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A FIGHT WITH FATE. 

CHAPTER 1, 

PARTING, 

Wuen the carriage was at the door and the 
visitors were ready to start, Lord Lynford said, 
“Suppose you and Miss Verner come with me by 
a path through the wood below here, Mr. Tyrrell, 
and join the carriage a little beyond the gates. 
There are some curious rocks on the way you 
might care to see.” 

“Thank you. I daresay Miss Verner may like 
to go; for myself, I wish to be silent for a while;. 
I have much to think of. You'll forgive my 

bluntness?” . 

“Certainly, my dear ‘sir; it is rather refreshing. 

And you, Miss Verner? Shall I vow a vow of
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silence if you, foo, wish to think?” he added, in 

a low -tone, as the old man turned away and 

stepped into the carriage. 

“Pray do not,” she returned; “I like to talk 

and to be talked to.” 

“Wait outside the gates at the top of the hill,” - 

said Lynford to the driver; then, turning to Beatrice, 

he observed, “Yet I do not think you are by any 

means thoughtless. ‘This way. The lawn, you 

see, is a small plateau; and the descent on the 

western side very steep.” So saying he led her 

to a narrow. path which plunged down through a 

thick growth of underwood, brambles, and bracken, 

all more or less touched with the beautiful colours 

of late September; while here and there, between 

the stems of the tall trees on the left, they caught 

glimpses of the blue, glittering waters, for the grey 

clouds had dispersed and the afternoon was warm 

and sunny. 

They walked on some little way without speak- 

ing, Beatrice enjoying the wild beauty of the wood- 

land and the delicious perfume of the pines. 

“You have been thinking hard. for the last 

five minutes, in spite of your professed intention
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to talk. Will you tell me what subject occupies 

your mind?” . 

“T would if I could,” she returned, smiling. 

“J don’t believe I was thinking; I was dreaming, 

with a vague sense of enjoyment. The place is so 

delightful, the scent of the trees so delicious.” 

“And pray add, my companion so sympathetic.” 

Beatrice laughed. “My companion is very nice 

and very good, but I am not. sure that he is 

sympathetic.” 

“How is that? I-am sure J sympathise with 

~ you.” . 
“Oh, thank you very much, Lord Lynford!” 

and there she stopped. 

““That means you don’t care a damn whether 

I do or not?” 

“I don’t know the exact value of a ‘damn,’ 

but I am always grateful for kindness,” and she 

looked at him with laughing eyes. _ 

“I am afraid your ‘career will not be very 

successful, Miss Verner; you are so hopelessly 

honest.” . 

“Tf Le can get a little happines out of it I shall 
be content.” 

“I fancy you don’t get much of that at present.”
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“Yes, I do,—just at present.” 

“I am afraid I cannot flatter myself it is be- 

cause you are with me.” 

“You are a very pleasant companion, but, of 

course, I shall never see much of you. Now 

‘latterly I have been so happy because I find poor, 

dear Val so interesting; he is a wonderful boy. 

And Mr. Tyrrell,—he is quite charming; he gives - 

me the idea of a grand old patriarch.” 

“Well, yes; rather. They were awful old rips, 

~——those patriarchs,—by the way.” 

“What does that mean?” asked Beatrice, quite 

sincerely. 

“Ah! I daresay you haven't that expression | 

in your vocabulary. Well, let us say roxe, ‘fast 

man.” 

“Fast? No; I always picture them going along 

in a stately manner on’ camels.” 

“Don’t you think they had a gallop on an 

‘Arab steed’ sometimes?” 

Beatrice shook her head. “No; 1 cannot fancy 

4 patriarch ever being young or galloping about.” 

“Well, Iam quite sure old Tyrrell had a fiery, 

vigorous youth.” 

“Ah, yes; and how handsome he is! He must
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have had great sorrows, for I never thought any 
eyes could look so sad as his do sometimes. Just , 
now, when he came down from looking at the 
pictures with you, one could see something had 
shaken him. How sad and stern and resentful 
he looked! I should not like to offend him, but 

it is curious that——” She paused. 

“What?” he asked. 

“Second thoughts are best. I prefer not to 

say what was on my tongue.” 

“But why? Don’t you think you can trust 
me? I wish you would.” 

“It’s not that; it is because I am afraid you 
might think me rude.” 

Lord Lynford vowed that nothing should offend 

him, and thus reassured she went on. 

“Well, then, sometimes Mr. Tyrrell reminds 
me of you.” ' 

“If that is all, 1 am very much flattered.” 

“No, it isn’t all; but when Mr. Tyrrell is con- 
tradicted or irritated he doesn’t say much,—he 
has a good deal of self-control,—but a sort of 
bluish-white light comes into his eyes, ‘full of 
threatenings and slaughter, and just like what I
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have seen in yours when you are vexed, though 
your eyes are not nearly so dark as Mr. Tyrrell’s.” 

“You have never scen me vexed.” 
“Perhaps not; then I would rather not see it.” 
“Good heavens! do you think me a brute? are 

you afraid of me?” 

“Oh, no!” and a wild-rose-like blush crept 
over her cheek; “that would be too silly. Your 
anger can never matter much to me, because we 
are mere passing acquaintances; but—yet at first 
I did fear you a little. I think I am naturally a 
coward,—I have to reason myself out of many 
fears; but I am better.” 

“Well, pray get rid of this absurd idea. I~ 
believe me—I wish to be your friend; to—to make 
your life somewhat different from what it is.” 

“That is very good of you. I am surprised, 
I am grateful; but, of course, it is out of the 
question.” 

Lord Lynford did not reply immediately, and 
a few steps farther on they came to some curious 

_ Stratified rocks, quite different in construction from 
_those in the neighbourhood, and had the appear- 
ance of a small fortalice, regularly built; beneath 
was a spring sufficiently well fed to send forth a
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little brooklet, which poured itself over the stones 
and down the declivity’ with a soothing, silvery 
murmur. , 

Beatrice was quite enchanted. Facing the 
rocks, in a shady nook which was almost hidden 
among its leafy shelter, was a rustic seat. 

“What a delightful place to sit and read in!” 
cried Beatrice. “I should enjoy a nice book here, 
or to sit and dream in.” 

“Why don’t you come, then?” said Lynford, 
sitting down beside her; “it is nothing of a walk 
from your place here. Where the road turns in- 
Jand, not half a mile from your gate, keep along 
the beach till you come to the first outlying 
patches of wood; there’s a lodge there, and no 
one can pass unless known to the keeper; the 
way to it turns off just below. Come, I'll introduce 
you to him, if he is at home, and his wife; then 
you can make use of these woods to ) dream i in or 
sketch.” 

“Alas! I cannot sketch,” ejaculated Beatrice, 
“Well, as you like. No one shall interfere . 

with you, and you willbe quite safe” == 
“Thank you so much!” and her eyes sparkled ; 

“but I heard you say some friends were coming
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to stay with you and shoot. If they come down 

here——” . 
“They shall not,” said Lynford, very decid- 

edly. “We'll shoot over the other side of the 

hill. There’s more game in those covers. You 
must make the most of your liberty. When does 
Mrs. Garston return?” 

“The end of next week,” she sighed, and Lyn- 
ford laughed. 

