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M OLLY B A W N .
BY THE AUTHOR OF “ PHYLLIS. ”

“ Oh ! Molly Baw n, w hy leave m e pimug, 
All lonely w aiting here for you .”—Old Song

C H A P T E R  X V III.

“ These violent delights have violent ends,
And in their trium ph die, like fire and pow

der.”
— R o m e o  a n d  J u l i e t .

“ Tbat is th e w ay w ith  you m en ; you don’t un
derstand us—you cannot.”

— C o u r t s h i p  o f  M i l e s  S t a n d i s h .  

W h eth er it is because of M arcia’s dem eanor 
tow ards Mr. B uscarle t or th e  u n u su al excel
lence of th e  w eather no one can  te ll, bu t to 
n ig h t M r. A m herst is in  one of h is  choicest 
moods.

E ach  of h is  rem arks  outdoes th e  la st in 
brilliancy  of conception, w hilst all ten d  in  one 
d irection and  show a  laudable  desire to  touch  
on open wounds. E v en  th e  presence of h is  
chosen in tim ate , th e  lawyer, who rem ains to 
d in n e r and  an  uncom fortable evening  a fte r
w ards, h a s  n o t power to stop h im , though  Mr. 
B uscarlet does all in  h is  knowledge to concil
iate h im , and  fags on wearily th ro u g h  his 
gossiping conversation  w ith  an  ardo r and  
such an am oun t of stay ing  power as ra ises 
adm ira tion  even in  th e  b reast of M arcia.

All in  vain. T he  little  black dog has se t
tled down on th e  old g en tlem an’s shoulders 
w ith a  vengeance and  a  de term ination  to see 
it ou t w ith th e  guests  no t to  be shaken.

Poor Mr. P o tts  is th e  victim  of th e  hour. 
T hough why, because he is enraged w ith 
M arcia, M r. A m herst should  expend h is  v io 
lence upon th e  w retched P lan tag en et is a 
m a tte r for speculation. H e leaves no stone 
u n tu rn ed  to bring  down condem nation on th e  
head of th is  poor you th  and  destroy  h is  peace 
of m in d ; b u t fo rtunately  P lan tag en et has 
learned the  happy  knack of “ ducking” m en 
ta lly  and  so le ttin g  all hostile  m issiles fly 
h arm less over h is  rosy  head.

A fter d inner M r. D arley good-naturedly 
suggests a  gam e of bezique w ith h is  host, b u t 
is snubbed, to th e  g rea t grief of those  assem 
bled in  th e  draw ing-room . T hereupon  D ar
ley, w ith an  a ir of relief, takes up  a  book aud 
re tires  w ithin him self, leaving M r. B uscarle t 
to come once m ore to  th e  front.

“  You have heard , of course, abou t th e  Wy- 
b u rn s  ?”  he says, addressing  M r. A m herst. 
“  T hey  are  very m uch cu t up  abou t th a t  sec
ond boy. H e h a s  tu rn ed  ou t such  a fail
u re  ! H e m issed h is  exam ination  again la st 
week.”

“  I  see no cause for wonder. W h at does 
W yburn  expect? A t sixty-five he  weds a 
silly ch it of n ine teen  w ithou t an  earth ly  idea 
in  h e r head, an d  th en  d ream s ot giving a g e 
n iu s  to th e  world ! W h en ,” says M r. A m herst, 
tu rn in g  h is  gaze freely upon  th e  devoted 
P o tts, “ m en  m arry  la te  in  life th ey  always 
beget fools.”

“  T h a t’s m e ,” says Mr. P o tts , addressing  
Molly in  an  u n dertone , u tte rly  unbashed. 
“  My fa the r m arried  a t six ty  and  m y m other 
a t twenty-five. In  m e you behold th e  fatal 
re su lt.”

“  W ell, w ell,” goes on Mr. B uscarle t, h a s ti
ly, w ith a  view of checking th e  sto rm . “ I 
th in k  in th is  case i t  was m ore id leness than  
w ant of b ra in .”

“ My dear B uscarlet, did you ever h e a r  of a 
dunce whose m o the r did no t go abou t im 
pressing  upon people how idle th e  dear boy 
was? Id le  ! Poor ! lack of in te llect 1”

“  A t all events, th e  W yburns a re  to  be 
pitied. Tiie e ldest son’s m arriage w ith  one 
so m u d i b enea th  h im  was also a  sad  blow.” 

“ W as i t?  O thers  endure  like blows and  
m ake no com plaint. I t  is qu ite  th e  com m on 
and  regu lar th in g  for th e  child  you have n u r
tu red  to grow up and  em bitte r your life in  
every possible way by m arry ing  against your 
w ishes or o therw ise b ring ing  down disgrace 
upon your head. I  have been specially blessed 
in  m y children  and  g randch ild ren .”

“ J u s t  so, 110 d oub t—no doub t,” says Mr. 
B uscarle t. nervously. T here  is a m eaning 
sneer abou t the old m a n ’s lips.

“  Specially blessed,” he repeats. “  I  had  
reason to be p roud of th em . E ach  child  as 
he o r she m arried  gave m e fresh  cause for 
joy. M arcia’s m o ther was a n  Ita lia n  d ance r.” 

“  She was an  actress ,” M arcia interposes, 
calm ly, no t a line  of d isp leasure , no t the  fa in t
e st trace  of anger, discern ib le in  h e r  pale face. 
“  I  do n o t recollect having ever h eard  she 
danced .”

“  P robably she suppressed th a t  fact. I t  
hard ly  adds to one’s respectability . P h ilip ’s 
fa th e r was a spend th rift. H is son develops day 
by day a  very du tifu l desire to  follow in  h is  
footsteps.”

“  Perhaps I  m igh t do w orse,” Shadwell re 
plies, w ith a little  aggravating laugh . “  A t all 
events he  was beloved.”

“  So he w as—while h is  m oney lasted.
E lean o r’s fa th e r ”

W ith  a sudden, irrepressib le  s ta r t, Molly 
rises to  h e r  feet and, w ith  a ra th e r  w hite face, 
tu rn s  to h e r g randfa ther.

“  I  will th a n k  you, g randpapa, to say n o th 
ing against m y fa th e r,” she says, in  tones so 
low, ye t so fu ll of d ign ity  and  indignation , 
th a t  the  old m an actually  pauses.

“  H igh tragedy ,” says he, w ith a  sneer. 
“ W hy, you are all w rongly assorted . T he 
actress should  have been your m other, 
E lean o r.”

Y et i t  is  noticeable th a t  he  m akes no 
fu rth e r a ttem p t to  s ligh t th e  m em ory of the  
dead M assereene.

“ I  sh an ’t  be able to stand  m uch  m ore of 
th is ,”  says M r. P o tts , presen tly , com ing be
h ind  the  lounge on w hich sit L ady  Stafford 
and  Molly. “  I shall infallibly blow ou t a t 
th a t  obnoxious old person, or else do some 
th in g  equally  rep rehensib le .”

“  H e  is a  perfect b ear,”  says Cecil, angrily . 
“  H e is a  wicked old m a n ,” says M olly, still 

trem bling  w ith  ind ignation .
“  H e is a  jolly old snook,” says M r. P o tts. 

B u t as n e ith e r of h is  lis teners  know w hat he 
m eans, they  do n o t respond.

“  L e t u s do som eth ing ,”  says P lan tagenet, 
briskly.

“ B u t w hat ? W ill you sing for us, M olly? 
M usic h a th  charm s to soothe th e  savage 
b reast.”

“  I t  would take  a  good deal of m usic to 
soothe ou r bete no ir ,” says P o tts . “  Besides 
— I  confess i t—m usic is n o t w hat A rtem us 
W ard would call m y forte. I  d on ’t  unders tand  
it. I  am  like th e  m an  who said he  only knew 
two tu n es  in  th e  world, one was God save th e  
Queen, and  th e  o th e r—w asivt. No, le t u s do 
som eth ing  active-*-som etliing u n u su al— som e
th in g  wicked.”

“  If  you can suggest an y th in g  likely to  a n 
swer to  your descrip tion , you will m ake m e 
your friend  for life,” says Cecil, w ith solem 
n ity . “  I  feel bad .”

“  Did you ever see a  devil ?” asks M r. P o tts, 
in  a  sepulchral tone.

“  A w hat ?” exclaim  Cecil nnd M olly, in  a 
b reath .

“  A devil,” repeats  he , unm oved. “ I  don’t 
m ean  our own p a rticu la r old gen tlem an , who 
h a s  been behaving so sweetly to -n igh t, b u t a 
regu lar bona fid e  one .”

“ Are you a  sp iritu a lis t ?”  Cecil asks, w ith 
awe.

“  N othing h a lf so pa ltry . T here  is 110 d e 
ception about m y perform ance. I t  is s im 
plicity  itself. T here  is no  rapping, bu t a 
g rea t deal of powder. H ave you never seen 
one ?”

