
time is set to intercept communication." 

My look of wonder was, I suppose, 
expressive enough without the aid of 
words, for Mademoiselle Olinsky came a 
step nearer, and, low and earnestly, said, 
"You have heard of the NihUists ? " 

I had heard—who has not ?—the name 
of that terrible brotherhood, the bugbear 
of successive Czars, whose hidden influence 
is supposed to be devoted to the under
mining of that throne which to a super
ficial observer appears so firm; and I 
assented by a motion of the head. 

"He—the baron—is one of them," said 
Irene, hurriedly. " My father is only too 
good, too unselfish in his views, for the 
associates with whom he acts; but it is 
precisely of such as he — men of rank 
and property—that the Government desire 
to make a severe example. He is at this 
moment in the city, at one of their gather
ings ; and I have received notice that the 
authorities know all, and wiU this night 
make many arrests. Should he be taken— 
my father, I mean—he will receive the 
heaviest sentence that can be inflicted." 

" And that is ? " asked I. 
" Siberia can you doubt it ? " re

turned the girl impatiently, " and for life I 
You, and you alone, Mr. Vaughan, can 
save h im; and even then, you must re
member to ask him to return for my sake, 
not for his own, for he would deem it 
unworthy of him to abandon his friends 
in perU. I can give you the password 
that wiU admit you to the place where 
you wiU find him. I dare not order a 
carriage to be got ready, but you can 
ride, of course, as an Englishman. My 
horse stands ready saddled in the stable, 
and Ghiorghi Gregorovitch, the groom who 
brought the eril news, and who may be 

trusted, will show you a path, shorter than 
the road, by which you may reach Moscow. 
I will not say how grateful I shall be." 

" To serve you, to do your bidding, 
mademoiselle," I replied, and there was 
something in my tone that brought a 
dainty flush of pink into Irene's pale, 
beautiful face, " I would run more risk, 
and endure worse toil, than I shall have to 
confront to-night." 

Ten minutes later I was in the saddle, 
while the trusty Ghiorghi cautiously led 
the way by paddock and coppice to a spot 
whence, from a knoll of rising ground, the 
distant lights of the city could be seen, 

" Your only danger, English lord, is in 
the drifts ! " said the man; " keep to the 
track, you will see it easily ; since—blessed 
be the Panagia !—the moon is high and 
the sky clear, and you'll find that Deers-
foot goes like a wild stag of the steppe," 

I t was a rough ride, but the gallant Cir
cassian horse, floundering through heaped-
up masses of snow, and clearing more than 
one ugly-looking fence with the courage of 
a trained hunter, bore me safely to Moscow, 

" The Tcherny Dvor! " said I to myself, 
as my steed's hoofs rang on the pavement 
at the entrance of the town, and I saw the 
flat caps and gray coats of the soldiers on 
guard, " that I know, and can find Number 
Thirty-seven. The password is ' Holy 
Poverty.' " 

Even as I spoke, I heard the quick, 
stirring caU of a cavalry trumpet. 

" If that does not mean ' boot and saddle,' 
I am strangely mistaken I I trust I may 
not be too late." 

A stranger in a great, straggling city, 
like Moscow, is apt to lose his way, espe
cially by night, and I had hardly reached 
the brandy-shop at the corner of the 
Tcherny Dvor, and given my horse's 
bridle into the hand of one of the sheep
skin-clad idlers who lounged outside it, 
before a party of mounted Cossacks came 
up at a canter, and took up their station in 
front of the public-house, throwing out 
vedettes with sloped lances to right and 
left. I lost no time in groping my way, 
by the aid of the dim lanterns, to the 
house of which I was in quest. Here at 
last was Number Thirty-seven. I knocked 
at the squalid door as directed—thrice. 

The door flew open, and two muffled 
figures seemed to fill up the narrow space. 

" In what name ? " gruffly asked one of 
these janitors. 

" Holy Poverty ! " I answered firmly, 
and they made room for me to pass between 
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them. On I went along a dimly-lighted 
corridor, until I suddenly came to a halt . 
What barred my way was a naked sword, 
the straight, br ight blade of which had its 
edge turned towards me. H e who held i t 
was a man of great stature, cloaked, and 
wearing a black hood and mask, t ha t left 
nothing but the eyes visible. 

"By what right, brother ? " he asked in 
a grave, deep voice. 

" T h e right of Holy Pover ty ," I 
answered. 

" W h a t seek y e ? " demanded the 
guardian, still interposing his weapon. 

"Nothing, which is al l ," I replied, and 
the sword was withdrawn, while two men, 
whom I had not preriously seen, emerged 
from some lurking-place, and ushered me, 
rivilly enough, up a steep and narrow 
stair, through a dark passage, and then 
into a hall blazing with the Hght of many 
torches and candles, and nearly full of 
persons differing much from one another 
in garb and demeanour, for most were in 
peasants' gaberdines, and some in military 
uniform, while a few were in black suits, 
or in the attire of members of the Russian 
Ciril Serrice. About two-thirds of those 
present wore masks, bu t the faces of the 
rest could be seen, and very various they 
were. There was the moujik, whose one 
aspiration in life was to own, in fee simple, 
the bit of land for which he paid ren t ; 
there was the bearded fanatic of some wild 
sect, pining for the day when a synod should 
rule Russia with fire and thumbscrew; there 
was the poet, the discontented noble, the 
ambitions burgher, the Pole with his dream 
that Poland might yet be free, the soldier 
weary of the grinding discipline of the 
ranks. A motley crowd were they, and 
very heterogeneous the motives tha t had 
affiliated them to the all-embracing society 
of the Nihilists. B u t scarcely had these 
reflections occurred to me, before I caught 
sight of Baron Olinsky, occupying a seat 
on a raised platform, and at once hurried 
to his side. 

As I advanced, there was a st i r and 
hum among the crowd. 

" It 's the French delegate we expected,! " 
said one, 

" No, it 's the Belgian fellow of the Inter
national ! " put in another with equal con
fidence, 

" Swede ! Greek ! S p y ! " were some of 
the observations which I overheard, as I 
elbowed my way to the dais where sat the 
baron, one of a group of five or six officials, 
*U of whom, save himself, were masked. 

H e rose from his chair, and came forward 
with an air of well-feigned nonchalance to 
meet me, 

" My young friend," he said in French, 
and in an easy, conversational tone, " do 
you know how many daggers are ready, at 
a word, for your throat ? W e are no play
actors here. The secret societies of Russia 
have an ugly knack of sUencing incon
venient tongues." 

" B a r o n , " I answered, " I have neither 
the wish nor the right to pry into the 
objects of your meeting here. But this " 
—and, as 1 spoke, I handed to him a little 
pearl cross, with a diamond in the centre 
of i t—" proves tha t my intrusion here was 
not prompted by idle curiosity." 

" Irene gave you this—^her mother 's 
favourite ornament ? " said the baron in 
an altered voice. 

" She did," I answered; " and at the same 
time she prayed me, should the token fail, 
to crave your immediate return with me for 
her sake. The precise circumstances of the 
case I am not at liberty to mention." 

Baron Olinsky instantly whispered a 
few words in the ear of the masked man 
who was seated next to him, and then, 
passing his arm through mine, hurried out, 
the guards at the entrance respectfully 
holding back at the sight of the noble-
looking old man. 

Scarcely had we reached the street before 
the barbaric t rumpet of the Cossacks 
sounded shrilly the call, " M o u n t ! " There 
was an immediate stir and clangour along 
the Tcherny Dvor. Then came the roll of 
an infantry drum, the t ramp of feet, and a 
confused hum of voices, resounding through 
the frosty air. 