“Here is the lodge,” he said, and a few steps 
more brought them to the entrance. A stout, 
good-humoured-looking woman was busy washing 
outside. “Ha, Mrs. Cox!” cried Lynford. “Do 
you see this young lady? Remember she has 
the freedom of these woods, and tell Cox the 
same.” - 

“Very well, my lord.” _ 

“All well, eh? the little fellow that had whoop- 
ing-cough?” he added, kindly. 

. “Yes, he’s a deal better, thank you, my lord,” 
bobbing a curtsey, “and I hope your lordship’s 

. hearty.” 

“All right, thanks. Come, Miss Verner, we 
must retrace our steps, and hasten them, too; 

‘Tyrrell will be waiting.”
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“Is it true,”. asked Beatrice, when they had 

regained the upper and principal path, “that Mr. 

Tyrrell is going away,—and Val?” 

“Yes; they are going to some German 

baths.” 

“I only gathered it from what was said at 

luncheon to-day. I don’t think Val knew of it.” 

“Very likely not. Are you sorry?” 

“Yes, awfully sorry! My life will be quite 

different when they go, and it is very uncertain 

when we may meet again.” 

“Well, yes, of course it is. They have very 

wandering tastes.” 

Beatrice did not reply, and, as the silence 

continued, Lynford turned and stole a glance at 
her. Her thoughtful eyes seemed gazing far away 
and were full—yes, there was no mistake about 

it—full of tears. 

“What, are you so grieved to part with that 
' poor boy and the old man?” 

“I am,” she returned, emphatically. “It makes - 
me wonderfully happy to’be with them. They are 
so simple, so real. I feel I can be quite my own 
self when I am with them, and neither heed nor 
fear making mistakes or rude speeches, as Mrs,
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Garston tells me I constantly do. And the worst " is I may never see them again,” 
“Yes, Iam afraid that is Probable. But [ Suppose Mrs‘ Garston will Soon return, and then—__» 

“Ah! that will not make up. She js very ice, T know, but—she does not want me as a friend. I cannot think why she keeps me with her. Some 
use talking of these things to Jou, me. I am very stupid.” 

“You are no such thing. Yo my honoured guest to me. tality forbid it» 

Pray forgive 

u shall not abuse 
The laws of hospi- 

“Ah, that is charmingly said!* cried Beatrice, trying to rally, «J am not afraid of you when you Speak so nicely,” 
“T kiss your hands, as the Austrians 5 returned, “Now, 

about these woods 

ay,” he remember, you are to wander as if they were your own.” “Oh, yes, I shal] indeed, until Mrs. Garston returns,” 
° 

longer, and perhaps - Tecognised how very de- ceptive *ppearances gene rally are, and See that tees, 

24 | 
>, veuee 

i 3 Sy gs ue q
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the sooner we get rid of old worn-out prejudices 

the better.” 

“It takes more than a week to get rid even 

of one prejudice.” 

“That depends on the strength of the mental 

vision before which the prejudice is unmasked.” 

Beatrice was too busy gathering some beauti- 

ful leaves and golden-tinted bracken to reply, and 

Lynford hastened to assist her. 

., “This is not an ordinary w oman,” he thought. 

“Her transparent truthfulness gives her a wonder- 

ful degree of distinction. She is keenly alive to 
the difference of our respective positions, yet that 
never embarrasses her or alters the tone of her 
mind; yet she enjoys beauty and pleasure. That 
she is afraid of me is an important admission, 
and she doesn’t know why she fears me. It is 
some dim revelation of Nature’s. But this fear is 
an admirable basis on which to raise the delicate 
superstructure of love. Even if I teach her to 
love me, shall I be able to persuade her that the 
life I suggest possesses every ingredient of happi- 
ness the heart of woman can desire?—but it does. 

. There,” he exclaimed aloud; “there is a long trail 
of brambles most wonderfully painted’ by Nature’s 

A Fight with Fate. Il. —_— 
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autumnal brush. I'll get it for you,” and he broke 

it off. “No exotic treasure in the conservatory 

can surpass the colouring of this dweller beyond 

the pale of authorised culture.” 

“No, indeed,” said Beatrice, stretching out 

her hand to receive it; then, with a little cry, 

“but it is thorny. I have torn my finger.” She 

held it up, reddened with the blood which came 

from a long scratch. 

Lord Lynford took the branch from her, and 

throwing it on the ground, wrapped his handker- 

chief round her hand, deftly enough, Beatrice 

apologising while he did so for the trouble she 

had caused by her own carelessness. 

“Tt is no trouble to help you, child,” he ex- 

claimed, with a degree of familiarity that was ina 

way corrected and excused by the tone of superior 

age and rank in which it was spoken. 

Then they hastened on, to find Val waiting 

impatiently and Mr. Tyrrell so sunk in thought that - 

beyond a few words of adieu to his host he did 

not speak. 

It had been a delightful but too exciting a 

day for Val, and the late dinner or supper, at . 

which Mr, Tyrrell insisted Beatrice should join -



  

PARTING. 19 

them, carried his excitement to a higher pitch. 
His grandfather seemed to have quite got over the 
fit of silence and depression which had seized him 
after his luncheon at the Hall, and, having ordered 
champagne, drank to Val’s health and happiness 
as the future master of Lynford Hall. 

“What on earth do you mean, gran’?” cried 
the boy, his eyes wide open with amazement. - 

“I mean, boy, that that fair domain will soon 
be mine, and after me yours. I have offered to 
buy it from Lord Lynford, and he has accepted 
my offer. Ah, lad, you wil have a lovely: home! 
Would to God I could have seen your dear father 
reigning over these lands! But Heaven has denied 
me that joy, and I must not rebel. Life would 
have been too happy, too prosperous, had he been 
spared to be with me this day. I can but make 
life as bright, as tranquil, as possible for you, my 
child,” and his great dark eyes grew moist. 

“What!” cried Val; “the Hall ours ?—ours for 
always? Why, gran’, what a splendid idea! that 
delightful old house to live in always, and the 
woods and the pictures and the armour!—not a// 
these things, gran’?” \ 

“Ay, everyone of them, boy! There’s the 
2*
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difference between making money and _ losing 

money. Lord Lynford has been wasteful and ex- 

travagant, so he pays the inevitable penalty. Mind 

you, I do not wish to speak against Lord Lynford. 

He has the failings of his class. He is neither 

better nor worse; but, by Heaven, he is a man, 

every inch of him, and a real Clavering! If he 

chooses, I will always be his friend. Ah, lad, the 

tradition of ages, the power of caste,—nothing 

can stand before the force of diligent labour and 

resolute will! Ralph Clavering, Baron Lynford, 

has done after his kind, and great has been 

his fall; but he has been sorely handicapped, 

and——” 

“Oh, gran’, I can’t think about him; I am so 

delighted. And may I have a pair of ponies 

for myself? There’s room enough for any number 

of animals in the stables. Denis can drive me 

anywhere then.” 

“Faith, Denis can steer better than he can 

drive!” exclaimed Tyrrell, in a more natural, 

genial tone; “but you shall have the ponies, core 

of my heart, or anything else you like.” 
“Ah, gran’!” cried the boy, his eyes falling 

on Beatrice; “and Bea shall come and see us,
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sha’n’t she, when we have all that beautiful house 
to ourselves?” 

“She shall if she likes, my dear son.” -But 
Beatrice. saw that he was scarcely conscious of 
what he agreed to. 

