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LOVE AND ADVENTURE

JHAPTER XX. —(CoNTINUED.)

Sir Guy, who has been an unwilling
though fascinated spectator of this scene,
grows paleand turns abruptly aside as Arch-
ibald and Lilian, laughing gayly, disappear
into the shrubberies beyond.

But once out of sight of the billiard room
windows, Miss Chesney's payety ecruelly
deserts her. She is angry with Guy for rea-
sons she would die rather than acknowledge
even to herself, and she is indignant with
Archibald for reasons she would be puzzled
to explain at all, while hating herself for
what she is pleased to term her frivolity,
such as jumping out of windows as though
she were still a child, instead of being a full
grown young woman ! Yhat must Gu
what would any one think of her ?

“ It was awfully good of you to choose
me,"’ says Archibald, after a few minutes,
feeling foolishly elated at his success,

““ For what " coldly,

* For a walk.”

““1)id I choose you?"’ asks Lihan, in a
tone that should have warned so worldly-
wise a young man as Chesney. He, hew-
ever, fails to be warned, and rushes wildly
on his destruction,

““1 thonght so,” returns he, growing per-
plexed : “Chetwoode was quite as anxions
to accompany you as I was, and you decid-
ed in my favor.”

““Simply becanse you were outside the
window, and locked more like moving than
he did.”

‘* He was considerably sold for all that,”
says this foelish Arehibald, with an idiotic
laugh, that under the circumstances 18 mad-
ness. Misa Chesney freezes,

““S6ld ? how ?” she asks, with a suspi-
cious thirst for knowledge. ‘“ I don't under-
stand.”

The continued iciness of her tone troubles
Archibald.

““You seem determined not to under-
atand,” he says, huffily. * Tonly mean he
would have given a good deal to go with
you, until you showed him plainly you didn’t
want him.

““ I never meant to show him anything of
the kind. You quite mistake.”

‘Do 17" with increasing wrath. * Well,
I think when a woman tells a fellow she
thinksa it would be a pity to disturb him, it
comes to very much the same thing in the
end. At all events, Chetwoode took it in
that light.”

““ .How silly you can be at times, Archi-
bald !" says I::iiian, promptly : “ I really
wish you would not take up such absurd no-
tions. Sir Guy did not look at it in that
light : he knows perfectly well | detest long
walks, and that I seldom go for one, so he
did not press the point. And in fact I think
I shall change my mind now : walking 1s
such a bore, is it not ?”

“ Are you not coming then?"” stopping
short, and growing black with rage : *‘ yon
don’'t seem to know vour own mind for two
minutes together, or else you are trying to
provoke me ! F¥First youask me to go to
the wood with you, and now you say you
willnot go! What am I to think of it?”

““I wouldn’t be rude, if I were you,”
says Miss Chesney, calmly, *““and 1
woulan’t lose my temper. You make me
absolutely uncomfortable when you let that
wicked look grow upon your face. One
would think you would like to murder
me. Dotry to be amiable! And as for
trying to provoke you, [ should not take
the trouble! No, I shall not go with you
now, certainly: I shall go with Cyril,”
pointing to where Cyril is sauntering towards
the entrance to the wood at some short dis-
tance from them.

Wilhout waiting to address another word
to the discomfited Archibald, she runs to
Cyril and slips her hand within his arm.

“\Will you take me with you wherever
you are going ?’’ she says, smiling confident-
ly up into his face,

““ What a foolish question ! of course T am
only too glad to get so dear a little compan-
ion,” replies he smothering a sigh very sue-
cessfully ; though to be honest, he is hardly
enraptured at the thought of having Lilian’s
(or any one’s) society just now, Neverthe-
less he buries his chagrin, and is eminently
agreeable to her as they stroll leisurely in
the direction of the Cottage.

When they come up to it Lilian pauses.

““ I wish this wonderful goddess would
come out. 1 want to see her guite close,”
she says peeping through the hedge. *‘‘At
a distance she is beautiful : I am always
wondering whether distance lends enchant-
ment to the view,”

‘“ No, it does not,” absently. He is look-
ing over the hedge.

““ You seem to know all about it,” archly :
“t shall I ask how?! What lovely red ber-
ries ! suddenly attracted by some coloring

o few yards away from her. ** Do yousee”
Wait until I get some.”