" W e are betrayed ! " exclaimed the 
baron, turning his head. " B y Heaven, 
they have turned out the whole garrison 
of Moscow ! " he added, as his practised 
ear caught the distant bugle-calls, and the 
heavy tread of troops advancing. " I will 
go back, and warn " 

" I t is too la te ! " I exclaimed, eagerly 
orasping his arm, and almost forcing him 
on; " your presence yonder could do no 
good to your friends, and would be, to 
yourself, sheer ruin. No, sir, for your 
daughter 's sake, and in her name, I must 
urge you to be prudent, and " 

My words were interrupted by the 
crash of shivered woodwork. The soldiers, 
not finding admittance at the house we had 
lately left, were beating in the door with 
repeated blows of their clubbed muskets. 
Luckily, at tha t moment a hired droschko, 
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driven by my young friend the communi
cative coachman of a few days back, came 
slowly past. I haUed the driver, and 
having once seen the baron seated in the 
carriage, pushed my way through the 
gathering crowd to where I had left my 
horse, remounted, giving a rouble to the 
man who held the bridle, and rode off. 

A short half-hour, and we were safe 
beneath the roof of the Chateau Olinsky. 
I say " safe," but only relatively so, for 
on that night the military and police 
swooped down to make what is called in 
official parlance a domicUiary visit to the 
mansion of my host, and the castle was 
ransacked from garret to cellar; but to the 
infinite disgust of the public prosecutor, 
and the chagrin of the treacherous major-
domo, no written evidence of a com
promising character was discovered. The 
authorities were therefore reluctantly un
able to include the baron in the sweeping 
indictment which was drawn against 
the Nihilists captured at the meeting, of 
whom some twenty were transported to 
Siberia, as many sent to serve with the 
Army of the Caucasus; and the rest let off 
with various terms of imprisonment. 

" I t is, however, the emperor's pleasure. 
Baron Olinsky, that you travel for two 
years," said the civil governor, at the 
end of the last lengthy examination to 
which we were subjected; " and for you, 
young sir, the sooner you get back to 
your counting-house in St. Petersburg, 
the better! " 

" W e shall meet again !" said the baron, 
cheerily, as, at parting, he shook me by 
the hand. 

" I hope so," added Irene, her dark 
eyes swimming in tears, as her soft fingers 
coyly returned the pressure of mine. And 
the wish was fulfilled, for am I not now a 
rising man in our prosperous house, known 
at the present day as that of Irvine, Kirby, 
and Vaughan, and is not my wife's name 
Irene ? I ask no questions when we visit at 
the old chateau, or when my father-in-law 
comes to stay with us in St. Petersburg, but 
I imagine that experience has cured the 
baron of his sympathy with the NihUists. 

OUR OPENING DAY. 

FOUR o'clock of the afternoon, in the 
streets of London, on the 8th of February 
of this present year of grace. Everywhere, 
between Charing-cross and Knightsbridge, 
there are to be witnessed those signs 
which surely speak of the gradual subsi

dence of a great popular excitement, A 
huge multitude, broken up at intervals into 
small groups, slowly and languidly straggles 
home. The ceremony of the day is over; the 
storm of enthusiasm has spent itself. But 
the effects of that event are very visible, 
and south-western London is in the grounds 
swell which succeeds the commotion of 
the elements. 

Whence that appearance and what it 
means the intelligent reader wiU, from 
the date above mentioned, have already 
divined. Queen Victoria has to-day opened 
the fourth session of her ninth Parliament, 
and very many of her loyal lieges have 
assisted in some part or other of the cere
mony. Have there been any disloyal Heges? 
I think not; and yet I know not quite what 
to say. Strolling across the Green-park, 
I encounter a moody-looking and mal
odorous pair, some of whose criticisms on 
the monarchical principle I cannot choose 
but hear. One at least of these scowling 
but perfectly harmless democrats I have 
seen once before to-day, and I think once 
even previous to that. His chin is rough 
and stubbly, and of a dirty blue colour, 
with a beard of some days' growth. His 
coat shines in the setting sun with wear 
and grease. He has no linen visible. In 
his mouth is a short pipe, from which 
he discharges jerky blasts of intolerable 
smoke; and, as he leans across the 
iron railings in converse with his com
panion, I see him pointing with the finger 
of scornful menace in the direction of 
Buckingham Palace, The spectacle of 
the charity girls and the Duke of York's 
boys, who have been marched out to catch 
a glimpse of their sovereign, incites him to 
wrath. I hear the words " mockery " and 
" despotism," " tyrant " and " oppressor," 
" p r i n c e " and "flunkey," "reason," "hu
manity," and " republ ic ;" and, as I hear 
them, I know that I have stumbled on my 
old friend the anti-monarchical " working-
man," who never does any work, but who 
fulminates against the Crown at a dis
cussion forum, and who has christened 
his first-born son, Robespierre Cromwell 
Clootz. 

But where did I see him some three 
hours ago ? Ah, I remember. Equipped 
with a special pass from Colonel Hen
derson, I have wandered this morning for 
upwards of two hours in and between the 
crowd, drawn up at each point of the royal 
route in eager expectancy. I have been 
suffered to pass up and down the thorough
fares cleared for Her Majesty's carriage 
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I have mixed with my fellow-men of every 
sort, condition, or degree. I have penetrated 
and moved among the miscellaneous multi
tude between Charing-cross and Palace-
yard, and I have taken careful note of the 
far more select assemblage which has waited 
to welcome royalty from and along the 
Mall to the Horse Guards. I have been 
inrited to drink out of huge pewter pots, 
with whose contents little knots of thirsty 
souls have beguiled the tedious waiting-
time. I have noticed the admirable 
temper of .the populace, and the perfect 
order which has been maintained—thanks 
quite as much to the crowd itself as to the 
mounted myrmidons of Captain Harris, and 
the dragoons, who have varied agreeably the 
sombre monotony of the civilian garb, with 
scarlet and white, gleaming helmet, and 
resplendent cuirass. More than th i s : I 
have been a spectator of several false alarms, 
have heard more than once the cry raised, 
"Here she comes !" when the royal 
cortege was not yet in view, and have been 
weU-nigh deafened by the ringing cheer 
which has been the prompt sequel of the 
mendacious shout. Let me think. Yes, 
there is no mistake. Conspicuous among 
these demonstratively loyal subjects of 
Her Majesty, carried away by that irre
sistible contagion of loyal enthusiasm 
which a great crowd communicates, was 
the terrible republican who is now shaking 
his finger at Buckingham Palace—the 
democratic firebrand of the discussion 
forum, the modem apostle of Marat and 
Tom Paine. Look on this picture and on 
this! Surely I think the contrast between 
the demeanour of my friend, in the morn
ing and the afternoon of the same day, 
may point a useful lesson. I t is this: that 
in England loyalty is a practical and all-
controlling force ; disloyalty, at the worst, 
an unsubstantial and melodramatic sen
timent. 

We carry with us, let the lady or 
gentleman whom I am addressing under
stand, a ticket, conferred upon us by the 
hereditary Lord Great Chamberlain, and 
entitling us to a place in the House of 
Peers on the opening of Parliament by 
Her Majesty, Called upon, by an end
less series of policemen and other officials, 
to show our credentials, we emerge into 
Palace-yard, and so thread our way through 
a dense mass of human beings into West
minster Hall, Up the flight of stone stairs, 
sharp to the left, then up a few more stairs, 
and we are in the lobby, which is a sort of 
vestibule to both Houses of Parliament. 

Here there are more men and women, occu
pying the little space between the marble 
effigies of the political worthies of England. 
An apoplectic-looking old lady fans herself, 
with a pocket-handkerchief, under the 
shadow of Mr. Pitt, who guards the en
trance on the right hand. A weak curate 
shrugs his shoulders and blinks his eyes, 
while above him is the substantial form 
of Charles James Fox, with its protu
berant stomach, outstretched finger, and 
genially-smiling face, Midway between 
the counterfeit presentments of Burke and 
Grattan, is a gentleman, who appears to be 
taking some furtive refreshment from a 
pocket-pistol; while the chivalrous figure 
of Lucius Gary, Viscount Falkland, at the 
other end of the lobby, is the centre of 
a wondering group of perspiring agri
culturists. 