“Isn’t it great news, Bea?” continued the boy. 
“Oh, yes, Val; it is just the place for you to 

enjoy yourself in. I am very glad for you, but I 
am sorry for Lord Lynford, too. It must be a 

" trial to part with such a place,—the home of your 
forefathers, too.” a 

“Ay!” said Tyrrell, in a tone of deep feeling. 
“Had that place been mine—mine by right of 
inheritance—I would have worked myself to a 
skeleton, I would have lived on bread and water, 
to clear it from encumbrance and enabled my suc- 
cessor to hold his own among his peers. Ah, 
how different things might have been!” He paused 
abruptly and resumed quietly, “But I like Lord 
Lynford better than almost any other man I have 
met at this side of the world. If he chooses I'll 
be his friend, though no doubt my friendship is a 
thing he would not value.” 

“Oh, yes! I have heard him speak of you
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with admiration often; I know he thinks you a 

remarkable man.” 

“Tm obliged to him,” returned Tyrrell, shortly, 

but a pleased expression stole over his strongly- 

marked features. , 

“All this time you are not taking your food, 

my child,” resumed the old man, kindly, “and 

you’ve not drunk the boy’s health. “Here, you 

must take this little glass of champagne to Val,— 

may health, peace, and prosperity be his.” 

Beatrice repeated the formula, stretching out 

her hand to press Val’s. 

After a little more rather disjointed talk, their 

host, looking anxiously at his grandson, said to 

Beatrice, “My dear child, you must go home. 

See, Val looks flushed and feverish; he must to 

bed. I will go home with you myself; it is a fine 

moonlight night. I hope Pll find him quietly 

asleep when I return.” So Beatrice put on her 

hat and kissed the boy’s feverish brow. 

The old man was very silent as they skirted ~ 

the beach on their way to ..Villa Marina. Once 

he paused, looking across the bay to where the 

woods of Lynford climbed the side of the head- 

land.
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“It’s a fair spot,” he murmured, “and it has 
taken many and many a generation to pile up 
the armour, the books, the pictures, the plate, 
the hundred and one heir-looms and relics ac- 
cumulated in yon house. There’s a whole history 
of England in its belongings. Well, no other 
buyer will reverence them as I do, nor value nor 
care for them as I do; Val shall do the same if 
I can teach him. But I am keeping you, my 
dear young lady. I daresay you think me a 
stupid old buffer.” 

* He drew her hand within his arm in a fatherly 
fashion, and they soon accomplished the rest 
of the distance without exchanging many more 
words. 

¥ * _* * ¥* * 

The next morning, soon after Bea’s break- 
fast-tray had been carried away, Denis made his 
appearance. 

““Mornin’, miss. Pye come to say me young 
master has had the divil’s own bad night. He 
was in a fever, tossin’ and tumblin’ and callin’ for 
drink; so we are to be off by the eleven-thirty 
train to see a big London doctor, and the boss 
himself told me to ask you if you’d come round
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to say good-bye.. Master Val said he wouldn’t | 

go without seeing you.” 

“Ves, of course Pll come, Denis. ‘But, oh, 

_are you going right away?” 

“Faith, we are so, miss,—to the back of 

beyant, among a lot of God-forgotten Germans! 

We had a taste of them this time last year, and 

I can’t say I'm anxious to repate the dose.” So 

saying, Denis departed, and Beatrice hastened to 

follov him, pausing in her progress to the Pier 

Hotel to buy a bunch of fresh monthly roses, 

with a sprig of heliotrope, from a little flower- 

girl, herself about the last rose of the fast-fading 

season. 

Val was stretched on his little movable couch, 

waiting to be taken to the station, and looking 

very white and exhausted. He was ill and weak 

and irritable. - 

“Oh, Bea!” he cried, “I am so sorry to say 

good-bye. I am quite good for nothing, and I 

don’t care what becomes of me. I don't think I 

shall ever see you again if I live to get to this 

place. Till write to you, and you will write to 

me? Won't you? Are those roses for me? Oh, 

thank you! I love flowers, Gran’, aren’t these
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sweet?” But gran’ was too busy, too much pre- 
occupied, to heed him. He bid Beatrice a kindly 
good-bye, patting her gently on the head; but his 
thoughts were evidently far away. She felt un- 
accountably distressed at this absence of mind, 
but the carriage was at the door and gran’ was 
eager to be off, so the leave-taking was cut short 
and they were soon out of sight, while she went 
back slowly with bent head to her own abode. 

She was amazed at the sort of depression, 
‘ bordering on despair, which weighed down her 
heart. She did not know how much attached 
she had grown to the crippled 1 lad who interested 
her so deeply. He was no angel, indeed he was 
exceedingly human; at times unreasonable, peevish, 
ill-tempered, impossible to please; then, again, 
tender, unselfish, and full of generous thoughts, 
—it was delightful to talk with him. There was 
something original and even poetic in his ideas 
which charmed Beatrice, while his strong and 
freely displayed liking ,for herself completed the 
fascination. She had involuntarily grown to re- 
gard Mr. Tyrrell and his grandson as fast friends, 
on whom she could always lean, and now they 

seemed to have slipped from her grasp and
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vanished from the realities of her life. It made 

her feel ashamed, but she could not help crying 

bitterly when she found herself quite alone in the 

big drawing-room at Villa Marina. Jt was an 

oppressively warm day, and as during Mrs. 

Garston’s absence no very particular cleaning was 

ever done, the spacious apartment was pervaded 

by an odour of undisturbed dust, a sense of close- 

ness anything but exhilarating. Nor was_ this 

melancholy state of affairs improved by a letter 

from Mrs. Garston which arrived by the mid-day 

post,— 

“You have wasted a lot of stamps writing to 

me so frequently. I had to pay twopence for 

overweight on the last, in which you enclosed the 

cards of all.those people who have called. It 

was really quite unnecessary. Is Lord Lynford 

still at the Hall? He never turned up while I 

was in town. This is rather a pleasant house, 

though, on a small scale. I have had enough of 

it, however, and intend to.leave on Monday; so 

you may expect to see me on Friday to dinner. 

Tell Mrs. Foxhall that she must have a pheasant 

and some salmon. I hope you have seen that the
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rooms have been kept nice and clean. If you 

want any money you must wait till I come. I 

shall be at Renshaw’s for two days ez route. 

“Yours truly, 

“JuLIA GARSTON. 

“P.S.—Be sure the conservatory is done up 

and plenty of flowers in the drawing-room, for I 

see I shall have many visitors. J. G.” 

The prospect of seeing her amiable employer 

‘did not bring Beatrice any sense of comfort. She 

felt strangely unequal to resist the crushing though 

smiling harshness which was Mrs. Garston’s char- 

acteristic, and against which she had hitherto op- 

posed a barrier of buoyant good-humour. “I 

must be growing weak and silly,” she thought. 

“I feel as if I must sit down and cry if she 

speaks to me in that mocking way she has. If I 

did it would be all over with me. How I wish I 

could go back to Sarah and be at home! What 

a blessed word ‘home’ is!” Drying her eyes, 

she went to communicate the contents of Mrs. 

Garston’s letter to the landlady, and retuming 

to the drawing-room after her almost untasted
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luncheon, she saw the Lynford Hall break, with 
its owner and three or four other gentlemen, all 
talking and laughing, drive past as if returning 
with the expected guests from the station. 