“ A devil? N ever.”
“  Should  you like to ? ”
“ Shou ldn ’t  I  ?” says Cecil, w ith e n th u 

siasm .
“  T hen you sh a ll.” M uch gratified “ I t  

won’t  be m uch , you know, b u t i t  h a s  a p re tty  
effect, and  any th ing  will be less deadly than  
s ittin g  here lis ten ing  to th e  honeyed speeches 
of our host. I  will go an d  prepare m y work, 
and  call you w hen i t  is  re a d .”

In  tw enty  m inu tes he  re tu rn s  and  beckons 
th em  to come ; and , ris ing , bo th  g irls qu it the  
draw ing-room .

W ith  m uch  glee M r. P o tts  conducts them  
across th e  h a ll in to  th e  library , w here they 
find all th e  chairs  and  th e  centre-table  pushed 
in to  a  corner, as though  to  m ake room  for 
one soup-plate w hich occupies th e  m iddle of 
th e  floor.

On th is  p late s tan d s  a  m in ia tu re  hill, 
broad a t th e  base and  tape rm g  a t  th e  su m 
m it, com posed of blended powder and  w ater,
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w hich Mr. P o tts  has been carefully  h eating  
in  an  oven during  h is  absence u n til accord
ing to h is ligh ts  i t  has reached a  p roper d ry 
ness.

“ Good gracious ! w hat is  i t ? ” asks Molly. 
“  P o w d e r!” says P o tts.
“ I  hope i t  won’t  go off and  blow us a ll to 

b its ,” says Cecil, anxiously.
‘ I t  will go off, certa in ly  ; b u t i t  won’t  do 

any dam age,” replies th e ir  show m an, w ith  
confidence; “  and  really  i t  is  very p re tty  while 
burn ing . I  used  to  m ake ’em  by hundreds  
w hen I  was a  boy, and  no th ing  ever happened 
except once, when I  blew th e  ear off m y 
fa th e r’s coachm an.”

T h is is not reassuring . Molly gets a little  
closer to  Cecil, an d  Cecil gets a  little  n earer to 
Molly. They bo th  sensib ly  increase th e  d is
tance betw een them  an d  the  devil.

‘ Now I  am  going to  p u t out th e  lamp*” 
says P lan tag en et, su iting  th e  action to  th e  
word and  suddenly p lacing them  in  darkness 
“  I t  don’t  look any th ing  if th e re  is ligh t to 
overpower its  own b rilliancy .”

S trik ing  a  m atch , he applies it to  th e  little  
black m o un ta in , and  in  a  second i t  tu rn s  in to  
a  b u rn in g  one. T he  sparks fly rap id ly  up 
w ards. I t  seem s to be pouring  its  fire in little  
liquid  stream s all down its  sides.

Cecil and  Molly are in  rap tu res .
“  I t  is V esuvius,” says th e  form er.
“  I t  is  M ount E tn a ,” says th e  la tte r , “  ex

cept m uch  b e tte r, because they  don’t  seem  to 
have any  volcanoes nowadays. M r. Potts, 
you deserve a  p rize  m edal for giving us such 
a tre a t .”

“  P lan tagenet, m y dear, I  d idn ’t  believe it 
was in you,” says Cecil. “ P e rm itm e  tocom - 
p lim ent you 011 your unprecedented  success.” 

Presen tly , however, they  slightly  a lte r th e ir  
sen tim en ts . E very  scliool-boy knows how 
overpow ering is th e  sm ell of b u rn t powder.

W h at an in to lerable  sm ell !” says Molly, 
w hen th e  little  m ound  is ha lf b u rn ed  down, 
p u tting  h e r dain ty  handkerch ief up  to her 
nose. “  Oh ! w hat is i t?  G unpow der? B rim 
stone ? S u lp h u r?”

“  An I extrem ely  appropria te , too, d ear,” 
s a y s  Cecil, who has also got h e r nose buried  
in h e r cam bric ; “  en tire ly  carries  ou t the  
ch a iac te r of th e  en te rta in m en t. You surely 
d id n ’t  expect to be regaled w ith inceuse or 
a tta r  of roses ? B y th e  bye, P lan tag en et, is 
th e re  going to  be m uch  m ore of i t—th e  sm ell, 
I  m ean  ?”

“ N ot m uch ,” replies he. “  And, a fte r all, 
w hat is i t  ? If you w ent ou t shooting  every 
day you w ouldn’t  th in k  no th ing  of it. F o r my 
p a rt I  alm ost like th e  sm ell. I t  is wholesome,
a n d —e r  Oh, by Jove !”

T here  is a  loud re p o rt—a c rash —tw® te rr i
fied scream s—and  th e n  u tte r  darkness. T he 
base of th e  h ill, being too dry, has treach er
ously gone off w ithout w a rn in g ; hence th e  ex
plosion.

“ You a ren ’t  h u r t ,  are you ?” asks M r. Potts, 
a m inu te  la te r, in  a  terrified  w hisper, being 
unab le  to see w hether h is  com panions are 
dead or alive.

1 N ot m u ch ,” replies Cecil, in  a  trem bling  
tone, “  b u t, oh ! w hat h a s  happened?  Molly, 
speak .”

“ I  am  qu ite  safe,” says Molly, “  b u t ho r
rib ly  frightened. M r. P o tts  are you all r igh t ?”

‘ J am .” H e is igno ran t of th e  fact th a t  
one of h is  cheeks is as black as an y  nigger's, 
and  th a t  bo th  h is  h an d s  resem ble it. “ I  
really th o u g h t i t  was a ll up  when I  heard  your 
scream . I t  was th a t  w retched powder th a t  got 
too dry a t th e  end. H ow ever,it doesn 't m a tte r .” 

“  H ave you bo th  your ears, Molly ?” asks 
Cecil, w ith  a  laugh ; b u t a sudden  com m otion 
in  th e  ha ll outside, and  th e  rap id  advance of 
footsteps in  th e ir  direction , check h e r  m e rri
m ent.

“  I  h ea r M r. A m herst’s voice, says Mr. 
P o tts , tragically.. “ I f  he  finds U3 here  we are 
ru in ed .”

■* L e t u s get behind  th e  cu rta in s  a t  th e  
o ther end  of the  room ,” w hispers Cecil, h u r
ried ly ; “ th ey  m ay n o t find u s th e re —and— 
throw  th e  p late out of th e  window.”

No sooner said  th a n  d o n e ; P lan tagenet 
w ith a quick m ovem ent precip ita tes th e  soup- 
p la te—or ra th e r  w hat rem ains of i t—in to  the  
court-yard  beneath , w here i t  falls w ith a  h o r
rib le  c la tter, and  hastily  follows h is  tw© com 
panions in to  th e ir  uncerta in  hiding-place.

I t  stands in  a  rem ote  corner, ra th e r  hidden 
by a  bookcase, and  consists of a  broad wooden 
pedestal, hu n g  round  with cu rta in s , th a t  once 
supported a  choice sta tue . T he s ta tue  having 
been prom oted some tim e since, the  th ree  con
sp ira to rs  now take  its  place, an d  find  th em 
selves com pletely concealed by its  falling drap- 

ies.
T he  recess, having  been originally  in tended  

for one, can  w ith  difficulty conceal two, so I  
leav6 it to your im agination  to consider how 
badly th ree  fare for room  inside it.

M r. P o tts , finding  h im self in  th e  middle, 
begins to w ish he h ad  been born  w ithou t 
a rm s, as  he now knows no t how to dispose of 
them . H e  s tirs  th e  rig h t one, and Cecil in 
stan tly  declares in  an agonized w hisper th a t 
she is falling off th e  pedestal. H e m oves the  
left, and  Molly m u rm u rs  frantically  in 
an o th e r in s ta n t she will be th rough  th e  cu r
ta in s  a t h e r side. D riven  to  d istraction , poor 
P o tts, w ith m any  apologies, solves th e  diffi
culty  by p lacing an  arm  round  each com plain
an t, and  so supports  them  011 th e ir  treacher
ous footing.

T hey have scarcely b rought them selves in to  
a  re ta inab le  position, w hen th e  door opens 
and Mr. A m herst en te rs  th e  room , followed by 
Sir Pen thony  Stafford and  L u ttre ll.

W ith  one candlestick only are th ey  arm od, 
w hich S ir P en thony  holds, having  n a tu ra lly  
expected to find  the  lib rary  lighted.

“  W hat is th e  m eaning of th is  sm ell ?” ex
claim s M r. A m herst, in  an  awful voice, th a t  
m akes ou r th ree  friends sh iver in  th e ir  shoes. 
“ H as  any ©ne been try ing  to blow up  the  
house ? I  in s is t 011 lea rn ing  th e  m ean ing  of 
th is  disgraceful affair.”