Amid brilliant bursts of February sun
shine, and after more examination of 
tickets, I arrive at last at the bottom of 
the stairs which are to conduct me to my 
post in the House of Lords. Interrogated 
first by a gentleman who might easily 
be mistaken for an elderly diplomatist in 
evening dress, but who is one of the lower 
officials of the House, and secondly by a 
policeman, who talks about peers in an 
indifferent and contemptuous manner, I 
mount the stairs leading to the reporters' 
and the strangers' galleries. At the door 
of the former I am confronted by a 
venerable and familiar figure. He is, in 
point of fact, the janitor of the limited 
space set apart in the chamber of our 
hereditary legislators for the gentlemen 
of the press. The peculiarity of this aged 
functionary, who, no doubt, firmly believes 
himself to be an integral part of the British 
Constitution, is that it takes him exactly 
five years to remember a name or to recog
nise a face, and that, however indisputable 
their claim, he considers it part of his 
duty to regard all applicants for admission 
to the place over which he presides as 
impostors. From the curious way in 
which he examines my ticket, he would 
appear to think that I have deliberately 
forged the signature of Lord Aveland. 
He looks on the document with more than 
suspicion; investigates it through his 
spectacles; shakes his head; says he hopes 
it is all right; stares me hard in the face; 
asks me whether he has not seen me 
before, and finally enquires my patronymic. 
He thinks he does know the name, con
sents to accept my ticket, and so I am at 
length permitted to pass in. 
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I t is exceedingly improbable that the 
building in which we now are has ever 
witnessed so brilliant or interesting a 
sight. The decorative portions of the 
House of Lords, if somewhat barbaric in 
their splendour, are superbly rich and 
handsome. But they require a much 
larger supply of light than they usually 
receive in the month of February to be 
seen to advantage. To-day the sun does 
what a winter sun has seldom done 
before: it lights up the whole splendid 
structure and exercises its influence upon 
the assembled crowd; it inspires the whole 
scene with a lively and cheerful animation. 
Lord Redesdale has not yet made his ap
pearance; but the present aspect of the 
peers' chamber irresistibly suggests the 
protest which that genial nobleman lodged, 
some years ago, against the admission of 
ladies to the galleries of the House, on the 
ground that they made the place look like 
a casino ; a remark which elicited from 
Lord GranviUe the reply, that his noble 
friend was a greater authority than he 
could pretend to be himself on the subject 
of such haunts. " The ladies in Parlia
ment," is a vision which is literally fulfilled 
to-day. Above, below, around, the ladies 
predominate. Not only do they fill the 
galleries usually devoted to their fair pre
sence, they have seized, and rise, tier on 
tier in, the strangers' gallery, and are 
gradually filling the body of the House 
itself. Presently an hereditary legislator 
in the black frock-coat of every-day life, 
looks in at the door; disappears; reap
pears, not unabashed, clad in the ermine 
and scarlet robes of his order. Surely 
that noble lord who has just entered thus 
attired—and who, having first perambu
lated the chambers with a jaunty stride, 
and examined with an air of surprise the 
benches, backless for the occasion and for 
the better economy of space—is none 
other than the distinguished author, whose 
passion for paradox is almost equal to his 
gift of poetry ? Bat to-day the statesman 
and the bard are merged in the squire of 
dames, and the noble author of many de
lightful lyrics assumes the functions of a 
master of the ceremonies. At first he is 
almost alone; presently comes a second 
noble lord, and then a third, then more 
noble lords, and yet more, till the House 
is fairly full of scarlet-clad figures. 

I t is now past one o'clock. As I look 
right opposite me through the two doors 
on either side of the throne, at the other 
end of the House, I can clearly descry the 

passing and repassing of multitudinons 
robes, the waving of plumes, the flashing 
of diamonds. In the last ten minutes a 
decided change has come over the scene 
below me. As in the galleries, so in the 
benches in the body of the Honse, the 
ladies have taken their seats, all of them 
in evening dress, enveloped in opera-
cloaks. The peers are at last gradually 
bringing themselves to an anchor, and the 
buzz of conversation, though not yet 
hushed, perceptibly subsides. The lords 
spiritual, in black satin and white lawn, 
have also come ; but they are not in their 
accustomed place on the right of the 
woolsack. The episcopal benches are, in 
fact, given up, for the nonce, partly to 
ladies, partly to ambassadors ; and the 
bishops are relegated to the seats arranged 
for the occasion in front of the woolsack. 
The casual observer might now say that 
the capacities of the House are exhausted. 
Lord Aveland, dressed, not in the robe 
and ermine of a peer, but in the Windsor 
uniform, walks once or twice round, to see 
whether any additional seats can be found. 
He has scarcely completed his last circuit 
when there suddenly falls a momentary 
silence of interest and suspense on the 
assemblage. Who are they that come in 
scarlet and purple robes, reaching from 
head to foot, and spangled with buttons of 
gold and vermilion, suggestive of some
thing between Roman cardinals and the 
heroes and heroines of the willow-plate 
pattern ? His Serene Excelljency the 
Chinese Ambassador and suite. Of the 
latter some are told off to the galleries 
upstairs, while four take their places on 
the episcopal benches. No apparition of 
the kind has been witnessed before in 
either chamber of the Imperial Parliament 
at Westminster, and the select society 
which fills the House of Lords proceeds 
to devour the legates from the Celestial 
Empire with its gaze. If it were possible 
that this society did so far forget itself, 
I should be tempted to say that the first 
sight of the Chinese Envoy and his satel
lites provoked a distinct laugh. Be that 
as it may, the illustrious mandarins cared 
for none of these things, and examined 
with erident interest and amusement 
everything around them, while, to all 
appearance, remaining sublimely uncon
scious that they were the objects of any 
curiosity themselves. 

Twenty minutes to two. The members of 
the corps diplomatique have taken their 
places, Russian, Austrian, Germaii,Turkiflh, 
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and French representatives have chatted 
pleasantly and interchanged jokes—as if war 
were a word unknown in the vocabulary of 
modern cirilisation, and the Eastem Ques
tion had no kind of existence, Musurus 
Pasha has been greeted with every show of 
cordiality by high-church bishops and other 
Turkish politicians ; and the severe sim
plicity of the costume of the United 
States minister, who wears a plain black 
coat, unadorned by one of those orders 
with which the breasts of his companions 
are ablaze, has eridently been noticed, and 
is as plainly being discussed by feminine 
critics. Behold, another burst of colour. 
The judges in a body, headed by Chief Baron 
Kelly, have trooped in. But is there room ? 
Yes; they can just be squeezed in, close 
to the woolsack, the normal occupant of 
which is on the point of entering. I t wants 
just ten minutes to two, and, before I 
see the Lord Chancellor himself, I catch 
the glitter of the mace-bearer in front of 
him. His lordship, as he takes his seat, 
evidently finds it a tight fit; but he makes 
himself as comfortable as circumstances 
will allow, and chats easily with his neigh
bours, clerical, legal, and lay. 

Seven minutes more have elapsed, it is 
three minutes to two to a second; an 
officer, habited in black, whispers something 
into the ear of Lord Cairns, who rises with 
stately deliberation, and when his atten
dant has shouldered before him the emblem 
of his high office, vanishes through the 
open door on the left of the throne. We all 
know now what is the next stage in the 
proceedings, and no great effort of imagi
nation does it require to picture the scene 
which is being enacted outside the Houses 
of Parliament; the flutter of white hand
kerchiefs which has greeted the Queen 
in her progress down Whitehall, the 
plaudits rung forth from thousands of 
Inngs, the welcome of the Prince of Wales, 
and the keen satisfaction experienced by 
the Prime Minister with a reception almost 
fti hearty as that accorded to the Heir Appa
rent himself—these things I know, rather 
than actually hear. What at the present 
moment I can hear is the low buzz of 
anticipatory talk, and the distant braying 
of trumpets. I know what these far-off 
sounds mean—that the Queen of the 
realm is now close at hand, and that the 
crowning ceremony of the day will not be 
delayed many minutes. Presently the door 
on the right of tho throne, recently shut for 
afew minutes, is flung open, and the Prince 
and Princess of Wales—the former wear