Springing on %o a bank, she draws down
to her some burches of mountain-ash berry,
that glow like live coals in the fading green-
ery around them, and, having detached her
prize from the parent stem, prepares to re-
join her companion, who is somewhat dis-
tant.

““Why did you not ask me to get them tor
you *’ he asks, rousing himself from his rev-
ery: ‘‘ how precipitate you always are!
Take care, child : that bank is steep.”

““But I am a sure-footed little deer,”
says Miss Chesney, with a saucy shake of
her pretty head, and, as she speaks, jumps
boldly forward.

A moment later, as she touches the ground,
she staggers, her right ankle refuses to sup-
port her, she wutters a slight groan, and
sinks helplessly to the ground.

““You have hurt yourself,”
Cyril, kneeling beside her,
Lilian ? I+ it your foot ?”

“‘] think so,” faintly : *‘it seems twisted.
I don’t know how it happened, but it pains
me terribly. Just there all the agony
seems to rest. Ah!"” as another dart of
anguish shoots through the injured ankle.

““My dear girl, what shall I do for you?
Why on earth did you not take my ad-
vice 7" exclaims Cyril, in a distracted tone.
A woman's grief, a woman’s tears, always
unman him.

“Don’t say you told me how it would bLe,”
murmurs Lilian, with a ghastly attempt at
a smile that dies away in another moan.
“It would be adding insult to injury. No,
‘do not stir me : do not : 1 canncl bear it,
Oh, Cyril, I think my ankle is broken.”

With this she grows a little paler, and
draws her breath with a sharp sound, then
whiter, whiter still, until at last her head
sinks heavily upen Cyril's supporting arm,

exclaims
“What is it

Jand he finds she has fallen into a deep
8WOO.

More frightened than he cares to allow,
Cyril raises her in his arms and, without a
moment’s thought, conveys his slight bur-
den straight to the Cotinge.

Cecilia, who from an upper window has
seen him coming with his strange encum-
brance, runs down to meet him at the door,
her face full of anxiety.

“‘What isit? sheasks, breathlessly, bend-
| ing over Lilian, who i3 stuill fainting. “‘Poor
| child ! how while she i3 !"
|  “It is Lilian Chesney. She has spruined
| her foos, I think,” says Cyril, who is white
too with concern: *“will you take her In
while I go for a carriage 7"

“Of course. Oh, make haste; her lips
are quivering : I am sure she is suffering
great agony. Bring her this way—or—uno
—shall I lay her on my bed "

“I'he drawinz-room sofa will do very
well,” going in and laying her gently on it.
“Will you see to her? and give her some
brandy and—and that.™

“Yes, yes, Now go quickly, and send a
messenger for Dr. Bland, while you bring
the carriage here. How pretty she is!
what Jovely hair! Poor little thing! Go,
| Cyril and don’t be long.”

When he has disappeared, Mrs. Arling-
ton summons Kate, snd together they cut
the boot off Lilian’s injured foot, remove
the dainty little silkk stocking, and do for
her all that can be done until the doctor
sees her. After which, with the help of
eau de Cologne and some brandy, they sue-
ceed in bringing her to life once more.

<\ hat has happered ?”’ she asks, lan-
guidly, raising her hand to her head.

“‘Are you better now ?” Mrs. Arlington
asks, in return, stooping kindly over her.

**Yes, thank vou, much better,” gazing
at her with some surprice : *‘it was stupid
of me to faint. But'—still rather dazed—
““where am 17"

““At Lhe Cottage.
brought vou here.”

““And you are Mrs. Arlington?” with a
slight smile.

“Yes,” smiling in return. “Kate, put a
little water into that brandy, and give it to
 Miss Chesney.”

‘‘ Planse do not, Kate,” says Lilian, in her
pretty friendly tashion: ¢ hate brandy.
["—courteously—*1 may have some sherry
instead, I should like 18"

Having drunk the sherry, she sits up and
looks quietly around lLer.

The roomisalittle gem in its own way, and
suggestive of refinement of taste and much
Jdelicacy in the art of coloring. DBetween
the softly-tinted pictures that hang upon the
walls, rare bits of Worcester and Wedgwood
fight for mastery. Pretty lounging-chairs
covered with blue satin are dispersed here
and there, while cosy couches peep out
from every recess, Bric-a-brac of all kinds
covers the small velvet tables, that are hung
with priceless lace that only hali conreals
the spindle legs beneath. Exquisite little
marble Loves and Venuses and Graces smile
and pose upon graceful brackets; upon a
distant table two charming Dresden baskets
are to be seen smothered in lats flowers. All
is bright, pretty, and artistic.