“ T here  doesn’t  seem  to  be a n y th in g ,” says 
Tedcastle, “ except gunpow der, or ra th e r  the  
unp leasan t rem ains of it. T he  burg lar has 
evidently  flown.”

“ If you in ten d  tu rn in g  th e  m a tte r in to  a 
joke ,” re to rts  Mr. A m herst, “  you had  be tte r 
leave th e  room .”

“ N othing shall induce m e to q u it th e  post 
of danger,” replies L u ttre ll, unruffled.

M eantim e, S ir P en thony , who is  of a  m ore 
suspicious n a tu re , is  m aking a m ore e laborate 
search . Slowly, m ethodically  he  com m ences 
a  to u r round  tho  room , u n til presen tly  he 
comes to a  s tand-still before th e  cu rta in s  th a t 
conceal th e  trem bling  trio .

Mr. A m herst, in  th e  m iddle of th e  floor, is 
busily  engaged exam in ing  th e  chips of china 
th a t  rem ain  a fte r th e ir  fiasco—and  th a t  ought 
to tell th e  tale of a  soup-plate.

T edcastle com es to  S ir P en th o n y ’s side. 
T ogether they  w ithdraw  the  cu rta in s  ; to 

gether they  view w hat res ts  beh ind  them . 
G rand  tab leau  !
Mr. P o tts, w ith h a lf h is  face blackened be

yond recognition, glares ou t a t them  w ith th e  
courage of despair. On oue side of ln m  is 
L ady Stafford, 011 th e  o ther M iss M assereene ; 
from  beh ind  each of th e ir  w aists p ro trudes a 
huge and  sooty hand . T h a t h a n d  belongs to 
P o tts.

T hree  pa irs  of eyes gleam  a t the  discover
ers, silently , en treating ly , yet w ith w hat d if
fe ren t expressions ! Molly is frigh tened , but 
evidently  braced for a c tio n ; M r. P o tts  is defi
a n t ; L ady Stafford is absolutely convulsed 
w ith  laugh ter. A lready filled w ith  a keen 
sense of th e  com icality of th e  situa tion , it 
only w anted h e r h u sb an d ’s face* of ind ignan t 
su rprise  to u tte rly  un se ttle  her. T herefore it 
is  th a t  th e  one em barrassm en t she suffers 
from is a  difficulty in  refrain ing  from  an  o u t
b u rs t of m errim en t.

T here  is a  dead silence. Only th e  grating  
of M r. A m herst’s bits of ch ina  m ars  th e  s till
ness. P lan tagenet, s ta rin g  a t h is  judges, 
defies th em , w ithout a word, to betray  tlie ir 
re trea t. T he judges— although ang ry—stare

back a t  h im , an d  acknowledge th e ir  inab ility  
to play th e  sneak. S ir P en th o n y  drops the  
c u rta in —and  th e  candle. In s ta n tly  darkness 
covers them . L u ttre ll scrapes a  heavy chair 
along tlie  waxed borders of the  floor ; th e re  is 
some fa in t confusion, a ru s tle  of petticoats, a 
few m ore footsteps th a n  ought to  be in  the  
room , an  uncivil rem ark  from  old A m herst 
abou t som e people’s fingers being  all thum bs, 
and  th e n  once m ore silence.

W hen , a fter a  pause, S ir P en th o n y  re ligh ts  
h is  candle, th e  search is a t an  end.

Now th a t  they  a re  well out of th e  library , 
though  s till in  th e  gloomy little  ante-room  
th a t leads to  it, Molly and  Cecil pause to re 
cover b rea th . F o r a  few m om ents they  keep 
an  unbroken  quiet. Lady Stafford is the  first 
to  speak— as m igh t be expected.

“ I  am  b itte rly  d isappo in ted ,” she says, in 
a  tone  of in tense  disgust. “  I t  is  a down
rig h t swindle. In  spite of a  belief th a t  has 
lasted  for years, th a t  nose of h is  is a failure. 
I th in k  no th ing  of it. W ith  all its  leng th  and 
all its  sharpness, i t  never found us out 1”

“ L e t u s be th an k fu l for th a t  sam e,” re 
tu rn s  Molly, devoutly.

By th is  tim e they  have reached th e  ou ter 
ha ll, w here th e  lam ps are  sh in ing  vigorously. 
T hey now shine down w ith u n k in d  brilliancy 
on M r. P o tts ’s disfigured countenance. A 
heavy veil of black spreads from  h is  nose to 
his left ear, ra th e r  spoiling th e  effect of his 
unique ugliness.

I t  is  im possible to  r e s i s t ; L ady Stafford in 
s tan tly  b reaks down, and  gives way to the  
laugh ter ttoat has been oppressing h e r for the  
la s t ha lf-hour, Molly chim es in , an d  together 
they  laugh  w ith such hearty  delight th a t  Mr. 
P o tts  b u rn s  to know th e  cause of th e ir  m irth , 
th a t he  m ay jo in  in .

H e grins, however, in  sym pathy, w hilst 
w aiting im patien tly  an  exp lanation . H is u tte r 
ignorance of the  real reason only  enhances 
the  absurdity  of h is  appearance a n d  prolongs 
th e  deligh t ©f h is  com panions.

W hen  two m inu tes  have elapsed, and  still 
n e ith e r of th em  offers any in form ation , he 
grows grave, and  w hispers, ra th e r  to  h im self 
th a n  th em  th e  one word, “ H y sterics!”

“  You are r ig h t,” cries C ec il; “  I  was never 
n earer hysterics  in  m y life. Oh, P lan tag en et!
your face is as black as—a s ------ ”

“  Y our h a t !” supplies Molly, as well as she 
can speak. “  And your h an d s—you look de
m oniacal. Do ru n  away and ' w ash yourself
and  I  h ear som ebody com ing.”

W hereupon P o tts  scam pers up-sta irs , while 
the  ©tlier two gain the  draw ing-room  ju s t  as 
Mr. A m herst appears in  th e  hall.

Seeing them , ha lf an  h ou r la te r, seated  111 
all quietude an d  sobriety, discussing th e  war 
and  th e  la s t new  m arvel in  bonnets, who 
would have supposed them  guilty  of th e ir  im 
prom ptu  gam e of hide and  seek ?

“  Tedcastle and  S ir P en thony , indeed, look 
m uch m ore like the  real cu lp rits, being ju s tly  
annoyed, and  consequently  ra th e r  cloudy 
about th e  brows. Yet, w ith  a  sense of d ign i
fied pride, th e  two gentlem en absta in  from  
giving voice to th e ir  d isapprobation , and 
m ake no com m ent on th e  event of th e  even- 
ing.

M r. P o tts  is seren ity  itself, and  is a p p ar
ently  igno ran t of hav ing  given offence to  any  
one. H is face h as  regained its  p ris tine  fa ir
ness, an d  is scrupulously  clean ; so is h is  
conscience. H e  looks incapable of harm .

B ed-hour arrives, and Tedcastle re tires  to 
h is  pipe w ithout betraying h is  inm ost feel
ings. S ir P en thony  is determ ined to follow 
his  lead ; Cecil is  equally de term ined  he  shall 
not. To have i t  ou t w ith h im  w ithout 
fu r th e r  loss of tim e is h e r fixed in ten tion , 
and  w ith  th a t  design she says, a  little  im pe
riously  :

“  S ir P en thony , get m e m y candle.”
She has lingered, before £>aying th is , u n til 

a lm ost a ll th e  o thers have disappeared . The 
la s t of th e  m en is v an ish ing  round  th e  cor
ner th a t leads to  th e  sm oking-room  ; th e  last 
of th e  women h a s  gone beyond s igh t of th e  
staircase in  search of h e r bedroom  fire. 
Cecil and  h e r husband  s tan d  alone in  th e  vast 
hall.

“  I  fear you are annoyed about som eth ing ,” 
she says, in  a m addening tone of com m isera
tion , regarding h im  keenly, while he gravely 
ligh ts  h e r candle.

“ W hy should  you suppose so ?”
“ B ecause of your grav ity  and  u n u su a l si

lence.”
“  I  was never a  great ta lker, and  I  do no t 

th in k  I  am  in th e  h ab it of laugh ing  m ore th a n  
o th e r people.”

“  B u t you have no t laughed  a t a ll— all th is  
evening, a t  least”—w ith a  sm ile— “ n o t since 
you discovered u s in  durance v ile .”

“  D id you find th e  s ituation  so unp leasan t?  
I  fancied i t  ra th e r  am used you—so m uch  so 
th a t  you even appeared  to forget th e  d ign ity  
th a t ,  as a  m arried  w om an, ough t to belong to 
you .”

“  W ell, b u t”— provokingly—“  you forget 
how very little  m arried  I  am .”