ing a peer's robe—enter. But here, be it 
noticed, his Royal Highness has an ex
ceedingly difficult task to perform. Be
tween the woolsack and the throne—the 
latter usually protected by a railing 
—there is, in the normal condition of 
the House of Lords, an interval of some 
twenty feet. To-day, the woolsack has 
been drawn back to within almost an arm's-
length of the royal seat, and quite close to 
its steps. Notice, therefore, especially the 
skill with which the Prince guides his con
sort through this narrow channel, depositing 
her finally on the woolsack, with her back 
to the Chancellor, and himself in a chair 
on the right of the throne. Meanwhile, 
lords, ladies, and commoners have all stood 
up to greet the future King and Queen of 
England. Now behold the six pursuivants, 
brave in gold and purple; the four heralds, 
in gold and crimson; the equerries and 
grooms in waiting, in number six more ;— 
these head the royal procession. Those 
two gentlemen who follow, clad in the 
ordinary uniform, black and gold, of the 
royal household, are the Comptroller and 
Treasurer, Lord Henry Somerset and Lord 
Henry Thynne. The middle-aged erect 
gentleman, in the attire of the Queen's 
aide-de-camp, is the Duke of Richmond and 
Gordon. Next to him are Colonel Clif
ford, usher of the Black Rod, in a suit of 
mourning, and Garter King-at-Arms, in a 
gorgeous panoply of gold. The Earl-
Marshal and the Lord Great Chamberlain 
follow; and last, immediately before the 
Queen, comes, in his peer's robes, the 
Prime Minister, Lord Beaconsfield himself. 
Aloft he carries that which is miscalled 
the sword, and should rather be described 
as the scabbard, of state. His face is per
fectly expressionless; his step deliberate ; 
not a single muscle in his arm, considerable 
as the tension must be, appears to move. 

But before the Prime Minister has 
assumed his place on the left of the 
throne, an effect of indescribable bril
liance has been witnessed. Her Majesty 
is now inside the House of Lords. Im
mediately on her first entrance the whole 
company stand up. The ladies had pre
riously been observed to be submitting 
their opera-cloaks to some mysterious 
operation; and simultaneously, at the in
stant that they rose from their seats, their 
mantles descended from their shoulders, 
and displayed a glorious " gloss of satin 
and glimmer of pearls" and flashing of 
diamonds. Her Majesty has now traversed 
the strait already described past the wool-
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sack, has shaken hands with the Prince 
of Wales, and has taken her seat on the 
throne with the ermine robe thrown over 
it. On her left are the Princesses Louise 
and Beatrice. The Lord Chancellor stands 
on the right of the Queen, and next to him 
is the Marquis of Winchester—whose per
sonal appearance is remarkable as being 
very strongly suggestive of the type of 
Englishman seen on the French stage— 
bearing the Cap of Maintenance on a 
cushion of crimson velvet. The whole 
space about the throne is densely thronged 
with peers, holding various offices. 

Very slightly does Her Majesty, after 
taking her seat, incline her head. The 
signal is, however, quite intelligible, and 
is interpreted aright. The company once 
more seat themselves, but the ladies do 
not resume their opera-cloaks. Amid a 
breathless silence Black Rod approaches 
the royal presence, and at once retires. 
His mission is to summon the House of 
Commons to the bar of the Peers. Nothing 
could be more impressive than the absolute 
stillness which now prevails. Her Majesty 
sits motionless as a statue. The Prince 
of Wales is equally still and silent. Lord 
Beaconsfield does not relax a line of his 
countenance. This singular suspense lasts 
for five minutes. Black Rod returns, and, 
in the [twinkling of an eye, there comes 
the sound as of a mighty, rushing wind. 
Nearer it gets, and nearer. I t is Her 
Majesty's faithful Commons. The officers 
of the House have found it just possible 
to keep back, by a rather complicated 
machinery of ropes and barriers, the con
course, till the Speaker and the Leader of 
the House have taken their place in the 
reserved box behind the bar, at the side im
mediately opposite the throne. But after 
that, comes the deluge; and the expedient 
of the " ballot," instituted ostensibly for the 
purpose of preventing a crush on these 
occasions, breaks down lamentably. The 
whole thing is a wild stampede, and 
members of the House of Commons, as 
they flock into the presence of their sove
reign, remind one of nothing more than a 
herd of undergraduates wildly rushing into 
the Sheldonian Theatre on Commemora
tion-day. But order is restored, and there 
is once again a deep silence. The Lord 
Chancellor makes an obeisance to his royal 
mistress, and presents to her a paper— 
the Queen's Speech. But Her Majesty 
very slightly shakes her head, on which 
Lord Cairns, drawing himself up to his 
full height, retains the document, spreads 

it open, and begins to read it in a tone 
audible throughout the entire chamber. 
This occupies as nearly as possible ten 
minutes. Her Majesty then leaves the 
throne, and passes from the House with 
the same ceremony that accompanied her 
entrance. The pent-up torrent of general 
talk again bursts forth, the company begin 
to disperse, the kaleidoscopic splendours 
melt away, and the pageant is over. 

A second, and, in many respects, a more 
interesting function is yet to be performed 
to-day. The first debate of the session takes 
place this evening; and before that time a 
new peer has to be formally installed in 
their lordships' house. I reach the House 
of Lords just in time to witness the Earl 
of Beaconsfield—who, by-the-bye, does not 
enter the Robing-room, but retires for 
robing purposes to an apartment specially 
set apart for him—introduced to their 
lordships by the Earls of Derby and 
Bradford. I t is a simple yet not unim
pressive ceremonial. The Prime Minister 
and his two friends are preceded by a little 
procession. The circuit of the chamber is 
twice solemnly made by the group; Lord 
Beaconsfield is presented to the Chancellor 
whom he himself created; and finally 
retires from the chamber by the door on 
the left of the throne, to doff his robes, and 
to reappear, after a few minutes, in the 
plain dress of an English gentleman as 
leader of the House of Lords, In the 
debate that followed. Lord Beaconsfield 
delivered his maiden speech in the Peers, 
and that speech was a success, secured by 
the self-same arts as those which years 
ago won for Mr, Disraeli his ascendancy 
over the House of Commons, 

MY SECOND SCHOOL, 

ONE of the Brothers Smith, in a lively 
essay, exhorted his reader to catch oppor
tunity by the forelock, if ever he found 
himself in the company of a set of 
" wretches " who had never heard of Joe 
Miller, but yet were perfectly capable of 
appreciating him. Such an opportunity 
might never occur again, and the most, 
consequently, ought to be made of it. 
Without the remotest chance of balk or 
hindrance, the man well posted up in his 
" Joe " is bound, if for the first and only 
time in his life, to find himself generally 
amusing. 

I t is not with the slightest suspicion 
that the rare combination of ignorance 
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with appreciativeness to which Mr. Smith 
refers is to be found among the readers 
of ALL THE YEAR ROUND, that I now ven
ture to repeat a very ancient jest. I ward 
off the sneers with which it will be re
ceived, because it singularly symbolises 
the somewhat dismal narrative which will 
presently foUow. 

Well, then: An amateur painter, who 
was repairing his house, told a friend that 
he had been struck by a bright notion. 
The ceiling of his library was very dirty, 
so he purposed to whitewash it, and then 
paint upon it a picture, representing Apollo 
and the nine Muses. The friend, who had 
his own views as to the proficiency of the 
amateur, suggested, as an improvement, 
that the ceUing should be painted first, and 
whitewashed afterwards. 

Of my second school, which was simply 
a day-school, and which I entered at the 
age of ten, I can safely say that it was appa
rently designed to answer the purpose of 
the whitewash in the above story, supposing 
the advice of the friend to have been 
accurately followed. Whatever we had been 
taught at my preparatory school,* the 
second school appeared to have been 
framed with the express purpose of wash
ing out; and in this case, the picture to 
be obliterated was not only not bad, but 
very good. l a m bound, however, injustice 
to say, that I and my fellow-pupUs had 
tolerable memories. Our previous know
ledge was not obliterated. Simply, we 
made no progress. Learning was made 
easy, because ifc was made small. 