“Ah! There goes my lord,” observed Mrs. 
Foxhall, who had come to ask some question re- 
specting the preparations. “They do say he is 
going to sell the old place, and I’m sorry for it.” 
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CHAPTER IL. 

MATTERS AND THINGS IN GENERAL. 

THE days which succeeded were dull and de- 
pressing. For.some reason Beatrice found herself 
dreading Mrs. Garston’s return. “Perhaps,” she 
‘thought, as she employed herself finishing off the 
various odds and ends of worl» which she had a 
little neglected for the pleasure of Val’s society, 

' “LT have been a little spoiled by these good friends, 
and fancy myself of greater importance than I 

am; still, I do not think Mr. Tyrrell and Val 
will quite forget me. There is a ‘great air of 
truth and faithfulness about them, and I must 
have patience.” 

The fourth day of this loneliness was very 
. fine, and Beatrice, who had not gone out, resolved 

to try what fresh air would do to rouse her up. 
As soon, then, as she had finished her early 
breakfast, she set forth, armed with a book, to 
avail herself of Lynford’s permission to ramble
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through his woods. Her busy thoughts helped 

her over the ground, and she seemed to gain the 

side entrance with surprising rapidity. Once 

within the boundary, she relaxed her pace and 

began to look about her with a new sense of 

enjoyment in the ever-fresh beauty of the woods, 

and secure in the solitude, as the shots which, 

from time to time, struck her ear came from the 

opposite side of the plantation. After a little 

wandering she reached the seat where she and 

Lynford had rested, and where she now estab- 

lished herself with a volume of Thackeray’s, 

feeling herself soothed by the trickle of the little 

waterfall, the perfume of the pines, and the sort 

of palpitating silence which seemed to wrap itself 

round her. Gradually her attention to the page 

before her relaxed. The truth in Thackeray. is 

more painful than amusing to the young and 

enthusiastic, who crave for the loftiest heroism, 

the deepest villainy, without any shading off be- 

tween the hard, straight lines. That heroism should 

be touched by meanness or pierced here and 

there by -ignoble fear; that villainy should 

sometimes be generous or sometimes even self- 

sacrificing, seems incongruous and offensive to
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their sense of the fitness of things. How many 

years, what varied experiences, it takes to teach 

us that most of our vices are virtues run to 
seed! , 

So “The Virginians” lay unheeded on her 

knee, while Beatrice calculated how soon she 

might have a letter from Val. How earnestly she 

hoped he zwonld write! This spell of real com- 

panionship and sympathy seemed to have rather 

.unfitted her for the battle of life, and she felt to 

shrink from the idea of loneliness as she never 
did before. ” 

As she mused in this somewhat melancholy 

strain, the sound of steps rustling among the 

withered leaves attracted her attention, and she 

perceived Lynford making his way towards her. 

“You have not been very quick in making 

‘use of your privileges, Miss Verner,” he said, 

pausing beside her and leaning against the stem 
of a pine-tree. 

“I was busy in the house,” returned Beatrice, 

with a welcoming smile, and feeling, with a little 

surprise, that she was quite glad to see him. “I 

thought you were shooting at the other side of 
the woods.”



32 A FIGHT WITH FATE, 

“My guests are, at present; but, you see, I 

am obliged to leave them, to write letters.” 

There was a short pause. Lynford came over 

and sat down beside her. “And you have been 

weeping over the disappearance of old Tyrrell and 

the boy?” 

“How do you know that?” cried Beatrice. 

“You have been weeping just now; I see a 

diamond drop or two on your long lashes,” 

“T can’t help it, you see,” she. returned, 

colouring. “They were so very kind and sym- 

pathetic that, now they are gone, I feel utterly 

desolate, and Mr. Tyrrell never said anything about 
seeing me again.” 

“These very sympathetic people are apt to 

carry away their whole stock of sympathy with 

them for future use,” said Lynford. “You do not . 

consider, then, that you have azy friend left in 

this part of the world?” asked Lynford, looking 

into her eyes with a soft, questioning glance. 

“You know Iam a total stranger here,” she 

returned, trying to rally her spirits and deter- 

mined not to bare her bruises to eyes she did 

not quite trust. “But do you mean. that Mr,
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Tyrrell and Val will forget all about me and 
bestow their sympathy on new people?” 

“That is the usual course,” said Lynford, with 
calm conviction. 

“I suppose you are right. You have seen and 
known a great deal.” Bea tried to say it bravely. 
“Then do none remember,—does everyone forget 
you as soon as you are out of sight?” 

“I fancy it is the general rule, unless, indeed, 
you become essential to some individual, to whom 
life is unendurable if away from you.” 

“That must be a very rare*case.” 
“Not common, I grant; but I have met in- 

stances. A great chum of mine, in by- gone days, 
was greatly attached to a woman,—not a very 
beautiful woman, indeed not at all beautiful, but 
rather a charming person. Well, absence from 
her was absolute pain to him,—anyone could see 
it was, at least any of his intimates. That con- 
dition of things was most probably due to his own 
intense nature rather than to her attraction. It 
spoiled his life, though.” 

“What a pity!” exclaimed Bea, deeply in- 
terested. “I suppose they were too poor to 
marry?” 

A Fight with Fale. I. 3
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Poverty; to her, was the one universal ob- 
stacle. 

“No; my friend was a rich man. There was 
a better reason still why marriage was an im- 
possibility,—the enchantress had a husband al- 
ready.” 

“Ah, what a tragedy! But if he knew she was 
married, why did he let himself love her?” 

Lord Lynford laughed. “Excuse the incivility 
of my quotation if I say, with Byron, ‘Curious 
fool, be still! Is human love the growth of human 
will?” 

“But it is rather terrible to think that one 
can be made wretched and wicked, too, against 
your will.” . . 

“There are a good many unaccountable and 
terrible things in life, but I do not see where the 

~~ wickedness comes in. Everyone is not blest with 
a well-regulated mind like yours. I suppose you 
will arrange your love-affairs on the limited liabi- 
lity system. A man must be free and unencum- 
bered, of irreproachable character, and blest with 
a fair competence, before he could hope to touch 
your well-regulated heart.” 

“Thank you,” she returned, cheering up at
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this prospect of a skirmish. “I should like my 
hancé to be all you describe, only I should not 
mind his being poor. It would be a very happy 
time, I think, waiting till you were well enough off 
to be married, and growing to know each other 
better and better.” 

“Perhaps so,” said Lynford, laughing again. 
“J never saw any happiness in waiting. In short, 
I never wasted if I could possibly help it.” - 

“No, I suppose not,” said Beatrice, dreamily. 
Resting her clasped hands on her knee, she re- 
mained silent for a minute oretwo, during which 

_ Lynford watched her profile, and noticed that her 
chin was softly and delicately moulded, with a 
slight curve upwards, 

“And your friend?” she asked, suddenly, as 
if out of her thoughts; “what became of him?” 

“Oh, poor fellow! he was a mighty hunter, and 
went to India to shoot big game. Unfortunately, 
he let a tiger come a little too near before firing. 
The beast, though mortally wounded, sprang 
on him and finished him. I was not sorry to 
hear it.” 

“Yes, I understand that. It is better not to 
live than to be unhappy.” 

3*
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“Exactly!” cried Lynford, highly pleased by 

a sentiment which suited him so well. “In fact, 

it is only a poltroon who would grovel in misery 

for the sake of mere existence.” 

A pause. 