“ At all events you are m y wife” —ra th e r 
angrily  ; “  I  m ust beg you to rem em ber th a t. 
A nd for th e  fu tu re  I  shall ask you to re fra in  
from  such am usem en ts  as call for conceal
m en t and  necessitate  th e  support of a  young 
m a n ’s a rm .”

“ I  really  do no t see by w hat rig h t you in 
terfere  w ith e ither me or m y am usem en ts,” 
says Cecil, hotly , a fter a  decided pause. Never 
has he  addressed h e r w ith so m uch  sternness. 
She raises h e r  eyes to  h is  and  colors richly all 
th rough  h e r cream y sk in . “  Recollect our 
b arga in .”

“  I  do. I  recollect also th a t  you have my 
n am e .”

“ And you have m y m oney. T h a t m akes 
u s q u its .”

“ I  do no t see how you in ten d  carry ing  out 
th a t  argum ent. T he  m oney was quite  as m uch 
m ine as you rs.”

“  B u t you could no t have had  i t  w ithou t 
m e .”

“  N or you w ithout m e .”
“ W hich  is to be regretted . A t least I 

should have had  a clear half, w hich I  haven ’t ; 
so you have th e  best of it. And—I  will 
no t be followed about, and  pried  after, 
and  m ade generally  uncom fortable by any 
one .”

“  W ho is pry ing after you ?”
“  You are .”
“ W hat do you m ean, Cecil ?” H aughtily . 
“  J u s t  w hat I  say. And, as  I  never so far 

forget m yself as  to  call you by your C hristian  
n am e w ithou t its  prefix, I  th in k  you m ight 
have th e  courtesy  to address m e as L ady  S taf
fo rd .”

“ C ertainly, if you wish i t .”
“ I  do. H ave you any th ing  m ore to  say ?”
“  Yes, m ore th a n  ”
“  T h en  p ray  defer i t  u n til to-m orrow , as” — 

w ith a  barefaced a ttem p t a t a yaw n—“ I  re a l
ly canno t s it up  any longer. G ood-night, S ir 
P en th o n y .”

S ir P en thony  p u ts  th e  end  of h is  long 
m oustache in to  h is  m o u th —a sure  sign of i r 
rita tio n —and declines to answer.

“  G ood-night,”  repeats h e r ladyship, b land 
ly, going up  th e  staircase, w ith  a  suspicion of 
a sm ile a t th e  corners of h e r  lips, and  feeling 
110 surprise  th a t her polite little  adieu receives 
no  reply.

W hen she has reached th e  centre  of the  
broad staircase she pauses, and, lean ing  her 
w hite arm s upon th e  ban isters , looks down 
upon h e r husband , s tand ing  irreso lu te  and 
angry  in  th e  hall beneath .

“  S ir P en th o n y ,” m u rm u rs  she ; “  S ir ”
H ere she hesita tes  for so long a tim e th a t 
w hen a t la st th e  P en thony  does come it  sounds 
m ore fam iliar and  a lm ost unconnected  w ith 
th e  preceding word.

Stafford tu rn s , and  glances quickly up  a t 
her. She is dressed in  som e soft-flowing 
gown of black, caugh t here  and  there  w ith 
heavy bows and  bands of cream -color, th a t 
c o n trast adm irably  w ith  h e r fa ir, soft sk in , 
h e r laugh ing  eyes, and h e r pouting, rosy lips. 
In  h e r h a ir  w hich she wears low on h e r neck

is a  b lack com b studded w ith pearls ; th e re  
are a  few pearls round  h e r  neck, a  few m ore 
in  h e r  sm all ea rs ; she w ears no  bracelets, 
only two narrow  bands of black velvet caught 
♦vith pearls, th a t  m ake h e r arm s seem  even 
ro u n d er and  w hiter th a n  they  are.

“ G ood-night,” she says, for th e  th ird  tim e, 
nodding a t h im  in  a  slow, sweet fashion th a t  
has som e grace or c iarin  about it all its  own, 
anu  m akes h e r a t th e  in s ta n t ten  tim es love
lie r th a n  she was before.

Stafford, com ing forward u n til he  stan d s  
rig h t u n d e r her, gazes up  a t h e r en tranced  
like som e m odern  Romeo. Indeed, th e re  is 
som ething a lm ost thea trical about them  as 
they  linger, each w aiting for the o th e r to 
speak—he fond and  im passioned, yet half 
angry too, she calm  and  sm iling, ye t m u ti
nous.

F o r a  full m inu te  they  th u s  hesitate , look
ing  in to  each ot je r ’s eyes ; th e n  th e  anger 
fades from  Stafford’s face, and  he  w hispers, 
eagerly, tenderly :

“ Good-night, m y ”
“  F rien d ,” m u rm u rs  back h e r ladysh ip , de 

cisively, leaning yet a  little  fa rth e r over th e  
ban isters.

T hen  she kisses h e r h and  to h im  and  drops 
a t h is  feet th e  rose th a t h as  la in  on h e r bosom 
all th e  evening, and , w ith a la st backw ard 
glance and  smile, flits away from  h im  up the 
darkened staircase  and< vanishes.

“ I  shall positively lose m y  h eart to h e r  if 
I  don’t  take care,” th in k s  th e  young m an , 
ruefu lly , and  very foolishly, considering how 
long ago i t  is since th a t m isfo rtune  has be 
fa llen  h im . B u t we are ever slow to  acknow 
ledge our own defeats. H is eyes a re  fixed 
upon th e  flower a t h is  feet.

“ No, I  do n o t w ant her flower,” he  says, 
w ith  a  s ligh t frow n, push ing  i t  away from  
h im  disdainfully . “  I t  was a m ere chance 
my getting  it. Any o ther fellow in  m y place 
a t th e  m om ent would have been qu ite  as fa 
vored— nay, beyond doubt m ore so. I  will no t 
stoop for i t .”

W ith  h is  d ign ity  th u s  forced to  th e  fron t, 
he walks th e  en tire  leng th  of th e  hall, h is 
arm s folded determ inedly  beh ind  h im , u n til 
he reaches a door a t the  upper end.

H ere  he  pauses and  glances back alm ost 
guiltily . Yes, i t  is still there , th e  poor, p re tty  
yellow blossom  th a t has been so close to her, 
now sending fo rth  its  neglected perfum e to 
an  ung ra te fu l world.

I t  is cruel to  leave i t  th e re  alone all n igh t, 
to  be trodden  on, perhaps, in  th e  m orn ing  by 
an  unappreciative  Jo h n  or T hom as, or, worse 
still, to  be worn by an  appreciative Jam es. 
D esecration !

“  ‘W ho hesita tes is lo s t,’ ”  quotes Stafford, 
aloud, w ith an  angry  laugh a t h is  own folly, 
and , walking deliberately back again , picks up 
th e  flower and  presses i t  to  h is lips.

“  I  th o u g h t th a t  little  speech applied only 
to  u s poor w om en,” says a  soft voice above 
h im , as, to  h is  everlasting  chagrin , Cecil’s 
m ischievous, lovable face peers down a t him  
from  th e  gallery overhead. “  H ave ano ther 
flower, S ir P en thony  ? You seem  fond of 
th em .”

She throw s a tw in  blossom to th e  one he 
holds on to h is  shoulder as she speaks w ith 
very accurate aim .

“  I t  was y ou rs ,” stam m ers S ir Pen thony , 
u tte rly  taken  aback.

“ So i t  w as”— w ith an  accent of affected 
su rp rise— “ w hich m akes your behavior all 
th e  m ore aston ish ing . W ell, do n o t stand  
th e re  kissing  i t  a ll n igh t, or you will catch 
cold, and th e n —w hat should I  do ?”

“  W h at ?”
“ Die of grief, m ost probably.”  W ith  a  little  

m ocking laugh.
“  Very probably. Yet you should p ity  me, 

too, in  th a t I  have fallen so low as to  have 
no th in g  b e tte r given m e to kiss. I  am  w ast
ing  m y sweetness on  ”

“ Is  i t  sweetness ?” asks she, wickedly.
A t th is  they  bo th  laugh—a low, soft laugh, 

born  of th e  h o u r and  a fear of in te rrup tion , 
and  perhaps a dread  of being so discovered 
th a t  adds a  certa in  zest to  th e ir  m eeting. 
T hen  he  says, still laughing, in  answ er to  her 
words, “  T ry .”