““What a charming room !’ says Lilian,
with involuntary, and therefore flattering,
admiration.

““Yon like it ? I fear it must look insigni-
ficant to you after Chetwoode.”

“On the contrary, it is a relief.

[

Mr. Chetwood

There,
everything is heavy though handsome, ag'is
| the way in all old houses ; here, everything
is bright and gay. I like it so much, and
you too if you will let me say so0,” says
Lilian, holding out her hand, feeling al-
ready enslaved by the beaunty of the tender,
lovely face looking so kindly into hers. *‘[
have wanted to know you so long, but we
knew "—hesitating—*‘‘you wished to be
quite quiet,”

‘“Yes, so I did when first I came here;
but time and solitude have taught me many
things. For instance,” —coloring faintly,
—*“] should be very glad to know you; 1
feel sadly stupid now and then.”

“] am glad to hear you say so: I simply
detest my own society,” says Miss Chesney,
with much vivaeity, in spite of the foot.
“Put,”—with a rueful glance at the band-
aged member,—*‘I little thought I should
make your acquaintance in this way. I
have given you terrible trouble have I
Ill]t-?”

¢No, indeed, you must not say so. 1 be-
lieve”—laughing,—*I have been only too
glad, in spite of my former desire for
privacy, to see some one from the outer
world again, Your bair has come down,
Shall I fasten it up again for you 7" Hardly
waiting an answer, she takes Lilian’s hair
and binds and twists itinto its usual soft
knot behind her head, admiriiLg it as she
does so. ‘‘How soft itis, and how long and
ench a delicious color, like spun silk ! I
have always envied people with golden hair,
Ah, here is the carriage : I hope the drive
home will not hurt you very much. She is
ready now, Mr. Chetwuode, and I think
she looks a little better,”

““ I should be ungrateful otherwise,” says
Lilian. * Mrs. Arlington has been so kind
to me, Cyril.”

““1 am sure of that,” replies he, casting a
curious glance at Cecilia that rather puzzles
Lilian, until, turning her eyes upon Cecilia,
she s2es what a pretty pink flush has stolen
into her cheeks. Then the truth all at once
flashes upon her, and renders her rather si-
lent, while Cyril and Mrs. Arlington are
making the carriage more comfortable for
her.

““ Come,” eays Cyril, at length taking her
in his arms. ** Don’t be frightened ; 1 will
hurt you as little as I can help.” He lifts
her tenderly, but the movement causes pain,
and a touch of agony turns her face white
again. She is not a hero where suffering is
concerned.

““Oh, Cyril, be careful,” says Mrs, Ar-
lington, fearfully, quite unconscious in her
concern for Lilian’s comfort that shke has
used the Chiistian name of her lover.

When Lilian is at length settled in the
carriage, she raises herself to stoop out and
take Cecilia’s hand.

“Good-by, and thank you again so much
she says, earnestly. ‘“And when Iam well
may I come and see you 7"

“Youmay indeed,”—warmly.  “I shall
be anxiously expecting you ; Ishall now"” —
with a gentle glance from the loving gray
eyes—*'‘have a doulble reason for wishing
you soon well.”

Moved by a sudden impulse, Lilian leans

[

forward, and the two women as their lips |

'1

|
meet seal a bond of friendship that lasts
them all their lives,

For some iime after they have left
Cecilia’s bower Lilian keeps silence, then
all at onee she says to Cyril, in tones ot the
liveliest reproach,—

“] wouldn't have believed it of }?1‘.}11,“

““\WVould yon not,” replies he, somewhat

startled by this extraordinary address, be-
ing plunged in meditation of hisown. *‘You
don’t say so ! But whatis it then you can't
believe 7"

“T think"”—with keen upbraiding—*‘you
might have told me.”

i 8o I should, my dear, instantly, 1f I
only knew what it was,” growing more and
more bewildered,
bring on brain fever, my good Lilian, you
will explain what you mean.”

¢ Yon must have guessed what a treat a
real love-affair would be to me, who never
knew a single instance of one,” says Lilian,
“‘and yet you meanly kept it from me.”

¢“ Kept what ?"’ innocently, though lie has
the grace to color hotly.