“And so you are rather inconsolable for the 

loss of Val and the old man?” he resumed. 

“I am; they made me very happy, and I 

don’t like to think they may have forgotten me 
already.” 

“They may not have forgotten you. I only 

said it was not improbable. Indeed, I am in- 

clined to think you are a sort of woman to be 

remembered.” 

“Thank you. You are very polite.”. 

“I am in earnest,” said Lynford, quietly. 

“First, because you are unselfish and sympathetic, 

and your presence is pleasant and soothing. Then 

you give the impression of being true. Then 

come more mundane reasons, which might dis- 

please you, and, last but not least, you have a 

soft, sweet voice.” 

“That is all very nice,” replied Beatrice. 

“Could you go on a little in the same strain.” 

“Yes, I could!” cried Lynford, with sudden
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animation. “If you will listen I could go on con- 

siderably.” 

“I think it would be better to save it for some 

other time,” she said, her colour rising under his 

eyes; “too much praise is cloying.” 

“You are such a stern little puritan that I am 

half afraid of you. Tell me, when do you expect 

Mrs. Garston?” 

“On Friday or Saturday next.” 

“So soon! Ah, the sun is already going 

‘down. Suppose that before you cease to be a 

free Briton we steal one happy day; at least, I 

think I could make one day pleasant to you. 

Come for a sail in my boat. We'll go outside 
the bay, and I will take you to a pretty little 

hamlet where there are the remains of a Norman 

castle, greatly ruined but very picturesque, and 

we shall have a #ée-d-¢éte luncheon, when I shall 

finish my reasons for believing that you are not 

to be lightly forgotten. My guests leave me to- 

morrow, and the weather promises to be first-rate. 

We can philosophise and discuss to our hearts’ 

content. You'll come, won’t you?” insinuatingly. 

“It would be delightful,” said Beatrice, who 

was not nearly so much attracted by the prospect
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of a whole day sée-4-téte with Lord Lynford as 
he hoped she might be. “But I am afraid it. 
would not do.” , 

“Why, are you such a prude as to be afraid 
of Mrs. Grundy?” : 

“Yes, lam. Mrs. Grundy is often right.” 
“Pray is there anything wrong in a lady and 

gentleman going out in a boat together ?” 
“Nothing whatever. If you and I and our 

people were old friends, if you were in my own 
rank of life, if it would not be likely to displease 
Mrs. Garston, and——” ‘ 

“That 7s a tangible objection,” interrupted 
~ Lynford, smiling cynically; “for the rest, I am 

Sure you are too sensible to think about my very 
exalted rank, which is an accident. People don’t 

_ trouble about such matters nowadays.” 
“I do not think I ever troubled myself as to 

whether you were Lord Lynford or Mr. Lynford, 
but there 7s a difference, and it seems to me— 
though I don’t pretend to understand such things 
—that it is better for our society there should be. 
So I am quite content that we should be on dif- 
ferent platforms.” . 

“I don’t think I am,” he returned, “especially 

c
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if it cuts me off from what would have been a 

great pleasure. What! are you going home?”’ 

“You mean back?” said Beatrice, and there 

was a touch of pathos in her tone. 

“I suppose you will sit down and give your- 

self up to the blue devils all this long, lonely 

evening,” resumed Lynford, as they walked to- 

wards the keeper’s lodge. 

“Oh, no. I shall write a long letter to my 

. sister, and I have a book,—one poor Val left 

me.” 

“You are fond of that bos’ 

“Yes, very fond, and I believe he is fond of — 

me, though you think ‘he will forget. I still hope 

"for a letter from him.” 

“I trust you will not be disappointed.” He 

walked beside her in silence for some way, and 

then resumed, “Do you ever build castles i in the 

air?” 

“Yes, frequently.”’ 

“What style of edifice do you erect?” | 

“Very modest ones, generally; yox probably 

would call them cottages in the air. Of course, 

our standards are very different.”
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“Possibly. Do you never soar above the 
cottage?” 

“Sometimes. My highest flight is to dream 
of seeing Italy, Rome, Vesuvius. The dream is 
pleasant, whether it be fulfilled or not.” 

“At your age all things are possible. . Per- 
haps Mrs. Garston may take you abroad with 
her.” 

“Oh, no,—that is, I would rather not travel 
with Mrs. Garston, or anyone. I mean that to 
enjoy myself thoroughly I should like to go in- 
dependently. Now, good-evening, Lord Lynford. 
It grows late; I must hasten back.” 

“You are a remarkably independent young 
lady. Don’t you think companionship doubles 
enjoyment?” 

“Oh, yes!—real companionship. Good-even- 
ing, Lord Lynford.” 

“Good-evening. There’s light enough still for 
you to reach your abode?” 

“Quite enough, I think.” 
These words brought them to the keeper’s 

lodge. Lynford opened the gate and shook 
hands with her, but made no attempt to accom- 
pany her any farther; and Beatrice walked on
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briskly, her thoughts dwelling on her rencontre 
with the owner of the soil and perceiving that, 
strange as it might be, he showed a decided ten- 
dency to seek her society. “It must be a mere 
whim, the crotchet of a spoiled child of larger 
growth. He is probably changeable and fanciful 
to a degree. Mrs. Garston would not, could not, 
be so fond of him if he had not made love to 
her at some time or other; now he almost seems 
to dislike her. I hate such inconstancy! and if 
he thinks he can amuse himself by taking me up 
and putting me aside when he chooses, insigni- 
ficant as I am, he is extremely mistaken, though 

he can be very pleasant and even taking; but I 
am afraid he has no heart.” 

With this conclusion, she dismissed Lynford 
from her mind and reached the villa while still 
conjecturing whether Val would write to her or 
not. 

* *¥ . ¥ ¥ 

A telegram from Mrs. Garston on Friday 
morning announced her arrival on the following 
afternoon. On the whole, Beatrice would have 
preferred her coming at once. She had an odd 
sort of foreboding that Mrs. Garston would be
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less friendly, less easy to get on with, in the 

future than in the past; but she was given to evil 

forebodings just then, and tried to divert her mind 

from them. 

Having finished all preparations and feeling 

too unsettled to read, she indulged herself, in the 

security of her solitude, by playing and singing— 

in her very untutored fashion, and by ear—on 

the piano she never ventured to touch when Mrs. 

Garston was at home. Her songs were of the 

most familiar and ordinary order, but it gave her 

great pleasure to sing them all by herself. She 

had thus got through “Kathleen Mavourneen,” 

“Logie o’ Buchan,” “John Anderson, my Jo John,” 

and “Annie Laurie,” when a voice said, quite near 

her and in a low tone,— a 

“You have a sweet little pipe of your own.” 

She started up, her heart beating violently,— 

so violently that she felt ashamed of herself, — 

and saw Lynford leaning on the top of a high- 

backed chair. et : 

“I owe you a’ thousand apologies, Miss 

Verner,” he said, deferentially, “for stealing upon 

you in this way. I called to ask if Mrs, Garston 

had arrived, and hearing the sounds of song, I



MATTERS AND THINGS IN GENERAL. 43 

would not allow the servant to announce me, 

feeling sure I should not hear another note if you 

were interrupted.” 

By this time Beatrice was herself again. 

“Most certainly not,” she returned, giving him 

her hand; “if you chose to listen, on your head 
be it.” 