Stop ! don't let me be incorrect. Objects 
become somewhat indistinct, when one 
looks at them through a vista of more than 
fifty years, unless one takes great pains to 
secure accuracy. Though we made no 
progress, we made a great show of making 
progress ; and that was something to the 
credit of Dr. Saunders, our reverend pre
ceptor. A dissenting minister of consider
able repute in a suburb of London, in the 
immediate vicinity of that inhabited by 
Mrs. Jackson, he had none of that hatred 
of " Mars, Bacchus, Apollo," to which Lord 
Macaulay refers as prevalent among the 
early Puritans. If he called upon Pater
familias, with the intention of securing 
some young hopeful as a pupil, he would 
roll jauntily in an arm-chair, and talk 
merrily of the achievement of learning 
sixty lines of Horace with a minimum of 

• ALL THE YKAU ROUND, New Series, Vol. 17, 
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labour, if only his method of instruction 
was conscientiously followed. What that 
method was, I never found out ; and 
although, with two or three others, I was 
indubitably at the top of the school, I 
never read any Horace, 

The strict attention paid to the rudi
ments of the English tongue, in a school 
apparently classical, might to some appear 
excessive; and I must own that, having 
been taught under Mrs. Jackson to spell 
quite as correctly as I spell now, I was not 
a Httle surprised when I was requested to 
learn a colunm of three syllables in an 
English spelling-book. Indeed, I was dis
satisfied with the proceeding, and had the 
audacitv to ask Dr. Saunders whether we 
were not going to do any Latin that after
noon. He was openly displeased with the 
question, and told me that if I liked it I 
might pursue my Latin at once, instead of 
getting money by sticking to the spelling-
book. The appeal to the pocket implied 
that, if we had gone through our three 
syllables in a satisfactory manner, we 
might each have received a penny. 

The employment of pence as stimulants 
to the acquisition of a mastery over the 
difficulties of the Latin accidence was re
markable. Dr. Saunders would frequently 
burst into the school-room, arresting atten
tion by smartly striking his desk with his 
cane, and cheerfully crying out : 

" Boys, boys, hear ! Of a most blue pig 
in a most green field! The first who will 
turn that into Latin shall receive a penny ! " 

Responsive shouts were heard on all 
sides, and the first shouter, if correct, duly 
received his penny, which was euphemisti
cally called " merit money." 

I have here to explain that, in spite of 
its spasmodic manifestations, the genial 
offer of merit money was part of a system. 
As quarter-day approached. Trowel, a 
very big boy, appointed to the office by 
the doctor, would walk round the school
room, armed with a pencU and a slip 
of paper, and would ask the pupils 
questions as to the extra items to be in
serted in the bill; how many books they 
had had, and so on. Among the questions 
was one relating to the probable amount 
of merit money. The boy, who had re
ceived his penny at very irregular in
tervals, had not the slightest notion on 
the subject; but the ever-ready Trowel 
would assist his memory by saying : 
" Well, half-a-crown won't bo too much, 
will it ? " The boy thought not ; and 
Trowel pursued his quest elsewhere, 
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sometimes eliciting five Hhilliogs as the 
possible figure. Certain I am that the 
aggregate number of pence, received by 
any one boy during any one quarter, never 
approached half-a-crown. 

When I say that we seemingly did learn 
Greek under the auspices of Dr. Saunders, 
some readers may be of opinion tbat I 
contradict myself. But the opinion wiU 
cease when they learn what an utter sham 
our Greek was. A Scotch element, from 
some unknown reason or other, prevaUed 
in the school. We had Dalzel's Greek and 
Ruddiman's Latin Grammar, whUe our 
contemporaries looked up to Eton—all 
bad enough, when compared with the 
elementary books which, in obedience to 
a German impulse, are constantly pub
lished now. We had, also, Dalzel's Ana-
lecta Minora, made up of presumably 
easy Greek excerpts; but the crack book 
was a Glasgow edition of Anacreon. 

I suppose this book is still in vogue on 
the other side of the Tweed ; for whenever 
I have referred to it in the course of con
versation with North-country friends, I 
have invariably found that they recognised 
the article. I t was a very thin volume, 
clad in that irrepressible sheep-skin which 
was once regarded as the proper clothing 
for spelling-books and Tutors' Assistants, 
and at the bottom of each page was a 
literal prose translation of the Greek above. 

Now, only imagine two years of Greek 
study culminating with Aua(;reon ! There 
is no need to enquire here how far 
the pretty poems, attributed to the old 
debauchee of Teos, are spurious; but any
one who knows anything about the matter 
knows that, if there is one author least 
fitted among others to familiarise a student 
with the peculiarities of the Greek lan
guage, that one is Anacreon. 

But with our Latin, of course, we did 
something. Did we ? As far as I myself 
am concerned, I can safely report that, if 
the Greek I learned was little, the Latin 
was still less. I had learned no Greek at 
Mrs. Jackson's, and I will do Dr. Saunders 
the justice to say that under him I did learn 
the alphabet; but as for Latin, aU I could do 
was to keep up the amount I bad brought 
with me from the preparatory establish
ment. In cultivating the language of Cicero 
—to whom, be it remarked, not the slightest 
allusion was ever made—we were bound 
tight to that eminent classic Eutropius, 
with occasional deviations into the second 
book of Virgil's -^neid, in which latter 
region we were most liberally assisted. 

All respect to Eutropius! Within the 
last few years he has shot up into some
thing like celebrity as the historian who, in 
the most lucid manner, recorded the foun
dation of the Dacian colony by Trajan, to 
which the Roumanians trace their origin • 
and of late the Danubian provinces have 
figured among the threads which are en^ 
tangled in that great knot, the Eastem 
Question, But, half a century ago, there 
were no Roumanians bearing that name, 
and the youth of twelve must have been a 
marvel of geographical erudition if he 
knew anything about Moldavia and Wal-
lachia in connection with ancient history. 
The fact was, Eutropius, stUl known as 
very useful in his way, is remarkably easy, 
and was made even easier by the addition of 
an " ordo; " that is to say, an arrangement 
of the Latin words in English order, placed 
under the proper text, as in the Delphin 
editions. Even this would not do; that 
the task might be easier still, a boy read 
not the text but the " ordo," and this, be 
it repeated, was our crack book. There 
was a vague tradition that somebody had 
once studied Cornelius Nepos; but I set 
that down among the myths of the place. 

Many books were not purchased ; but, 
thanks to the financial genius that per
vaded the establishment, and which, I 
think, was embodied in the person of 
Trowel, some of those that were sold must 
have fetched high prices. The boys, as a 
rule, were of that happy-go-lucky kind 
who, when they quit school, do not care 
to be burdened with reminiscences, but 
leave their books behind them. In that 
case the volumes were invariably sold over 
again; and he was a lucky youth, on 
the fly-leaf of whose Eutropius the 
name of a former school-fellow was not 
inscribed. 

There are many worthy people now 
living who are of opinion that, at our 
"great schools," too much time is expended 
on the study of the dead languages; and 
if they have followed me to this point 
they are probably admiring Dr, Saunders 
for the quantity of sound useful know
ledge that he diffused, whUe thus lightly 
skimming over the surface of Greek and 
Latin, If so, they are egregiously mis
taken. If the reverend doctor aspired 
to anything besides the reputation of a 
popular preacher, ifc was to the character 
of a promulgator of classical lore. No 
head master at Eton or Harrow, in the 
good old days, had stronger views in this 
matter than he. We all, indeed, learned 
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writing and arithmetic under the guidance 
of an authorised assistant, but when some 
ill-fated wretch was compeUed, at the 
request of his ignoble parents, to solve a 
few problems in Bonnycastle's Geometry, 
I weU recoUect with what contempt the 
pursuit was regarded by his feUows, Geo
metry was all very weU for a future 
carpenter, but what possible interest could 
be taken in it by any one who aspired to 
the character of a gentleman ? Of course 
the vulgar science fell into the province 
of the assistant, for never wotdd the 
august Dr. Saunders have been seen vrith 
a pair of base mechanical compasses in 
his hands. Did they think highly of 
mathematics at Cambridge ? If so, so 
much the worse for Cambridge. 