«“ Don’t be deceitful Cyril, whatever you
are. I say it wasdownnright unkind to leave
me in ignorance of the fact that all this
time there was a real, unmistakable, lona
fide lover near me, close to me, at my very
elbow, ns one might say.”

¢« T know I am happy enough to be at
vour elbow just now,” says Cyril, humbly,
“ but to confesa the truth, I never yet dar-
ed to permit myself to look upon you open-
ly with lover’s eyes. I am still at a loss te

know how von discovered the all:abaorbing |

passion that I—that any one fortunate
enough to know you—must feel for you.™

““ Don’t be a goose,’”’ says Miss (Chesney,
with immeasurable scorn. *‘ Don’t you
think [ have wit enough to
head over earz in love with that charming
beautiful creature down there in the Cot-
tage? Idon't wonder at thav: I only won-
der why yvou did not tell me of it when we
were such good friends.”

““ Are you quite sure I had anything to
Ltell you ?"

“‘Quite ; I have eyes and T have ears,
Did I not see how you looked at her, and
how she blushed all up to the roots of her
goft hair when you did so? and when yon
were placing me in the carriage she said,
“ Oh, Cyril " and what was the meaning of
that, Master Chetwoode, eh? She is the
prettiest woman I ever saw, says Lilan,
enthusiastically. ** To see her is indeed to
love her. I hope you love her properly,
with all your heart?”

“J do,” says Cyril, simply. ‘1 some-
times think, Lilian, it cannot be for one's
happiness to love as [ do.”

““ Oh, this is delightful I eries Lilian,
clapping her hands, *‘Iam glad you are in
earnest about it ; and 1 am glad yocu are
both so good-looking., Idon’t think ugly
people ought to fall in love : they quite de-
stroy the romance of the whole thing.”

“ Thanks awtully,” says Cyril. ** I shall |

begin to hold up my head now you have
said a word in my favor. But'—growing
serions—** you really like her, Lilian? How
can you be sure you do after so short an
acquaintance "

“* I always like a person at once or not at
all. T cahnot explain why ; 1t isa sort of
instinet. Tlorence I detested at first sight:
your Mra. Arlington 1 love. What is her
name?"’

“ Cecilia.’

¢“ A pretty name, and suited to her; with
her tender beantiful face she looks a saint.
You are very fortunate, Cyril : something
tells me you cannot fail to be happy, having
gained the love of such a woman.”

“ Dear little sibyl,” savs Cyril, lifting
ona of her hands to his lips, ** 1 thank you
for your prophecy. It does me good only
tc hear youn say so.”

e —

CHAPTER XXI.

Lilian’s injury turns out to be not enly a
sprain, but a very bad one, and strict quiet
and rest for the sufferer are enjoined by the
fat little family doctor. So for several
days she lies supine and obedient upon a
sofa in Lady Chetwoode’s boudoir, and
maltes no moan even when King Bore with
all his horrible train comes swooping dgwn
upon her. He isin greatest force at such
times as when all the others are downstairs
dining and sbe is (however gratefuily)
left to her own devices, The servants
passing to and fro with dishes some-
times leave the doors open, and then the
gsound of merry voices and laughter, that
seems more frequent because she 13 at a
distance and cannot guess the cause of their
merriment, steals up to her, as she lies
dolefully upon her pillows with her hands
clasped behind her sunny head.

When four days of penance have so pass-
ed, Lilian grows frist¢, thenargumentative,
then downright irrituble, distracting Lady
(Chetwoode by asking her perpetually, with
tears in her eyes, when she thinks she wili
be well. *‘* Sheis so tired of lying down.
Her foot must be nearly well now. It does
not hurt her nearly so much. She is sure,
if she might only use it a little now and
then, it would be wellin half the time,” and
50 on,

At last, when a week has dragged itself to
a close, Lilinn turns her cajoleries upon the
doetor, who is her sworn vassal, and coaxes
and worries him into letting her go down-
gtairs, if only to dine,

¢« I5h ? So soon pining for freedom? Why
bless me, you have been only two or three
days laid up.”

¢ Six long, long days, dear doctor.”

‘““ And now you would run the risk of un-
doing all my work. 1 cannotlet you put
your foot to the ground for a long time
yet. Well,”-—softened by a beseeching
glance,—'‘if you must go down I sup-
pose you must; but no walking,
minc ! If I eatch you walking I shall put
you into irons and solitary confinement for
a month. I dare say,*Lady Chetwoode,”—
sniling archly down upon Miss Chesney’s
slight figure,—‘* there will be some young
geutleman to be found in the house not
only able but willing to carry tothe dining-
room so fair a burden !”