“Exactly. You really have the making of a 

capital voice. Of course, in its present condition 
it is not worth much; but I believe it might be a 
fortune to you. I am a real lover of music, and 
know what I am talking about,, You ought to 

have lessons and——” 

“That is out of the question,” interrupted 
Beatrice, a little impatiently. “Of course, I should 

. dearly like to learn, but there is no use in talking 
about it.” 

“I am not so sure,” returned Lynford, coming 

to sit beside her on the sofa, where, after her 

sudden start, she had subsided; “a voice like 
yours has its value. I know some masters or 
professors who might think it worth their while 
to cultivate it for the sake of its future worth: I 
know some of these people, and I should be glad 
to help you in any way.”
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Beatrice looked at him very earnestly, while a 

soft colour rose in her cheek. 

“How good of you to think of it!” she ex- 

claimed, warmly. “But, alas! E must not think 

of it. How am I to live during the years of 

study? I cannot impose on my sister.” 

“You could pay your debt many times over 

if you succeeded.” 

“Ah, what an overwhelming ‘if!’” exclaimed 

Beatrice. ; 

“Nevertheless, I should risk it if I were you,” 

he returned, with great seriousness. “Leave Mrs. 

Garston,—you'll have to do it sooner or later,— 

return to your sister. I shall be in town in a 

week or ten days at furthest, and can put things 

en train for you. What do you say?” he con- 

cluded, with suppressed eagerness. 

“Many, many thanks; but it must be ‘no,’” 

she said. “Just think of the time it would take, 

and always the possibility of failure at the end!” 

“Tt is, of course, a possibility, but by no means 

a probability; and just think of the freedom and 

pleasure of such a life compared to the monotony, 

the enslavement, the servility, of your present 

existence, my dear little friend!—pray forgive me
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the expression, suggested more by your youth 

than your stature.” 

“Iam not so young,” said Beatrice, shaking 

her head; “I was quite twenty in August.” 

“Indeed! It is a great age. Imagine how 

patriarchal I must feel when I admit that I am 

sixteen years your senior.” 

“Are you, really?” 

“Do I look so much younger?” with one of 

‘his pleasantest smiles. 

“Sometimes you look much older.” 

Lynford did not reply, and/"2 after a moment’s 

~ pause, said suddenly,— 

“You will think of my scheme?—my musical 

scheme, I mean?” 

“T expect I shall,— a good deal too much. I 

shall not be able to keep it out of my head.” 

“Believe me, it would be your best plan.” 

Another pause; then Lynford said, abruptly, “Any 

letter from young Tyrrell yet?” : 

“Not yet; but I have no doubt that as soon 
as he has recovered from the journey he will 

write me a long, long letter.” She looked straight 
and defiantly at Lynford as she spoke.
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He laughed in an irritating manner. “We'll 

see. What do you bet?” 

“Bet? Oh, no!” 

“Haven't you the courage to back your con- 

viction?” 
Beatrice shook her head. “I do not see the 

force of betting on such a subject.” 

“May I look at your music?” asked Lynford, 

rising. 
“If I had any you would be welcome to 

examine it all,” said Beatrice, laughing, “but the 

few pieces I possess are at home,—here I have 

nothing.” 

“Then you played and sang from ear or 

memory?” 

“Chiefly from ear.” 

“Sing me ‘Annie Laurie’ again.” 

“I cannot. It would be of no use. The con- 
sciousness that you were listening would paralyse 

what little power TI have.” 
“Power,” repeated Lynford, as if to himself. 

“You might have a good deal if you liked. Listen . 

to me: think seriously of adopting music. If you 

do let me know. Write fully and freely to me. 

I shall soon be in town, certainly within a fort-
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night; address me at my club, the ‘Travellers’, 

and, believe me, I will do my best for you.” 

“It is very, very good of you to care what I 

do,” exclaimed Beatrice, greatly touched by his 

thought for her. “But I shall probably remain 

with Mrs, Garston.” , 

“J have a presentiment you will not, Miss 

Verner. I have some curious presentiments about 

you. I see a very bright future before you. Give 

_ me your hand,” and he took it. “I have the gift 

of palmistry. Let me read the lines on your — 

hand,” and he bent back her slenger fingers, hold- 

ing them in a firm grasp. “Ah, your fortunes are 

just now at their worst. But a change is coming. 

You are the object of a strong and. passionate 

affection. This is a serious matter, my dear young © 

friend,—if you: will pardon the familiarity. You 

will soon find that you can give exquisite pleasure 

or cruel pain. I wonder which you will choose.” 

So far Beatrice listened gravely, with half-open 

' lips, impressed by the speaker’s air of good faith, 

but at this point the absurdity of her own simple, 

ordinary self being the object of a grande passion 

struck her suddenly as utterly preposterous, and 

she burst into a sweet, healthy, natural fit of
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laughter that put an end to Lynford’s prophetic 

airs and incapacitated him from resuming them. 

“You are desperately matter-of-fact, Miss 

Verner,” he said. “But one day you may admit 

the truth of my forecast.” 

“Then, it can only be when I am a prima 

donna.” . 

“No doubt, and a couple of. years may see 

the double event.” 

A short silence, and Lynford resumed, «So she 

is coming to-morrow.” 

“Who? Mrs Garston?” 

“Exactly. I shall soon see if the ezfente cor- 

diale continues. Now, tell me what you have 

been doing with yourself since—since our ramble 

in the woods.” And Lynford tried to draw her 

into a semi-confidential conversation, but Beatrice 

was not responsive. Her old fear and distrust of 

Lord Lynford came back to her with increased 

force; and suddenly declaring that she was 

evidently anxious to get rid‘of him, he rose to 

depart, his last words: s being, “Vou will confide in 

me yet!” ne .
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CHAPTER II, 

“DEFEAT.” 

Mrs. Garston arrived punctually and in ex- 
cellent spirits, which means temper. She vouchsafed 
to be pleased with her dinner; with the arrange- 

“ment of her rooms, and the distribution of the 
flowers decorating them, and grew quite com- 
municative as she sipped her coffee beside the 
fire, for the evenings were crisp though fine. 

“I have had a very good time of it, on the 
whole,” she remarked. “We were quite a small 
party at the Brandlings’, but rather distingue. The 
only ladies besides myself were our hostess and 
a Lady Valentine, rather a well-known person. 
There was a curious lawsuit between her and her 
husband, Sir Emilius Valentine,—but, of course, 
you know nothing of these sort of things. Life in 
upper circles is a sealed book to you. Then there 
was Colonel Villiers, of the Seventeenth Hussars, 
a great sportsman,—rather fast, too, I imagine; 

A Fight with Fate. If, 4
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and a writing man, who knew all about the 

theatres and actresses, and all sorts of things. He 

used to tell szch droll stories; then there were a 

cousin and some other relation of the general's, 

and Mrs. Brandling’s nephew, Lord Balknockie, a 

Scotch peer,—rather good-looking,—who devoted 

himself to me. He could be amusing sometimes, 

but what a difference between him and Lynford!” 

this as if to herself; then, after a short pause, “Is , 

Lord Lynford at the Hall?” . 

“Oh, yes. He has been here all the time, I 

‘believe. He called yesterday, hoping to ‘find 

you.” 

“Here all the time!” cried Mrs. Garston. 

“Why—why did you not tell me?” 

“But I did, Mrs. Garston. I mentioned in 

most of my letters when I saw him with Mr. 

Tyrrell.” 