Bat the royal road to French discovered 
by the Rev. Dr. Saunders was a master
piece. Two of us were placed side by side 
at a desk, with an old-fashioned French 
novel (warranted harmless) before us. 
This we were expected simply to puzzle 
out together, without being subject to 
any examination, either by the doctor, or 
by any other third party. That, in this 
irresponsible position we ever looked at 
the novel at all is to me a matter for 
marvel, but, most assuredly, we did so; 
though, it must be owned, the narrative 
was frequently interrupted by conver
sation on our own private affairs. On one 
occasion, the illicit discourse was inter
rupted by the doctor, who, with consider
able ingenuity had contrived to place 
his head, unobserved, between ours, and 
harshly commented on our abuse of the 
trust with which we were so handsomely 
and so unacademically honoured. We 
mildly pleaded that the novel was " dry," 
and — wonder of wonders ! — when we 
returned to the school-room after the 
half-hour spent in the play-ground habi
tually conceded to the boys in the 
course of a day, which lasted from about 
half-past nine to one, our plea was 
thought feasible, and the triumphant 
doctor placed before our eyes the more 
amusing Hermann of Unna, a work trans
lated from the German, and of which 
an English version was eagerly read at a 
time when Mrs. Anne Radcliffe was at the 
height of her popularity, I am able to 
affirm that we did find this book more 
entertaining than its predecessor. On 
what ground, with our very imperfect 
mastery over tho French tongue, we 
found one book more amusing than 
another, I can't conjecture. 

Even our studies of the vernacular were 
sometimes pursued after a laissez-aller 
fashion, which scarcely accorded with the 
importance attached to them. Dr. Saunders 
had an aged father-in-law, who had cut 
off whatever communication was left 
between himself and the outer world by 
taking strong and frequent pinches of 
coarse black rappee, and this respectable 
but somewhat dingy gentleman was occa
sionally entrusted with the superintend
ence of a body of readers. One day, I 
observed from a distance that the boys, 
who were ostensibly reading by turns 
Goldsmith's Abridged History of Rome, 
were aU shaking with laughter, which 
they scarcely attempted to suppress, but 
which was utterly unnoticed by their 
auditor. What could it mean ? To my 
delight I was summoned to take a place 
in the class, and the boy whom I found 
next to me immediately solved the mystery 
by whispering into my ear: 

" Such fun! Whenever a word ends 
with * ing,' say ' ink ' instead. We're all 
doing it, and he don't fiind it out." 

I entered at once into the scheme, which 
was, indeed, productive of much amuse
ment. When we had to utter such words 
as " approachink " or " considerink," the 
mirth was mild; but when it fell to the 
lot of one fortunate youth to state that 
Tarquin was " Kink " of Rome, there was 
almost a roar. Still our excellent old 
gentleman never discovered that anything 
abnormal had occurred ; and, when we 
were dismissed, no doubt he confessed, in 
his inward heart, like England in the old 
sea-song, " That every man that day had 
done his duty." 

As might be supposed, corporal punish
ment was not muda in vogue at a school 
so extraordinarily lax in discipline. What 
would have been the fate of the audacious 
"kink-maker" under the rule of Mrs. 
Jackson I dread to conjecture. But the 
learned doctor did not wholly ignore the 
use of the cane, though it might be ob
served that this was regulated rather by 
the state of the doctor's own temper 
than by the degree of a boy's delin
quency. One peculiarity showed at least 
that he had studied his Roman history to 
some advantage, and had taken tho elder 
Brutus for his model. Among the pupils 
were his two sons; and if ever the 
cane was in requisition with an excep
tional vigour, what clouds of dust rose 
from the jackets of those devoted lads! 
j{ ^Q—chosen few—who stood at the 
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head of the classical scholars, had been 
passed into the first part of the -^neid, we 
should at once have been reminded of the 
illustrious Trojan concealed in a cloud by 
his divine mother. But we knew of no 
book but the second. 

All things considered, I am of opinion 
that, if any of the pupils at the academy 
which I have tried to describe, and of 
which I saw the end, are alive now, they 
still look back with a kindly feeling upon 
the figure of Dr. Saunders himself. His 
notions of instruction were detestable ; 
but, in spite of occasional outbursts of 
anger, he was essentially a good-natured, 
kindly man, endowed with much native 
humour; and, in his most cheerful moods, 
he loved to tell droll stories that would 
make the benches rock with laughter. 
And as for his gloomier moments, it must 
be remembered that he had a very large 
family, and that he was very poor. 

WHAT HE COST HEU 
BY JAMES PAYN, 

IR MAS8INGBER] 

"HALVES," Ac. 

AUTHOR 0 » " L O S T SIR MASSINGBERD," " AT HER MERCY,' 

CHA1>TEII XXXIII. SENTIMENT AT LETTER Z. 

NOTWITHSTANDING the commissary's in
vitation, and Ella's eager acceptance of it, 
Gracie and she did not go to Woolwich 
for some time. No day was actually 
appointed for the visit, and in the mean
time Ella " went out " a good deal, taking 
her friend with her. She had a feverish 
desire for society, and carried black Care 
about with her to many a gay scene, 
which she probably enjoyed even less than 
Gracie, who had just then but little heart 
for them. From Lady Elizabeth's par
ticular coterie Mrs. Cecil Landon was ex
cluded, for reasons with which we are ac
quainted ; but the very rumours that \f ere 
in circulation about her made her all the 
more popular elsewhere. Among outside 
circles her story had grown (by the pro
cess which is known in our drawing-rooms 
as " tradition ") into quite the dimensions 
of a romance. I t was said that she had 
been attached, before her marriage, to 
Mr, Whymper - Hobson, whose poverty 
had alone forbidden their union; and 
that, after his too-late accession of for
tune, he had paid her marked attention, 
and been, in consequence, thrown into 
the Thames by her husband. Moreover, 
that that gentleman, unsatisfied by this 
act of vengeance, was stUl in dudgeon 

as respected his vrife's conduct, and had 
as good—or bad—as abandoned her. 
Under these circumstances we may ima
gine how great an attraction was this 
beautiful and forlorn young woman to 
all fashionable circles. One distinguished 
personage, a rival of Lady Elizabeth's as 
a caterer for the public pleasure, actually 
hit upon the plan of inviting Mr, Whymper-
Hobson and Mrs. CecU Landon to her 
house upon the same evening, "just to 
see how they would behave." In the 
same spirit do the barbarian princes of 
the East introduce in their arenas wild 
animals that have every reason to shun 
one another, and take pleasure in their 
pain. The exhibition was a faUure; for 
just as in the Eastern spectacles the tiger 
will sometimes turn tail at the sight of 
some meek horned creature, so did this 
supposed Don Juan flinch and shrink 
from Ella's presence, whose splendid "ox 
eyes " seemed to be unaware of his exist
ence, as she swept by him as majestic as 
Juno. 

"You behaved most admirably, my 
dear," said Lady Greene—whose active 
partisanship in Ella's cause was doing 
her, at least, as much harm as good; " and 
in a manner that does you infinite credit. 
Some women in your position, slandered 
as you have been, and deserted—well, I 
won't say deserted, but neglected, by her 
husband—would have made a point of 
encouraging young Hobson." 

" Indeed," said Ella, with superb con
tempt. 

" I don't mean to say that it would have 
been justifiable," explained her ladyship; 
" b u t that it would have been human 
nature. I am truly glad to see that you 
are above it, my dear." 

But, alas ! poor Ella was very human, 
though her humanity did not exhibit itself 
in the direction indicated. Mr. Whymper-
Hobson was as indifferent to her, and as 
much beneath her notice, as the pattern 
of the carpet she trod upon; but that 
" neglect which was almost desertion ' of 
her husband was wearing away her very 
heart. I t was now. three weeks since 
he had left home for the second time, 
and not a line had she had from him. 
That she had not written to him was 
scarcely to be wondered at. What could 
she write? What argument could she 
urge—what tender plea could she express 
which she had not used already in vain r 
Moreover, she was under the great dis
advantage of not knowing what was his 
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real attitude towards her. That he was 
studiously and purposely neglectful of her 
was now certain; but was he absolutely 
hostile? If not, would not any strong 
remonstrance—and in no other style could 
she have brought herself to write —be 
likely to drive him to hostility. She did 
not even know, exactly, where he was. 
The address, "Eagle Hotel, Wellborough," 
would find him, doubtless, but by no 
means it seemed at once. She had learnt 
that much from his father. 