“We shall be able to manage that easily.
And 1t will be far pleasanter for her to be
with us all in the evening. Guy, or her
cousin Mr. Chesney, can carry her down.”

¢1 think, auntie,” speaking very slowly,
‘T should prefer Archibald.”

“‘Ih ! eh ! you hear, mudam, she prefers
Archibald,—happy Archibald !"” cackles the
little doctor, merrily, being immensely
tickled at his own joke.

¢ Archibald Chesney is her cousin,” replies
Lady Chetwoode, with asigh, gazing pather
wistfully at the girl's flushed averted face.

So Lilian gains the day, and Sir Guy com-
ing into Lis mother's boudior half an hour
later is told the glad news.

““If you don’t want to |

Lady Chetwoode tells him. ¢ But she is
not to let her foot touch the ground ; so you
must be careful darling,” to Lilian, “\Vill
you stay with her a little while, Guy? I
must go and write some letters.”

““ I shan’t be in the least lonely by my-
self, auntie,” says Lilian, smoothly, letting
her fingers stray meaningly to the magazine
beside her ; yet in spite of this chilling re-
mark Sir Guy lingera., He hastaken up his
station on the hearthrug and is standing
with hiz back to the fire, his arms crossed
behind him, and, instead of seeking to
amuse his wounded ward, is apparently
sunk in revery. Suddenly, after a protract-
ed silence on both sides, he raises his head,
and regard'ng her earnestly, says,—

““ May I take you down to dinner to-night
Lilian %"

““ Thank you,” tormally: ‘it is very
kind of you to oter, Sir Guy. But Archie
was here a moment ago,” and he has prom-
ised to take that trouble upon himself.”
Then, in a low but perfectly distinct tone,
¢ T can trust Archie!”

Although no more is said, Guy thorough-

v understands her thoughts have travelled

' backwards to that one unlucky night when,
| through a kiss, he sinned passed all chance

of pardon. As his own mind follows hers,
the dark color mounts slowly to his very
brow.

“* Am I never to be forgiven for that one
offence 7’ he asks, going up to her couch
and looking gravely down upon her,

] have forgiven, but unhappily 1 cannot
forget,” r=turns she, gently, without letting
her eyes meet his. Then, with an ai: of
deliberation, she raises her magazine, and
he leaves the room.

22 you are |

Avchibald is elected to the coveted position
of carrier Lo her capricious majesty, and
this very night, to her great joy, brings her
tenderly, carefuliy, to the dining-room,
where a sofa has been prepared for her re-
eeption.

It so happens that three days later Arch-
ibald ia summoned to London on business,
and departs, leaving with Lilian his faith-
ful promise to be back in time Lo perform
his evening daty towards her,

But man’s proposals, as we know, are not
always carried out, and Chesney's fall lam-
entably short ; as just at seven o'clock a
telegram arriving for Lady Chetwoode tells
her ha has been unexpecztedly detained in
town by urgent matter and cannot by any
possibility get home till next day. .

Cyril is dining with some bachelor friends
near Truston : so Lady Chetwoode, who i3
always thoughtful, bethinks her there isno
one to bring Lilian down to dinner except
(uy. This certainly, for some inward rea-
son, troubles her. She sighs a little as she
remembers Lilian's marked preference for
(iesney's assistance, then she torns to her
maid—the telegram has reached her as she
is dressing for dinner—and says to her,—

¢« A telegram from Mr. Chesney he can-
not be home to dinner. My ha‘r will do
very well, Hardy : gv and tell Sir Guy he
need not expect him.” *

Hardy, going, meets Sir Guy in the hall
below, and imparts her infnrnmtinniq

Naturally enough, he too thinks rirst cf
| Lilian. Mueh as it displeases his pride, he

knows he must in common courlesy agaln
 offer her his rejected services. There 1s bit-
terness in the theught, and perhaps a little
happiness also as he draws his breath rather
quickly, and angrily suppressesa half smile
as it curls about his lips. To ask her again,
to be again perhaps refused! He gazes
irresolutely at the staircase, and then, with
a secret protest against his own weakness,
mounts 1il.