“J suppose I did not pay much heed to what 

you wrote,” said Mrs. Garston, remembering with 

a strong feeling of annoyance against herself how 

carelessly she had skimmed’ her secretary’s letters, 

often not opening them atiall. 

“T suppose,” she continued, in an altered tone, 
PP 1 2
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“you were devoted to your fascinating cripple as 
soon as you were out of my sight.” 

“I was a great deal with him, certainly, Mrs. 
Garston, but I never neglected anything you gave 
me to do. Both Mr. Tyrrell and his grandson 
were very kind to me. I should have been rather 

miserable here by myself but for them.” 

“And was Lynford often with them?” 

“Yes, very often with Mr. Tyrrell. They used ; 
_ to walk about the place,—up at the Hall, Tmean, 
—and——” 

“It is very strange that such,sin aristocrat as 
Lynford should ‘take up’ with these plebeians. 
And were you a/ways present at these interviews?” 
flashing a sudden fierce, scrutinising glance at 
Beatrice. 

“Not always, but very often,” was the steady 

reply. 

“What did they talk about?” sharply. 
“I did not hear, except rarely. I used to be 

at one end of the balcony, reading to Val, when 
they were at the other. They seemed to have 
lots to say about Australia and gold-digging, and 
the management of land in England,—rather un- 
interesting things to me at least.” 

4"
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“And did Lynford ever speak to you >” with 

a glance that seemed to search her soul. 

“Oh, yes!—he is very polite.” 

“Don’t mind a word he says!” cried Mrs. 

Garston, almost vehemently. “He is one of the 

most unscrupulous, deceitful men that ever lived, 

and it’s enough to ruin your character to be seen 

with him.” 

Beatrice first opened her eyes in astonishment, 

and then her mouth with a little, amused laugh, 

“But, Mrs. Garston, you do not mind walking out 

with him yourself” 

“Me!” cried Mrs. Garston, harshly and in- 

dignantly. “Pray do you forget the immense 

distance between you and me? This is a proper 

return for my good-natured disregard of that dis- 

tance. It is a lesson to me!” 

“The scorn in her tones roused the stout though 

quiet spirit that kept guard in Bea’s heart. 

“I do not forget it, Mrs. Garston. I am quite 

aware there is a great gulf fixed between us, 

probably an impassable one; but that is no reason 

why a gentleman—and: a nobleman ought to be 

one—should not address me with the civility due 

to, let us say, a respectable woman.”
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Mrs. Garston paused before-replying. She was 
angry with herself for having spoken with such 
heat; for, in short, having betrayed the state of 
her feelings and temper. ; 

“I suspect those Tyrrells spoiled you, and made 
a‘ fool of you,” she resumed, in an altered voice. 
“They are anything but true friends to you. They 
will walk off some day and never give you a 
thought, and then where will you be?” 

“Well, they have walked off,’ said Beatrice, 
with a smile. She was quick to see the droll side 
of things. “They have gone to @ermany for Val’s 
health.” 

“Just as I thought!—promising and vowing, I 
suppose, to write daily letters. Ah, you'll never 
see the scratch of a pen from them.” 

“I think I shall in time,” said Beatrice, firmly. 
“Not you. But there is no use in talking to 

any one so stupid and obstinate as you are.” 
“Obstinacy and stupidity generally go to- 

gether,” returned Bea, with much composure. 
Mrs. Garston suddenly felt anxious to change 

the subject. “You said you had some notes and 

cards for me,” she said. , 
“Yes. J will fetch them,” and Beatrice took
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a number from a drawer in the writing-table. 

These helped Mrs. Garston to pass the rest of the 

evening rather agreeably. 

There were invitations from some of the best 

houses in the neighbourhood pressing the fair 

__widow to waive the ceremony of returning the 

writer’s visit and give them the pleasure of her 

company to dinner on the 21st, or to the last 

garden-party of the season on the 24th, or to 4 

. little impromptu picnic on the 22d. , 

‘These had to be answered, and the few items 

of expenditure chargeable to Mrs. Garston to be 

looked over, before she would retire for the night; 

and, though Beatrice bore herself bravely, she was 

thankful to turn the key in her door and relax the 

strain of self-control she had kept up all the even- 

ing. It was absurd to feel so depressed, so cast 

down, so dying to get away from Mrs. Garston, 

so wounded by the assertion that the notice of a 

man like Lynford was enough to destroy her char- 

acter. But above all was the disappointment of 

not receiving any letter from Sarah, though yester- 

day was the day on which she almost invariably 

wrote. Of course, many things might have oc- 

curred to prevent her, but she had rarely needed
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the comfort of a letter so much. It was weak, 

_contemptibly weak, but it must be confessed that 

Beatrice drew the bedclothes almost over her 

head to dull the sound and quietly cried herself 

to sleep. 

Next morning found her refreshed and cheer- 

ful, however. She was a good deal pleased and 

even flattered by the warmth of Stéphanie’s greet- 

- ing. That somewhat grim Frenchwoman not only 

embraced her on both cheeks, but asked pardon 

for taking the liberty. 

“Tiens, chére mademoiselle yy’ she cried, “I 

have not been at all happy. I have met nothing 

and nobody so sympathique as yourself. The vale- 

taille of a country house such as we have come 

from are real canaille. They think they are great 

ladies and gentlemen, and because.I like to keep 

my money in my pocket, and not spread it out 

all over my back, they treat me like a paxvre 

misérable. Mademoiselle, you are grande dame 

compared to those brigands of femmes de chambres 

ef valets, who have no manners, no taste. And 

have you sat at home and read and worked your 

little fingers off, like a real saint? Ah, the /riste 
existence!”
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“No, indeed, Stéphanie! I have been very 

'. happy.’ My young friend, Val Tyrrell, has been. 

“very nice and kind. I have gone out driving and 

. boating with him.” 

“Ah, par exemple!’ interrupted Stéphanie; 

“there is an enl/ivenment! However, madame ex- 

pects to be very gay. We have brought some 

lovely new dresses from London,—waited on nearly 

two weeks for them in that empty grave of a city, 

as it is at this season. And my lord? He never 

came; he was expected—ah, yes, he was a good 

deal expected!” 

“He is at the Hall; he called a day or two 

ago to ask when Mrs. Garston would arrive.” 

“Ah, he will spend all her money when she 

marries him,—all! I know these sort of gentle- 

men.” 

“I am sure I hope not!” exclaimed Beatrice. 

With a nod and a smile she left her interlocutor, 

as she did not care to receive too many confi- 

dences from the rather cynical Frenchwoman. 

It was the second day after Mrs. Garston’s 

return when Lynford presented himself, and his 

reception was unusually cool.



    
   

Pole, at least,” 3 she said, pettishly. 5 

“It is not exactly the season for such an ex 

cursion,” he returned, with placid politeness. 

“First I heard you were coming to town on 

business; then that people were staying at the. 

Hall; then something else; and I waited on, sorely 

needing an escort to some of the new pieces which 

are appearing now.” 

“I should be more oppressed with regret if I 

did not know how easy it would be for you to 

secure any amount of escort,” he tturned. “Pray 

who gave you so accurate an account of my pro- 

ceedings?” ° . 

“Miss Verner, of course. She wrote constantly 

and told me everything.” 

“Oh, indeed!” . 
“Yes. I don’t find her as satisfactory as she 

was at first; there is a curious strain of insolence 

in her frankness. I believe she thinks herself 

quite as good as I am.” 