“  No, th a n k  you .” W ith  a  little  mouc. 
“  C uriosity  is no t a  besetting  sin , although  I  
could n o t resist seeing how you would tre a t 
m y p a rtin g  gift a  m om en t ago. Ah !”— w ith 
a  little  suppressed  laugh of th e  very  fu llest 
en joym ent—“ you cannot th in k  w hat an  in 
teresting  p ic ture  you m ade—alm ost tragic. 
F ir s t you stalked  away from  m y unoffending 
rose w ith all th e  dignity  of a thousand  S pan
iards ; and  then , w hen you had  gone sufficient
ly fa r to  m ake your re tu rn  effective, you re 
lented , and , seizing upon th e  flower as though  
i t  w ere—let u s say, for convenience sake— 
m yself, devoured i t  w ith  kisses. I  assu re  you 
i t  was b e tte r th a n  a play. W ell”—w ith a  sigh 
— “ I  won’t  deta in  you any  longer. I ’m  off to 
m y slum bers.”

“  D on’t you go yet, Cecil. W ait one m o
m en t. I —have som ething to  say to  you.”

“  No doubt. A sh o rt tim e since you s a il  
th e  sam e th ing . W ere I  to stay  now you 
m igh t, perhaps, fin ish  th a t scolding ; in s tinc t 
to ld  m e i t  was hang ing  over m e ; an d —I  hate  
being taken  to th e  ta sk .”

“  I  will n o t. I  swear I  will never again  a t
tem p t to scold you about any th ing , experience 
hav ing  ta u g h t m e th e  fu tility  of such a  course. 
Cecil, s tay .”

“  L ady  Stafford, if you please, S ir P en 
th o n y .” W ith  a to rm en ting  smile.

“  L ady  S tafford—then , any th ing , if you will 
only s tay .”

“ I  c an ’t  stay, then . W here should I  be 
w ithout m y beauty  sleep ? T he bare  idea fills 
m e  w ith  horror. W hy, I  should lose m y em 
p ire . Sweet as parting  is, I  p ro test I ,  for one 
would no t leng then  it u n til to-m orrow . Till 
th e n —farewell. A nd—S ir Pen thony— be sure 
you dream  of m e. I  like being dream ed of
by m y ”

“  By w hom ?”
“  My slaves,” re tu rn s  th is  coquette of all 

coquettes, w ith a  la st lingering  glance and  
sm ile. A fter which she finally d isappears.

“  T here  is no  use disguising the  fact any  
longer—I  have lost m y h e a r t,” groans S ir 
P en thony , in  despair, and  stra ightw ay carries 
off bo th  h im self and  h is  cherished flowers to 
the  sh e lte r of h is  own room .

C H A P T E R  XIX.

“ I’ll te ll th ee a wart 
Of the thoughts that start 
To being when thou art nigh.”

— S h e l l e y .

T he nex t day is Sunday, and  a  very m uggy, 
disagreeable one i t  proves. T here  is an  in 
decision abou t i t  tru ly  irrita tin g . A few drops 
of ra in  here  and  there , a  th rea ten ing  of storm , 
bu t n o th in g  positive. F inally , a t  eleven 
o’clock, ju s t as they  have given up all hope of 
seeing any  im provem ent, i t  clears up  in  a  de
gree—against its  will—and  allews two o r three  
depressed and  tearfu l sunbeam s to  straggle 
fo rth , ra th e r  w ith a view to d ishearten  the  
world th a n  to b righ ten  it.

Sunday a t H erst is m uch the  sam e as any 
o th e r day. T here  are no  ru les, no  res tric 
tions. In  th e  library  m ay be found volum es 
of serm ons w aiting for those who m ay wish 
for them . T h e  covers of those serm ons are 
as clean and  fresh  to-day a 3 w hen they  were 
placed on th e ir  shelves, now m any  years ago, 
showing how am iably they  have w aited. You 
m ay play  b illiards if you like ; you need not 
go to church  if you don’t  like. Y et somehow 
w hen a t  H erst people always do go—perhaps 
because they  needn ’t  or p erhaps because th e re  
is such a  dearth  of am usem ents.

Molly, who as yet has escaped all explana
tion  w ith Tedcastle, com ing dow n-stairs, 
dressed for church , and  looking unusually  
lovely, finds a lm ost all th e  o thers  assem bled 
before h e r  in  the  ha ll, ready to  s tart.

L ay ing  h e r prayer-books upon a  table, while 
w ith  one h a n d  she g a th e rs  up th e  ta il of h e r

long gown, she tu rn s  to  say a word o r two to 
L ady  Sady Stafford.

At th is  m om en t bo th  L u ttre ll an d  Shad- 
well move tow ards th e  books. Shadwell, 
reach ing  them  first, lays h is  h a n d  u pen  them .

“ You will carry  them  for m e ?” says Molly, 
w ith  a b rig h t sm ile to  him  ; and  L u ttre ll, 
w ith  a  s ligh t con traction  of th e  brow, falls 
back again, an d  takes h is  place beside L ady 
Stafford.

As th e  church  lies a t  th e  end  of a  p leasan t 
pathw ay th rough  th e  woods, they  elect to 
walk it, an d  so in  twos and  th rees they  m ake 
th e ir  way under th e  still beau tifu l trees.

“  I t  is cold, is i t  n o t? ” Molly says to  M rs. 
D arley  once, w hen they  come to an  open p a rt 
of the  wood, w here they  can travel in  a  body. 
“  W onderfu lly  so for S ep tem ber.”

“  Is  i t  ? I  never m ind  th e  cold, o r—or an y 
th in g ,” re jo ins M rs. D arley, affectedly, ta lk 
ing  for th e  benefit of th e  devoted M ottie, who 
walks beside h e r  laden  w ith  golden g ra in  in 
th e  shape  of prayer-books and  hym nals  of all 
so rts  and  sizes, “  if I  have one with m e th a t 
su its  m e ; th a t  is, a  sym pathetic  person .”

“ A lover, you m ean ? ” asks uncom prom is
ing  Molly. “ W ell, I  don’t  know : I  th in k  th a t 
is abou t the  tim e, of a ll o thers, when I  should 
object to  feeling cold. O ne’s nose h a s  such  an  
unp leasan t h ab it of ge tting  beyond one’s con
tro l in  th e  way of redness ; and  to  feel th a t  
one’s cheeks are pinched and  one’s lips blue 
is m adden ing . A t such  tim es I  like m y own 
society b e st.”

“ And a t  o th e r tim es, too,” says P h ilip , 
disagreeably ; “  th is  m orn iug , for in s tan ce .” 
H e and  Molly have been having a passage of 
arm s, and  he has come off second best.

“ I  won’t  con trad ict you ,” says Molly, calm 
l y ; “  i t  would be rude, and  considering how 
n ear we are to church , u n c h ris tian .”

“ A p ity  you canno t recollect your C hris
tian ity  on  o th e r occasions,” says he, sneer- 
ingly.

“  You speak w ith  feeling. How have I  
failed tow ards you in  a  C h ris tian  c h a r i ty ? ”

“  Is  i t  charitab le, is i t  k ind , to  scorn a fel- 
low -creature as you do, only  because he loves 
y o u ?” P h ilip  says, in  a low tone.

M iss M assereene is first honestly  surprised , 
th e n  angry . T h a t P h ilip  h a s  m ade love to 
h e r  now an d  again w hen o p portun ity  oc
curred , is a  fact she does no t seek to  d e n y ; 
b u t i t  has been h ith e rto  in  th e  careless, h a lf
earnest m an n er youug m en of th e  p resen t day 
affect w hen in  th e  society of a  p re tty  wom an, 
and  has caused h e r no  annoyance.

T h a t he  should  now, w ithou t a  word of 
w arning (beyond th e  slight sparring-m atcli 
during  th e ir  walk, an d  w hich is  one of a se
ries), b reak  forth  w ith so m uch vehem ence 
and  app aren t sense of in ju ry , n o t only a larm s 
bu t displeases h e r ; w hilst some fa in t idea of 
treachery  on h e r own p a rt tow ards h e r be 
tro thed  in  lis ten ing  to  such  words fills h e r w ith 
d istress.

T here  is a dep th , an  earnestness abou t 
P h ilip  not to be m istaken . H is  som bre face 
has paled, h is  eyes do n o t m eet hers, h is  th in  
nostrils  a re  dila ted , as though b rea th ing  were 
a  m a tte r of difficulty ; all prove h im  genuinely 
disturbed.

To a  m an  of h is  jealous, passionate  na tu re  
to  love is a  calam ity. No re tu rn , how perfect, 
can qu ite  com pensate h im  for all th e  pains 
and  fears h is  passion m ust afford. A lready 
P h ilip ’s to rtu re  h a s  begun, a lready th e  pang 
of un requ ited  love have seized upon h im .

“  I  w ish you would no t speak to m e like— 
as—in  such  a to n e ,”  Molly says, pe ttish ly  and 
uneasily . “  L a tte rly  I  h a te  going ’ anyw here 
else w ith you, you are  so ill-tem pered ; and
now  to-day W hy cannot you be p leasan t
an d  friendly , as you used  to be when first I  
cam e to  H e rs t ?”