The second dinner-bell has already sound-
ed : there is no time for further deliberation.
| Going reluctantly up-stairs, he seeks with
'slow and lingering footsteps his mothers
boudoir,

The room is unlit, save by the glorious
fire, half wood, half coal, that crackles :;md
laughs and leaps in the joy of its own Iast
| living. Upon a couch close to it, bathed in
its warm flames, lies the little slender
hlack-robed figure so inexpressibly dear to
him. She is so motionless that but for her
wide eyes, gazing so earnestly into the fire,
one might imagine her wrapt in slumber.
Her left arm is thrown upwards so that her
head rests upon it, the other hangs listlessly
downwards, almost touching the carpet
heneath her,

She looks pale, butlovely. Her golden
hair shines richly against the crimson satin
of the cushion on which she leans. As
Guy approaches her she never raises her
eyes, although without doubt she sees
him. JIven when ke stands beside
her and gazes down upon her, wrathful at
her insolent disregard, she never pretends
to be aware of his near presence,

“ Dinner will be ready in three minutes,”
he says, coldly: ‘‘do you intend eoming
down to-night ?”

¢ Certainly. I am waiting for my cousin,”
ghe answers, with her eyes still fixed upon
the fire.

1 am sorry to be the conveyer ol news
that must necessarily cause you disappoint-
ment. My mother has had a telegram from
Chesney saying he cannot be home until to-
morrow. Business detains him,”

« He promised me he would return in
time for dinner,”’ she says turning towards
him at last, and speaking doubtiully.

“ No doubt he is more upset than you
can be at his unintended defection. Bat it
is the case for all that. He will not be home
to-ntght.” :

¢t Well, I suppose he conld not help it.”

T am positive he couldn’t !" coldly.

* You have great faith in him,” with an
unpleasant little smile. ¢ Thank you, Sir
Guy : it was very kind of you to bring me
such disagreeakble news.” As she ceases
speaking she turns back again to the con-
templation of the fire, as though desirous of
giving him his conge. >

¢] can hardly say I came to inform you
of your cousin’s movements,” replies he,
haughtily ; “* rather to ask you if you will
accept my aid to get downstairs 7"

“ Yours !”

¢ liven mine ?’ _

‘‘ No, thank youn,” with slow surprise, as
though she yet doubts the fact of his havin
again dared to offer his services: 1 woul
not trouble you for worlds !"’

“* The trouble is slight,” he answers,
with an expressive glance at the fragile
figure below him.

“But yvet a trouble ! Do not distress your-
self, Sir Guy : Parkins will help me, if you
will be so kind as to desire him.”

“Your nurse’'—hastily—'* would be able,
I dare say.”

““Oh, no. I can’t bear trusting myself to
women. 1 am an arrant coward. Ialways
think they are going to trip, or let me drop,
at every corner.’ A
“‘Then why refuse my aid?’ he says,

‘‘Dr. Bland thinks har so much better,” |

even at the price of his self-respect.

Qo Sir (tuy retires from the contest, and;

-

““No; I prefer Parkins!”

““Oh, if you preier the assistance of a
footman, there is nothing more to be said,”
he exclaims, angrily, going towards the
door much offended, and with just a touch
of disgrst in his tone.

Now, Miss Chesney does not prefer ‘he
assistance of a footman ; in fact, she would
prefer solitude and a lonely dinner rather
than trost hetself to such a one: 8o she
pockets her pride, and, seeing Sir Guy
almost ontside the dcor, raises herself on
her elbow and says, pettishly, and with the
most flagrant injustice, —

“Of course I can stay here all by myself
in the dark, if there is no one to take me
down.”

‘1 wish I understood yon,” says Guy,
irritably, coming back into theroom. Do
you mean yon wish me to carry you down?
I am quite willing to do so, though I wish
with all my heart your cousin were here to
take my place. It would evidently be much
pleasanter for all parties. Nevertheless, if
you deign to accept my aid,” proudly, * I
shall neither trip nor drop you, I promise.”
1here is a superciliousness in his manner
that vexes Lilian ; but, having an innate
horror of solitude, go down she will; 80
she says, cuttingly,—

““ You are graciousness itself ! you give
me plainly to nnderstand how irksome is
this auty to you. I too wish Archie were
here, for many reasons, but as it is——'""she
pauses abruptly ; and Guy, stooping, raises
her quietly, tenderly, in his arms, and with
the angry scowl upon his face and the haut-
eur still within his nsually kind blue eyea,
begins his march down-stairs.