Mr. Landon, senior, had called one day, 
evidently in utter ignorance of the rela
tions between his daughter-in-law and her 
husband, and asked her, " What the deuce 
had become of Cecil ? " He had written 
to him twice, it appeared, upon some 
pressing matter of business and received 
no reply. Then an answer had come from 
Wellborough, stating that he had been 
detained " in the S o u t h ; " but without 
any explanation of the causes of his de
tention. 

" What does he mean by * in the South,' 
confound h i m ? " said the old gentleman, 
petulantly; " he talks as if he were a ship 
becalmed in the tropics. Where has he 
been, and what is he doing with himself ? " 

" I know nothing about him," was Ella's 
quiet reply. 

" Nothing about him ? Nothing about 
your own husband ? " 

Then the old gentleman gave a gasp 
which ended in a prolonged whistle. 

" I will run down to Wellborough 
myself," said h e ; " I think it wiU be 
better, my dear, than your going." He 
spoke with an evident effort at indifference, 
but the very tenderness of his tone had a 
cruel significance. 

" I think it would be much better," 
returned Ella, coldly. 

The old gentleman was a man of action, 
and started that very day. " I wonder 
who she is ? " was what he kept saying 
to himself throughout the journey, un
conscious that his idea was a plagiarism. 
The next evening he was back again, and 
drove from the station straight to his 
daughter-in-law's. His face was gloomy 
and stem until he saw her, when it 
brightened up a little. 

" Well, my dear, I am glad to say that 
niatters are not so bad as I almost sus
pected they might have been. No one at 
least has robbed you of your husband's 
affections." 
' " It is no matter, since they are gone," 

auawered she bitterly. 

" Do not let us say that, EUa. They are 
temporarily alienated, but that, I sincerely 
trust, is all. All married people have 
their quarrels, and there are generaUy 
faults on both sides. Of course your 
marrying him under false pretences—I 
mean under an assumed name—was a very 
serious matter." 

" That has been forgiven, Mr. Landon. 
I do not defend it, and I did not to Cecil 
himself; and he forgave me. He may 
make use of it now as an excuse for his 
cruelty, but he has some other motive 
for it." 

" Well, it isn't what we feared it was, 
at all events. CecU has his quarters 
at the inn at Wellborough—I made in
quiries about all that—when he is not 
down at the branch establishment farther 
south. I t is my impression that he is in 
the sulks, and that is aU. We had some 
very sharp words between us about his 
behaviour to you, and I spoke my mind, I 
promise you. The result is that we have 
not parted on the best of terms." 

" I am sincerely sorry for that, Mr. 
Landon." 

" I am sure you are ;" but after aU it is 
you who are most to be pitied. I think 
Cecil is acting very ill, and I told him so. 
If he is reaUy stUl troubled about the cir
cumstances of your marriage, as I strove 
in vain to convince him, it is his duty to 
have the ceremony performed again." 

" Never," cried Ella, with glowing face. 
"Tha t would be an admission which I 
would never stoop to make. CecU is right 
there, however wrong he may be elsewhere. 
The marriage is perfectly legal, and he 
knows it." 

" I hope so ; for, as I told him, if he 
doubted it, and yet was averse to adopt 
the remedy, he was a regular Henry the 
Eighth—a feUow that seeks an excuse to 
get rid of his wife, just because he is 
tired of her. Not," added the old gentle
man hastUy, " tha t Cecil can be tired of 
you; there is no parallel so far, though I 
pushed it with him still farther. ' Why, 
one would reaUy think, sir,' said I, * that 
there was some Anne Boleyn in the case, 
for whom you vrished to exchange Ella.' 
That put Cecil's back up at once—so you 
may be sure he had nothing of the sort in 
his mind—and we fell out in good eamest. 
I don't care, however, comparatively speak
ing, about his cutting up rough with me; 
we have agreed to differ npon other sub
jects before this, as you know; but I am 
ashamed at his behaviour towards you, 
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Ella. 'Don ' t you imagine,' said I, ' tha t 
because you are my son, I shall take your 
p;irt against your own lawful wife, when I 
know you are in the wrong.' " 

" You are a jusfc man, Mr. Landon, and 
I thank you," returned Ella with dignity. 
" Your son, unhappily, is not just—at least, 
in this matter—and you have failed, as I 
expected you to fail." 

" Still it's only a matter of time, my 
dear," said the old gentleman soothingly; 
" it is impossible that he can keep away very 
long from such a home as this, and such 
a wife as you; it's not in human nature. 
He'll be coming back soon, I'll warrant 
you, quite penitent and tractable, like the 
prodigal son in the scriptures." 

" H e will not find me here after to
morrow, as I am going to stay at Wool
wich," said Ella quietly, 

" Indeed ! Cecil did not seem to be 
aware of that ." 

" Probably not, as I have not told him," 
answered Ella quietly. " No communica
tion has passed between us since he left. 
I am going to stay with Gracie and her 
father." 

" But if he comes home," suggested the 
old gentleman, " and finds you gone, won't 
that be a little awkward ? " 

" I f he comes home, he will probably 
write beforehand, and his letter will be 
forwarded to me ; if not, the ' awkward
ness ' will be of his own making." 

The old gentleman said no more, but 
looked distressed and troubled. If he 
had found obstinacy in Cecil, he had found 
an equal resolution not to yield in Ella; 
and it augured Ul for the result. His 
tidings, however, had not, in fact, been 
wholly unwelcome to the neglected wife. 
I t was a secret relief to her to be assured 
that CecU's conduct, however caused, was 
not dictated by an unworthy attachment 
for another woman. She felt more charit
able and less hard towards him, notwith
standing his cruel silence, than she had 
done for weeks. Perhaps her leaving 
home conduced to this. If her married 
life had been but short, it had been, upon 
the whole, and until the last few months, 
a happy one. The roof that she was now 
about to quit—alas ! without him—was 
still a sacred one to her. She had not 
been able to exile from her heart the memo
ries of vanished joys, and this had been the 
home of them. There was many a tender 
tie to be snapped yet, before she could play 
that independent role she had mapped out 
for herself, with ease, or, at least, vrithout I 

the consciousness that she was acting a 
parfc 

" W e are wiser than we know," says 
the poet, and he might have added that 
we are more gentle-hearted also. 

I t was Gracie's wish to precede her 
friend by, at all events, a few days to 
Woolwich; Officers' Quarters, letter Z, had 
never presented a very attractive appear
ance even in her poor mother's time; and 
now that they had been so long without 
female superintendence, they must needs 
require some looking to before they could 
be pronounced ready for the reception of 
any guest, far less such a one as EUa, who 
was accustomed to have everything so 
nice about her. Gracie had little pride, 
and less pretence, in her composition; but 
she was naturally desirous to make what 
domestic preparation she could for her 
friend. On the other hand, Ella besought 
her so piteously not to leave her even for a 
day to the companionship of her own 
thoughts, that she felt compelled to give 
way to her, and the two young women left 
town together. 

The commissary himself happened to 
be engaged on some official duties at the 
hour of their arrival, so there was no one to 
welcome them. The first entrance into 
what had been her mother's home—though, 
alas! an unhappy one—was a trial for 
Gracie; she had pictured to herself the 
empty chair in the bow-window, and the 
little table on which, while her fingers 
could stiU obey her will, the invalid was 
wont to work. But a still sharper pain 
than she had apprehended seized her heart 
when she found that all these sad relics 
had disappeared. *' Many men, many hearts," 
is as true a proverb as " Many men, many 
minds." It is impossible to decide for 
others on a question of the affections: 
whether it is better, for example, when 
one has lost some dear one, that all that 
belonged to him should be removed and 
kept out of sight, or whether they should 
be left, as usual, to in time become common 
things. The latter is, of course, the easier 
method, and it might therefore have been 
concluded that the commissary would 
have taken it. His enemies would have 
said that he could have borne the spectacle 
of these " trivial fond records " with con
siderable philosophy, and that it was not 
Hkely that he would take much trouble to 
spare his daughter's sensibUities. • But in 
this case it seemed the good commissary 
was wronged. The house had been re
arranged throughout, and, it must be con-
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fessed, for the better. The mother-of-
pearl glories of the drawing-room indeed 
remained; the " Abbey by MoonHght" on 
the sofa back, and "Windsor Castle by 
Night," on the conversation-chair, still 
gleamed with lirid splendour; but the rest 
of the rooms had been refurnished, and 
not without some taste. 