“  Ay, why indeed ?” re tu rn s  he, b itte rly .
A t th is  inauspicious m om en t a  sm all rough 

te rrie r of L u t tre ll’s ru shes  across th e ir  pa th  
a lm ost u n d er th e ir  feet, b en t on som e m ad 
chase a fte r a  m ocking s q u ir re l; and  Philip , 
m addened ju s t th e n  by doub ts  and  th e  cold
ness of h e r  he loves, w ith  th e  s tick  he  carries 
s trikes h im  a quick and  sudden blow ; n o t 
heavy, perhaps, b u t so unexpected  as to 
draw  from  th e  p re tty  b ru te  a  sharp  cry of 
pain .

H earing  a  sound of d istress  from  h is  favor
ite , L u ttre ll tu rn s , and , seeing h im  shrink ing  
away from  M olly’s side, casts upon h e r a 
glance full of th e  liveliest reproach, th a t  re 
duces h e r very nearly  to  th e  verge of tears. 
To be so m isunderstood, and  a ll th ro u g h  th is  
tiresom e P h ilip , i t  is too bad  ! As, under th e  
circum stances, she cannot well indulge h e r 
grief, she does th e  n ex t best th in g , an d  gives 
way to  tem per.

“ D on’t  do th a t  again ,” she says, w ith oyes 
th a t  flash a little  th rough  th e ir  forbidden 
tears.

“  W hy ?” Surprised  in  h is  tu rn  a t h e r 
vehem ence. “ I t  is n ’t  your dog ; i t ’s L u t- 
tre ll’s .”

“ No m a tte r  w hose dog i t  is  ; don’t  do i t  
again. I  de test seeing a  poor b ru te  h u r t ,  and  
for no cause, b u t m erely  as a  m eans to  try  
and  rid  yourself of sem e of vour iil- tem per.” 

“  T here  is m ore ill-tem per going th a n  m ine . 
I  beg j7ou r pardon, however. I  had  no  idea 
you were a m em ber of th e  H um ane  Society. 
You should study  th e  bearing-rein  question , 
and  vivisection, an d —th a t .” W ith  a  su llen  
laugh.

“  N othing annoys m e so m uch as w anton 
cruelty  to dum b an im a ls .”

“ T here  are o th e r—perhaps m is taken ly  
te rm ed —superior an im als 011 w hom  even you 
can inflict to r tu re ,” he  says, w ith a  sneer. 
“  All your tenderness m ust be reserved for 
th e  lower creation . You ta lk  of b r u ta l i ty ; 
w hat is th e re  in  a ll th e  ea r th  so cruel as a 
wom an ? A lover’s pa in  is  h e r jo y .”

“ You are  ge tting  ou t of your d ep th —I  can 
n o t follow you ,” says Molly, coldly. “  W hy 
should you and  I  discuss such  a subject as 
lovers ? W hat have we in  com m on w ith  
th em  ? And i t  is a p ity , P h ilip , you should 
allow your anger to get so m uch th e  b e tte r of 
you. W hen you look savage, as you do now a 
you rem indm e of no one so m uch as g randpapa. 
And do recollect w hat an  odious old m an  he  
m akes.”

T h is  fin ishes th e  conversation. H e vouch
safes her no reply. To be considered iike M r. 
A m herst, no  m a tte r in  how far-off a degree, 
is a b itte r in su lt. I n  silence th ey  con tinue 
th e ir  walk, in  silence reach  th e  church  and  
en te r it.

I t  is a  gloomy, an tiq u a ted  build ing , p rim i
tive 111 size, and  form , and  service. T he  rec 
to r is w ell-m eaning, bu t decidedly low. T he 
cu ra te  is unm ean ing , and  abom inably slow. 
T he clerk does a  g rea t p a r t  of th e  duty.

H e  is an  old m an , and  regarded ra th e r  in 
th e  ligh t of a n  in s titu tio n  in  th is  p a rt of th e  
county. B eing stone deaf, he p u ts  in  th e  re 
sponses anyhow , always in  th e  wrong place, 
and  never finds out h is  m istake u n til he  sees 
th e  c lergym an’s lips set firm , and  on h is  face 
a  look of p a tien t expectation, w hen he 
coughs apologetically and says th em  all over 
again.

T here  is an  “  A m en” in  th e  m iddle of every 
prayer, and  th en  one a t the  end. T h is  gives 
h im  double trouble, and  m akes h im  draw h is  
salary  w ith a clear conscience. I t  also creates 
a  lively tim e for th e  school-cliildren, who once 
a t  least on every S unday  give way to a  loud 
b u rs t of m errim en t, and  are only  restored  to 
a sense of duty by a  severe blow adm in istered  
by  th e  sandy-haired  teacher.

I t  is  a good old-fashioned church , too, w here 
th e  sides of th e  pews are  so h igh  th a t  one can 
w ith  difficulty look over them , an d  whore the  
affluent m an  can  have a  real fire-place all to 
h im self, w ith  a  rea l poker and  tongs and  
shovel to inc ite  i t  to  a  blaze every now and 
again.

H ere , too, w ithou t rebuke th e  neighbors can 
seize th e  opportunity  of conversing w ith each 
o th e r across th e  pews, by stand ing  on tip toe, 
w hen occasion offers du ring  th e  service, as, 
for instance, when th e  poorbox is going round .

A nd i t  is a  poor-box, and  no  m is tak e—flat, 
b road, an d  unden iab le  pew ter, a t  w hich th e  
dain ty  bags of a  city  chapel would, have 
b lushed  w ith  sham e.

W hen  th e  clergym an goes in to  th e  p u lp it 
every one in s tan tly  blows h is  o r h e r  nose and  
coughs h is  or h e r loudest before th e  tex t is 
given out, u n d er a  m is taken  im pression  th a t 
they  can  get it all over a t once, and  n o t have 
to do it a t  in te rva ls  fa r th e r  on. T h is  is  a 
com plim ent to  th e  clergym an, expressing  
th e ir  in ten tio n  of hearing  h im  und istu rbed  
to th e  end, and , I  suppose, is  received as 
such.

I t  is  an  a tten tive  congregation—dangerous
ly so, for w hat m an  b u t b lunders in  h is  ser
m on  now and  th e n  ? And who likes being  
tw itted  on weekdays for opin ions expressed 
on  Sundays, m ore especially if  he  h a s  n o t a l
toge ther acted  up  to  th em  ? I t  is  a  suspicious 
congregation too (though perhaps n o t singu
la rly  so, for I  have perceived o thers do the  
sam e), because w henever th e ir  p ries t nam es 
a  chap ter and  verse for any  tex t he  m ay 
choose to  in se rt in  h is  discourse, in s tan tly  
and  w ith av id ity  each and  all tu rn  over the  
leaves of th e ir  B ib les, to see if  i t  be really  
in  th e  iden tical spot m entioned, o r w hether 
th e ir  pasto r has been  ly ing . T h is  action 
m ay no t be a ltoge ther suspicion ; i t  m ay  be 
also th o u g h t of as a safety-valve for th e  en n u i , 
th e  rector never le ttin g  th em  off u n ti l  they  
havo had  s ix ty  good m in u tes  of h is  valuable 
doctrine.

All th e  H e rs t p a rty  conduct them selves 
w ith due discretion save M r. P o tts , who, be
ing  overcome by  th e  novelty  of th e  situa tion  
and  th e  leng th  of the  serm on, falls fast asleep, 
and  p resen tly , a t som e denunciato ry  passage, 
pronounced in  a  ra th e r  d is tin c t tone  by th e  
recto r, rousing  h im self w ith  a p rec ip ita te  je rk , 
sends all th e  fire-irons w ith  a  fine c la tte r to 
th e  ground, he having  been  m ost unhappily  
placed n eares t th e  grate.

“  Tlie ru ling  passion  strong  in  d e a th ,” says 
L u ttre ll, w ith  a despairing glance a t  th e  cu l
p r i t ;  w hereupon Molly nearly  laughs o u t
rig h t, while th e  school-children do so quite.

Beyond th is  sm all contre-temps, however, 
no th in g  of note  occurs ; and, service being 
over, th ey  all file decorously ou t of th e  church 
in to  th e  p ic tu resque porch outside, w here they  
stand  for a  few m in u tes  in te rchang ing  g ree t
ings w ith  such  of th e  county fam ilies as come 
w ith in  th e ir  knowledge.

W ith  a few others, too, who scarcely come 
w ith in  th a t  a ris tocratic  pale, no tab ly  M rs. 
B uscarlet. She is a  trem endously  stou t, d is
tressing ly  healthy  wom an, qu ite  capable of 
p u ttin g  h e r husb an d  in  a corner of h e r capa
cious pocket, which, by the  bye, she insists  on 
w earing outside h e r gown, in  a fashion  be
loved of our grea t-g randm others, and  w hich, 
in  a m odified form , la s t year was m u ch  af
fected by ou r own generation.