(TO BE CONTINUED. )
-

“ wWhat is Free Education.”

In its last isane the Canada Iducational
Monthly propounds the question, ** \What
i3 free education ?’ The Monthly proceeds
to answer the question by asking a number
of othera., Is free education the providing
of a school for every child the gxpenses of
which are met from the general purse. As
the monthly says, the answer comes from
several quarters: No. Some claim that in
order that education may be free we muat
provide text books for the pupils. All the
books a child requires for school purposes
must be provided by the taxpayers; for
othevrwise, the child without the proper
books will not be in a fair position to com-
pete with the child provided with all the
books ; and moreover, the pupils all having
the school requisites will make more uniform
progreas—at least if all the pupils do not
advance equally, it will not be for want of
proper books. \Vell, we now have all the
children attending school provided with
text books and the cost of such provision
charged in the annual tax bill. Have we
free education now? The answer is now
slow in coming. No. Une parent says, by
way of answer : My child is poorly eclad ;
that is, not so well clad a3 someone else's
child. And another says my child is hungry,
only gets one meal a day, while yours gets
three good meals each day. The contest is
not fair as bet ween such children. Evidently
it is not fair. As we see things, in what
community can you find the race of life fair?
Then does free education mean that the
taxpayer ia to provide free tuition, food,
clothing tor all the children attending our
public or state schools? This is the latest
development of the modern free education
theory—in ancient Greece there were states
which took eharge of all the children and
educated them at the expense of the public.
We all know how this was done, and whakt
a complete failure the result was. But to
our thinking the ancients were more logical
than the moderns in this matter, for they
began at the beginning of life and took
charge of the conditions of governing the
child after birth. Is the final ontcome of
Christian civilization going to be the same aa
that of heathen civilization? If not why
not? Fnglish people have a factor in their
civilization which the Greezs and Romans
had not in theirs. We freely and most
thankfully acknowledze this great truth.
But we must ask the question, are the
thrifty, the industrious, the thoughtful
people to be compelled to feed, clothe, and
educate the children of the thoughtless, the
reckless and the lazy people of the commun-
ity ? This is the servious question with re-
spect to the large cities that is forcing it
self upon the attention of the thoughtful
people of Great Britain and the United
States of America. It does not press us
yet very much in Canada, but it is present
in Quebee, Montreal and Toronto. What
are we going to do with it? Will Great
Britain deal with this most difficult problem
as ancient Greece did?

The Largest English Locomotive,

What is descibed as the largest locomotive
ever seen in England has just been built,
from designs by Mre. F. C. Winby, by
Messrs. R, & W. Hawthorn of Newcastle,
who intend to despatch it to the omnivorous
Chicago Exhibition, where it is expected to
cause a mild sensation. According to a de-
scription furnished by Mr. Clement K.
Stretton of Leicester the leviathan engine,
which received the name of ** James 'l'ole-
man’’ at ita christening, an interesting
operation which we presume took place
when water was first let into the poiler, runa
upon a four-wieeled leading bogie and two
pairs of independent driving wheels of 7
feet 6 inches diameter, and it has four
high-pressure cylinders, a noteworthy fact.
Two cylinders placed inside under the smoke-
box are 17 inches by 22 inches, and they actu-
ate the first pairof driving wheels. Two out-
side cylinders are placed behind the bogie
wheels ; thev are 16} inches by 24 inches,
and they work the second or trailing pair of
driving wheels, The total tractive force
exerted by the four cylinders upon the four
driving wheels is therefore 143 pounds for
each pound of effective pressure. The boil-
er works at a pressure of 175 pounds, but it
ia constructed to carry 200 pounds if neces-
sary, acd it is of oval section, in order that
it may be placed between the tops of the
driving wheels. The number of tubes is 189;
their diameter i3 23 inches : their length ia
16 feet : their heating surface is 1,880 s(uare
feet : the heating surface of the firebox is
138 square feet : the total heating surface,
2,018 square feet, The area of firegrate 8
28 square feet : the weight of engine tn
working order 60 tons, and the tender, when
leaded, 18 fully 45 tone so that the en~ine
and tender complete weigh about 105 tons,
The running trials of the latest specimen of
British locomotive building skill will be
followed with interest both in this councry
and America.

il
Secure not thyself in the conceit of not
bringing forth evil fruit. A Christian is
not defined by wmare negatives,