"Why, my dear Gracie, this is quite 
palatial! " said Ella, with a touch of the 
old sense of fun that had won CecU's 
heart almost as much as her beauty. 
"Your father has actually gone in for 
art;" and indeed there was a picture of a 
ship at sea over the dining-room side
board, the gorgeous frame of which exacted 
involuntary homage from every eye. 

" Y ^ , " answered Gracie gravely. " I 
have no doubt papa has done it for the 
best; but it seems to me—just at first— 
that I should have preferred things to be 
as they were." 

Ella felt she had struck a sad note, and 
was not sorry that at that moment her Uncle 
Gerard made his appearance. I t relieved 
her from embarrassment as respected her 
friend, and, besides, she wished to have her 
meeting vrith the colonel independent of 
the commissary. Gracie guessed that she 
desired to be alone with him, and almost 
immediately left the room. 

"WeU, Ella, I am delighted to see 
you back at Woolwich, my dear, though 
I should have preferred receiving you 
under the old roof ; but I have parted 
with the cottage, as you know, and gone 
back to barracks. Diogenes is in his tub 
again." 

" I know ifc, my dear uncle. I hope you 
are aU the happier for not having a self-
wiUed niece to plague you ? " 

"No, Ella, I can't say that," retumed 
he tenderly. " I miss you sadly. But 
what does it matter; a few more years, and 
then—why, damme, I shall have wings 
instead of epaulettes; I shall be an 
angel! " 

EUa could not restrain a smile; she had 
not seen, or at all events heard, anybody 
so funny as the colonel for many a day. 
Yet perhaps the smile was forced, since 
he went on: " You look as beautiful as 
ever, but not so bright and gay. What is 
it, my d e a r ? " 

"Oh, nothing, uncle, I am a sober 
matron now, remember, and not the 
thoughtless girl you knew me." 

" And niore's the pity. I like thought-
leas girls; and I am afraid it is only the 
thoughtless ones that like me," 

The colonel sighed. I t was a bad sign 
with him, when he sighed, and did not 
swear. 

" When a man has reached my time of 
life," he continued, " the gout is his only 
companion; he must expect the blues, 
Ella. But you—you are stiU a chUd in 
years, and your face should show no care; 
yet care is there. What's wrong, my 
girl ? " ^ 

" There is nothing absolutely wrong, 
uncle," answered she with a sudden flush; 
"nothing, at aU events, that can be 
bettered by our talking about it." 

"Does Landon treat you Ul, Ella? I 
never liked him—damn the fellow! " 

" Uncle Gerard, for shame ! " cried she; 
" I wUl not listen to such words. You 
forget that Cecil is my husband ? " 

" So I did ; I'U hold my tongue. I was 
only about to reiterate an opinion of mine, 
that you have heard me express before; 
so you will lose nothing. Only, if ever 
you want a friend—if any man should do 
you a wrong, Ella, husband or not—so 
help me Heaven I'U put a bullet through 
h i m ! " 

" You would do anything you could to 
serve me in your way, I know, uncle," 

"Yes, anything in my way, EUa; or, 
for that matter, out of it, if you'll only 
show me how. Blood is thicker than 
water; and besides," added he hastily, 
struck doubtless by the remembrance of 
how very thin it was in certain cases, " I 
love you on your own account, niece." 

" There have been great changes here," 
said Ella, pointing to the new furniture 
and the gorgeous marine picture: the 
colonel had found the ladies, as it hap
pened, in the dining-room. " The com
missary seems to have had a fit of 
extravagance which surprises me." 

" He knows what he's about generally," 
observed the colonel with significance, 
" and he thinks he knows always ; but we 
shall see." 

" I don't understand you, my dear 
uncle." 

"Why, it's the De Horsingham has 
done it all, or has caused him to do it. 
You have heard of the woman, of 
course r 

" The De Horsingham! " said EUa, 
looking both surprised and alarmed. 

" W h a t ! don't you know ? Oh ! it's 
all right so far. The lady is a pUlow of 
snow—I mean a pillar. But do you mean 
to say he has never mentioned her ? Why, 
my dear girl, she has metamorphosed the 
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commissary. He has become quite a lady's 
man." 

" She is the governess at the com
mandant's, is she not ? " observed Ella, 
recalling, for the first time, what Mr. 
Whymper-Hobson had said of the lady 
on their way to the picnic. So many 
events—and such sad ones—had happened 
in the interim, that she had never given 
her another thought. 

" Yes; but she is said t o . have some 
money of her own ; to teach only becausie 
she likes young people; which a cei'tain 
friend of ours, not given to credulity in a 
general way, has chosen to believe. She 
painted that picture of the ship in a storm 
herself, and he thinks it's a masterpiece. 
I t 's so far like, as I took the liberty of 
telling him, that it makes me sick to look 
at i t ; but he sticks to his own opinion." 

" But do you mean to say, uncle, that 
this man—the commissary—is already 
thinking of marrying again ? " 

" I should say he thought of nothing 
else," answered the colonel coolly. " She 
is a fine woman, there is no doubt of that ; 
and if she really has got money it is 
natural that he should be anxious not to 
let her slip through his fingers. I know 
what you would say, *the funeral baked 
meats, 'and so forth; indeed, I ventured 
upon that quotation myself, but he replied 
that Hamlet's mother only showed a wise 
economy. The commissary's independence 
of public opinion is, I have always main
tained, a fine trait in his character; it 
rises to sublimity." * 

" I think he ought to rise to sublimity 
—with a rope round his neck," said Ella, 
vrith indignation. 

" My friend, and your host—and be 
hanged to him, eh ? " said the colonel, 
comically. "Tha t is the female view of 
the case, no doubt; nine-tenths of the 
ladies here are agreed with you. On the 
other hand, if it is a compliment to a 
wife, as it undoubtedly is, that her hus

band should marry again after her death, 
the sooner he does it the greater comph-
ment he confers. The poor commissary as 
a widower is inconsolable; as a husband 
he hopes to be once more a happy man. 
What does it matter to anybody but him
self and the De Horsingham ? " 

" I think it would matter a great deal to 
Gracie. I t would be simply an outrage 
upon her mother's memory if her father 
married within the year." 

" A year and a day, my dear Ella. If we 
are to be so very particular, let's have the 
thing correct. Now you astonish me—a 
clever sensible woman, and married too—in 
taking this conventional line. I t is nothing 
to me, you know. If I have a wish in the 
matter, it is that my friend should not 
make a fool of himself, because the De 
Horsingham wUl, I know, object to my 
smoking in this room. But if I was he I 
should please myself," 

" I am thankful to say you are not he, 
nor anything like him. But surely, Gracie 
knows nothing of this ? " 

" I can't say, but I should think nCt. 
You see her absence from home has been 
some sort of excuse to the poor commissary 
for going into society, and in fact for 
cultivating relations with the lady iu 
question. And as you induced her to leave 
her home, you have yourself a share of 
the blame. Under the circumstances I 
think you should at least not interfere. 
Gracie is old enough to fight her own 
battles, should fighting be necessary. I 
really think a certain reticence is imposed 
upon you, at all events until you see the 
way the cat jumps—I mean how the De 
Horsingham behaves herself," 

" Of course, I shall say nothing to 
Gracie, unless she speaks to me upon the 
matter." '•'•'' 

" A very right conclusion, and arrived 
at in the very nick of time, dear Ella, for 
I see the gallant commissary coming through 
the square." 

END OF THE SEVENTEENTH VOLUME. 

Pnblished at the OflElce, 26, Wellington St., Strand. Printed by CHABUIS DICKWTS t KTAJS, Crystal Palace Press. 