T h is a la rm ing  personage g ree ts  M arcia 
w ith th e  u tm o s t bonhommie, being apparen tly  
b lind to th e  coldness of h e r reception. She 
greets L ady Stafford also, who is likewise a t 
freezing-point, and  th en  gets in troduced to 
Molly. M rs. D arley, who even to th e  u n in i
tia ted  M rs. B uscarle t appears a  person u n 
w orthy  of notice, she le ts  go free, for which 
favor M rs. D arley  is devoutly g ratefu l.

L ittle  B uscarle t h im self, who has a  w eak
ness  for b irth , in  th a t  he  lacks it, comes ram 
b ling  up to them  a t  th is  ju n c tu re , and  tells 
them , w ith  m any  a  sm irk, h e  hopes to  have 
the  p leasure  of lunch ing  w ith th em  a t  H erst, 
M r. A m herst having  sen t h im  a  special in v i
ta tion , as  he h a s  som ething pa rticu la r to say 
to h im  ; w hereupon Molly, who is  n eares t to 
h im , laughs, and  te lls h im  she h ad  no  idea 
such luck  was in  store for he r.

“ You are th e  g rea test hypocrite  I  ever m et 
in  m y life,” S ir Pen thony  says in  h e r ear, 
when B uscarlet, sm iling, bowing, ra d ian t, has 
moved on.

“ I a m  n o t, in d e e d ; you a ltogether m istake 
m e ,” M olly answ ers. “ If  you only knew 
how h is  anx iety  to  please, and  M arcia’s de 
te rm ina tion  n o t to be pleased, am use m e, you 
would u n d ers tan d  how thorough ly  I  enjoy h is  
v is its .”

“ I  ask your pardon. I  had  no  idea we had  
a  s tu d en t of h u m an  na tu re  am ong us. D on’t  
study m e, M iss M assereene, or i t  will unfit 
you for fu r th e r  exertions ; I  am  a living m ass 
of e rro rs .”

“  A las th a t  I  canno t con trad ic t you !” says 
Cecil, w ith a  woeful ^sigh, who is  stand ing  
n ea r them .

M r. A m herst, who never by any  chance 
darkens th e  door of a  church, receives them  
in  th e  draw ing-room  on th e ir  re tu rn . H e is 
in  an am iable m ood and  p leased to  be g ra 
cious. Seizing upon  M r. B uscarlet, he  c a r
ries h im  off w ith h im  to  h is  private  den, so 
th a t  for th e  tim e being th e re  is an  end  of 
them .

“  F o r all sm all m ercies,” begins Mr. P o tts, 
solem nly, w hen th e  door h a s  closed on th e m ; 
b u t he  is in te rru p ted  by L ady  Stafford.

“ Sm all, indeed,”  g rum bles she. “ W hat 
do you m ean? I  sh an ’t  be able to  eat m y 
luucli if th a t  odious little  m an  rem ains, w ith  
h is , ‘Yes, L ady Stafford ;’ ‘No, L ady  S ta ffo rd ;’ 
‘I  qu ite  agree w ith your ladysh ip ;’ and  so on. 
Oh th a t  I  could drop m y title  !” — th is  w ith a 
glance a t S ir P en th o n y — “ a t all even ts while 
he is  p re sen t.” T h is w ith  ano th e r and  m ore 
gracious glance a t S tafford. “  Positively I 
feel m y appetite  is going already, and  th a t is 

p ity , as i t  was an  uncom m only  good one .” 
C heer up , d ear ,” says Molly ; “  and  re 

m em ber th e re  will be d in n e r la te r on. Poor 
M r. B uscarlet ! T here  m u s t be som ething 
w rong w ith  m e, because I  canno t b ring  m y
self to  th in k  so d isparagingly of h im  as you 
all do .”

“  I  am  sorry for you. N ot to  know  Mr. 
B uscarle t’s little  peculiarities of behavior 
a rgues yourself unknow n,” M arcia says, w ith 
a good deal of in ten tion . “  And I  p resum e 
th ey  cannot have struck  you, or you would 
scarcely be so to le ra n t.”

“  H e certa in ly  sneezes very incessan tly  and  
very  objectionably,” Molly says, thoughtfu lly . 
“  I  h a te  a  m an  who sneezes publicly. And 
h is  sneeze is so u n p le a sa n t—so exactly like 
th a t of a cat. A little  wriggle of th e  en tire  
body, and  th en  a  little  soft— splash  !”

“ My dear Molly !” expostu lates L ad y  S taf
ford.

“  B u t is i t  n o t?”  p ro tests  she. “  Is  i t  no t 
an  accurate  descrip tion?”

:‘ Yes, its  accuracy is its  f a u l t ; I  alm ost 
th o u g h t th e  m an  was in  th e  room .”

“ And th en  th e re  is M rs. B u sc a r le t; I  never 
saw  any one like M rs. B uscarle t,” M aud D ar
ley says, p la in tiv e ly ; “  did you?  T here  is so 
m uch  of her, and  i t  is  all so nasty . And, oh ! 
h e r voice ! i t  is like wind w histling  th ro u g h  a 
key-liole.”

“ Poor w om an,”  says L u ttre ll, regretfu lly , 
“ I  th in k  I  could have forgiven h e r, had  she 
n o t worn th a t  very verdan t gow n.”

‘ ‘ My dear fellow, I  th o u g h t th e  c o n trast be
tw een i t  and  h e r cheeks th e  m ost perfect th ing  
I  ever saw. I t  is  ev ident you have n o t got the  
eye of an  a r t is t ,” S ir P en th o n y  saj's, ra th e r  
unfeelingly.

“  I  never saw any  one so d istressingly  
h ea lth y ,” says M aud, s till p la in tively . “ F a t 
people are m y aversion. I  do n ’t  m ind  a com 
fortable-looking body, b u t she is m uch  too 
s to u t,”

“ L e t u s a lte r th a t  la s t rem ark  and  say she 
has had  too m uch  stou t, and  perhaps we shall 
define h e r,”  rem arks Tedcastle . “  I  h a te  a 
wom an who shows h e r food.”

“ T he way she traduced those  Sedleys ra th e r 
am used m e ,” Molly says, laughing. “ I  cer
ta in ly  th o u g h t h e r opinion of h e r  neighbors 
very p ronounced.”

“  She shou ldn’t  have any  opin ion,” says 
L ady Stafford, w ith  decision. “  You, m y 
dear Molly, take’an  en tire ly  wrong view of it. 
Such people as th e  B uscarlets, sp rung  from  
nobody knows w here or cares to  know , should 
be kep t in  th e ir  p roper place, an d  be sat upon 
th e  very in s ta n t they  develop a  desire to  p ro 
gress.”

“  How can  you be so illibera l ?” exclaim s 
Molly, ag h ast a t so m uch  m isplaced vehe
m ence. “ W hy should  they  n o t rise  w ith  th e  
re s t of tlie  world. ?*■? - v/ j  a  w  t  v;

“  E leano r h a s 'q u ite  a  penchant for th e  Bus- 
carle ts,” says M arcia, w ith  a  sneer ; “  she has 
quite adopted th em , a n d  e ith e r will n o t, or 
perhaps does n o t, see th e ir  en o rm itie s .” 

Nobody cares to  no tice  th is  im pertinence, 
and  M r. P o tts  says, gravely

“ L ady  Stafford h a s  never forgiven M rs. 
B uscarle t because once, a t a  b a ll her#, she 
to ld  h e r she was looking very d ik a n g y .  Is  
th a t  n o t tru e ? ”

Cecil laughs.
“ W hy should  n o t every one have an  op in

ion-?” M olly p e rs is ts . ..“ I  a g r e e . f l U b  old 
song th a t  ‘B ritons  never shall be slaves ;’ 
therefore  why should th e y  n o t assert th e m 
selves ? In -a  liu dd red .yea rs  lienee they  will 
havo all th e  m an n ers  and  airs of us o thers .” 

“ T hen  they  should  l ie  locked  up  du ttng  the  
in te rm ed ia te  s tage ,” says, .Cecil, w ith  an  u n 
com prom ising  nod  of lief b londe  head. “  I  
call th em  in su ffe rab le ; and  if M r. Buscarlet, 
w hen he  com es in  again, m akes , h im self 
agreeable to  m e—m e !—I  shall in su lt h im — 
th a t ’s all ! No use a rguihg  w ith  m e, M olly— 
I  shall indeed .” She softens th is  awfu 
th re a t by a  m erry , sw eet-tem pered little  
laugh.

“  L e t u s  forget th e  little  law yer and  ta lk  of 
som ething we all en joy— to-day’s serm on, for 
instance . You adm irod it, P o tts , d idn ’t  you ? 
I  never saw any  one so a tten tiv e  in  m y life,” 
says S ir P en thony .

P o tts  tries  to  look as if he  had  never suc
cum bed during  service to  N atu re’s sweet re 
sto rer ; a n d  Molly says, apologetically : ■

“ How could he  he lp  i t  ? T he  serm on  was 
so long.”

“ Yes, w asn’t  i t ? ” agrees P lan tagenet, 
eagerly. “  T he  longest I  ever h eard . T h a t 
m an deserves to be suppressed  or excom m u
nicated  ; and  th e  parish ioners ough t to  send 
h im  a round  robin  to th a t  effect. Odd, too, 
how  m uch  a t  sea one feels w ith  a  s trange  
prayer-book. O ne looks for one’s p ray er a t 
th e  top of th e  page, w here i t  always used  to 
be in  one’s own p a rticu la r ed ition , and , lo ! 
one finds i t  a t th e  bottom . W hatever you 
m ay  do for th e  fu tu re , L ady Stafford, don’t 
lend  m e your prayer-book. B u t for th e  in 
cessan t troub le  i t  caused m e, betw een losing 
m y place and  finding i t  again , I  do n ’t be
lieve I  should have dropped in to  th a t  gentle 
doze.” ,

‘ H ad  you ever a prayer-book of your 
own ?” asks Cecil, unk ind ly . “ Because if so 
it is  a p ity  you do n ’t  a ir  i t  now  and  again. I  
have know n you a g rea t m an y  years—m ore 
th a n  I  care to  coun t— and  never, never have 
seen you w ith th e  vestige of one. I  shall send 
you a  pocket edition  as a  C hristm as-box .”

;‘ T hanks awfully. I  shall value i t  for th e  
giver’s sake. And I  prom ise you th a t  when 
n ex t we m ee t—such care  shall i t  receive— 
even you will be unab le  to  discover a  scratch 
on  it .”

“  P lan tagenet, you are  a  bad boy,” says 
Cecil.

“  I  th o u g h t the  choir ra th e r  good,”. M olly 
is say in g ; “ b u t why m u st a  m an  read  th e  
service in  a  lottg, slow, tea rfu l tone ? Surely, 
th e re  is no good to  be gained by  i t ; and  to 
find oneself a t ‘A m en’ w hen he  is only in  the  
m iddle of th e  p rayer h a s  som eth ing  in to le ra 
bly irr ita tin g  abou t it. I  could have shaken  
th a t  cu ra te .”

“ W hy d id n ’t  y ou?” says S ir P en thony . 
“  I  would havo backed you up  w ith  th e  g rea t
est pleasure . T he person I  liked best was the  
lin t-w liite  locks who said  ‘Y am en’ so p e rs is t
en tly  in  th e  w rong place all th ro u g h  ; 1 grew 
qu ite  in te res ted  a t la s t, and  knew  th e  exact 
spot w here it was likely to  come in . I  m u s t 
say I  adm ire  consistency.”

“ How h a rd  i t  is  to keep one’s a tten tio n  
fixed,” Molly says, m editatively, “  and  to  p re 
serve a  p roperly  d ism al expression  of counte
nance  ! To look solem n always m eans to  look 
severe, as fa r as I  can judge. And did you 
ever notice w hen a  ra th e r  lively and  secular 
set of bars occurs in  th e  vo luntary , how  people 
cheer up  and  rouse them  selves,: and  give way 
to a  little  sigh o r two ? I  hope i t  isn’t  a  sigh 
of relief. W e feel i t ’s wicked, b u t we always 
do i t . ”

“  S till s tudying poor h u m a n  n a tu re ,”  ex
claim s S ir P en th o n y . “ M iss M assereene, I  
begin to th in k  you a  te rrib le  person, and  to 
trem ble  w hen 1 m eet y ou r gaze .”

“  W ell, a t  a ll events no  one can accuse 
th em  of being  H igh  C hurch ,”  says M rs. D ar
ley, a lluding to  h e r pastors a nd  m asters  for the  
tim e being. »“  T h e  service was w retchedly 
conducted ; ha rd ly  any  m usic, an d  n o t a  flower 
to  speak o f.”

“  My dear ! H igh  C hurch  ! How could you 
expect i t  ? Only fancy th a t  curate  in ton ing  !” 
says Cecil, w ith  a  laugh .

“  I  couldn’t , ” declares S ir P e n thony  ; “  so 
m uch  exertion  would k ill m e .”

“  T h a t’s why h e  is n ’t  H ig h  C h u rch ,” says 
P o tts  of th e  curate , speaking w ith  a ra th e r 
sweeping a ir of c r itic ism .M “  H e a in ’t  m u s i
cal ; he  can ’t  in tone. T ake m y word for it, 
half th e  clergy are A nglicans m erely  because 
they  th in k  th ey  have voices, and  feel w hat 
a  loss th e  w orld will su sta in  if i t  don’t  hear 
th e m .”

“ Oh, w hat a  m alicious rem ark  !” says M ol
ly, m uch  disgusted .

H ere  th e  scene is fu r th e r en livened by  the  
reappearance of M r. A m herst an d  th e  law 
yer, w hich effectually ends th e  conversation, 
and  tu rn s  th e ir  th o u g h ts  tow ards th e  d in ing 
room .

[TO B E CONTINUED,]

I  ill I* fP K  T  A N T  TIABCIiMJ IN V E N T IO N .

A n E ng lishm an  h a s  inven ted  a  m a rin e r’s 
com pass w hich enables th e  cap tain  o r officer 
in  charge to h ea r , by  th e  r in g in g  of a bell, 
w hen th e  vessel is ou t of th e  ordered  course. 
T he  apparatus is easily carried  about, and  is 
in tended to be placed in  th e  cap tain ’s cabin. 
Over th e  card a re  two index han d s, w hich 
can be ad justed  to  an y  angle, allowing of 
greater or less deviation in  steering  to  e ither 
th e  po rt or s tarboard  side. T he cap tain , on 
q u ittin g  th e  deck, sets  th e  index hands to  a 
certa in  angle, allowing th e  steersm an  a given 
la titu d e  for deviation  e ith e r to po rt or s ta r
board of th a t  course. In s tead  of having to 
be constan tly  w atching th e  com pass, as a t 
p resen t, to  see th a t  th e  orders are carried  
out, th e  capiain  leaves th e  in s tru m en t to tell 
h im  by i ts  silence if th ey  are, and by its  
sounds if they  are no t obeyed. Should th e  ship 
be steered  o u t of h e r course beyond th e  lim it a l
lowed on  e ith e r side an  electric alarm -bell 
rings instan taneously , and, m oreover,continues 
ring ing  u n til th e  rig h t course is resum ed. 
T he index h an d s  can be ra ised  away from  
th e  card, w hen th e  bell becom es disconnected, 
aud  th e  com passs can be used like an  o rd i
nary  one.

—Life am ong th e  F a ll R iver m ill operatives 
is p ic tu red  by th e  B oston  H era ld  as a  round  
of d rudgery . T hey  live in  crowded and  often 
cheerless tenem ents, a lthough  th e  com m on 
laws of h e a lth  are no t generally  disregarded, 
and  som e of th e  hom es a re  beautified w ith  
p ic tu res, carpets and  flowers. Men, wom en 
and  children work toge ther in  th e  m ills, and  
th e  hom e is little  m ore th a n  a  lodging in  
m ost cases. T he wives and  m o thers  are 
bound to a  pe rpe tua l slavery. T hey work as 
h a rd  as anybody in  th e  m ill, and , w hen the  
m ill day is  over, th e ir  du ties becom e te rrib ly  
onerous. U pon reaching hom e supper is  to  
be swallowed, and  then , w hile th e  re s t of th e  
fam ily  find  re s t or recreation , all th e re  is  of 
housekeeping is perform ed by  th e  wife, occa
sionally assisted  by h e r  ch ildren , if th ey  a re  
old enough. T here  will be no  tim e th e  nex t 
m orn ing  for cooking breakfast, and  i t  m u s t be 
looked ou t for over n igh t. D in n er is to be 
taken  to th e  m ill, and  its  su b stan tia l m ateria l 
m ust be cooked during  th e  evening. W hile 
th e  kettle  is bubbling , or th e  fry ingpan  sizz
ling, o r th e  oven bak ing , o r all toge ther are 
sending  ou t th e ir  h ea ts , th e  w ashing  of th© 
bed and  personal c lo th ing  fo rjthe  household 
m ay be perform ed, th e  old m a n ’s trousers 
m ended, or th e  ch ild ren ’s clothes m ade or re 
paired. I f  one of th e  brood is sick it m ay 
also receive a tten tio n  a t th e  sam e tim e. The 
wife and  m o the r to ils th u s  for h e r family, 
liv ing  a  life th e  like of w hich no Sou thern  
slave ever dream ed abou t. In tem perance too 
com m only adds its  sorrows to  th e  rest. ^