“Not really!” exclaimed Lynford. 

Mrs. Garston was not sharp enough to catch 
- the note of sarcasm in his tone of extreme sur- 

prise,
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“She does, indeed! I begin to think she is 

an unnecessary addition to my household. Now 

that I begin to see more of English life, I perceive 

that Mrs. Grundy has softened a good deal of her 

former terrors. Companions of the sheep-dog 

order are not at all necessary; you can do very 

much as you like, and no questions asked.” 

“Just so; you are quite right. I do not see 

why you should keep Miss Verner with you unless 

you really wish to do so.” 

Then the conversation drifted to the people 

Mrs. Garston had met during her visit to York- 

shire, and discussing freely the character and dif- 

ficulties of Lord Balknockie. 

“I fancy his property will soon go the way of 

mine,” said Lynford, finally. 
“I hope he will not be so hard to deal with 

as you are,” she returned, casting a tender, re- 

proachful glance at him. “He would not reject 

a good offer, I am sure.” 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the | 

appearance of another visitor,—one of the “county” 

ladies whose acquaintance Mrs. Garston was so 

anxious to cultivate. 

“This is very y good, of you, my dear Mrs.
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Dacre!” exclaimed Mrs. Garston, rising to receive 

her with graceful cordiality. “I was intending to 

drive over to Dacre Court this afternoon, when 

Lord Lynford came in.” 

“Then I am very much obliged to him,” said 

Mrs. Dacre,—a plain, pleasant-looking, richly- 

dressed little woman,—“or I should have missed 

you. My errand is to explain that I have changed 

the day of my garden-party, and to entreat you 

not to throw us over in consequence. We have 

been asked to meet the prince and princess at 

Crofton Castle,—she great place,of the county, 

_ you know; and, as it is a sort of command,—the 

names of the guests are always submitted to roy- 

alty, of course,—we must go; and the ‘invitation 

is for the —th, the day I had fixed; so we have 
changed it to the —th, which will perhaps be 

better, as it is a Saturday.” 

Mrs. Garston readily accepted the alteration. 

Her eyes sparkled at the idea of the “prince and 

princess.” To be invited to meet these social 

suns would indeed be a supreme triumph, and 

all these glories might be hers if only Lynford 

“would fall down and marry her. 

Meantime, Mrs. Dacre was talking to him. “I
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am afraid we shall be rather dull this winter,” 

were the first words Mrs. Garston caught when 

«she recovered a little from her beatific vision. 

“The castle will be shut up, and Sir Guy resigns 

the mastership of the hounds. They want Mr. 

Dacre to take it, but he is really not strong 

enough. Why don’t you do something for us, 

Lord Lynford? for I do not believe it is true that 

you are going to desert us. You must persuade 

Lord Lynford, Mrs. Garston, to take the hounds 

and open the dear old Hall again. It is the most 

charming house to receive in.” 

Mrs. Garston flushed with pleasure at this im- 

plied influence with Lynford, but before she could 

speak he replied, “I am charmed to think the old 

place finds such favour in your eyes, my dear 

Mrs. Dacre, and I earnestly hope its new owner 

may give you many opportunities of visiting it, 

but——” 

“You don’t mean to say you have sold the 

Hall!” cried Mrs. Dacre, in an accent of real 

distress, for Lynford was liked by most of his 

associates. 

“I am happy to say I have, though that sounds
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uncivil; but needs must when the devil drives, and 

the devil has driven me very considerably.” 

Mrs. Garston listened breathlessly. Who had 

bought it? Had her scheme grown and fructified 

while she metaphorically slept? What a magni- 

ficent triumph! But before she could check this 

flight of imagination by a glance at probabilities, 

Lynford shattered the vision. 

“In some ways,” he continued, with almost 

cheerful composure, “I hope my successor will be 

a gain to the neighbourhood. He is an old man, 

but a remarkably fine fellow, rich and generous; 

and will help, I am sure, in all Schemes for the 

~ good of the county.” 

“I'am surprised you don’t hate him!” cried 

Mrs. Dacre. “I am sure I should hate anyone 

who bought Dacre Court.” 

“That would be most illogical on my part, 

considering that he has paid a high price and 

delivered me out of nearly all my troubles. Still, 

my feelings might be very different had I not 

taken a fancy to my supplanter. But he is really 

a very fine specimen of a self-made man. Is he 

not, Mrs. Garston? I really owe the pleasure and 

the benefit of his acquaintance to Mrs. Garston.”
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“J cannot claim that merit, seeing that we 

both made his acquaintance at the same moment,” 

she said, growing very white, but mastering the 

emotion of her cruel disappointment by the help 

of pride and anger. | “He is wonderful, consider- 

ing that he was a digger or a bushranger, or some 

such thing.” 

“Js it possible!” cried Mrs. Dacre, in a tone 

of horror. “Imagine such a creature lording it in 

the home of the Claverings!” 

“By Jove, old Tyrrell is deucedly better-look- 

ing than any Clavering I ever saw,” cried Lynford, 

laughing... “He may not be conventionally well- 

bred, but there’s not a tinge of vulgarity about - 

him. He has an air of simple nobility rather 

peculiar and decidedly uncommon.” , 

“This is quite interesting. Pray has he a 

wife? The wives of such men are generally their 

greatest drawback.” 

Mr, Tyrrell is a widower, and has only a 

crippled grandson. He may have a numerous 

kindred in Australia, but I have not heard of 

them.” 

“Ah! Is he too old to marry?” asked Mrs. 

Dacre, with much animation.
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“That depends on his own and the lady’s 

ideas. But there is many a man of five-and- 

twenty older by long years than Tyrrell at seventy.” 

“Oh, dear, yes. He'll marry some girl young 

enough to be his granddaughter, and meet the 

usual fate of such elderly husbands,” cried Mrs. 

Garston. “Ah!” interrupting herself with a long- 

drawn “ah.” “I was a fool not to think of it be- 

fore!” she went on, with a curious, malicious light 

in her eyes. ‘‘ Zhat accounts for the deep interest, 

my young secretary’s deep interest, in that tire- 

some boy, the grandson. Eh, dear Lord Lynford?” 

she added. “You know how we have laughed 

about it? Fancy seeing Beatrice Verner mistress 

of Lynford Hall!” She darted a keen glance at 

him as she spoke. 

“Ah, there might be a worse one, and if she 

can make a hit she is right to try,” said Lynford, 

carelessly. “What, going, Mrs. Dacre? First pro- 

mise to give me the pleasure of a visit before I 

turn my back on the old place for ever. Fix one 

day next week “to dine with me, and I will try 
and persuade Mrs, Garston to come and meet 

you, and pray each of you suggest whom you 

would like to meet.” . .
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To this both ladies assented, and after very 

friendly adieux Mrs. Dacre departed. 

When Lynford returned after seeing Mrs. 

Dacre to her carriage, he found Mrs. Garston 

standing by the window, gazing across the bay to 

the Lynford woods, one hand tightly clenched and 

dropped at arm’s length by her side. 

“Bright little woman that Mrs. Dacre,” he 

said, lightly, as he approached. 

Mrs. Garston did not answer immediately. 

He stood waiting for her to speak, with a pro- 

found conviction that he was “in for it.” 

“And-you have accepted this ‘digger’s’ .offer, 
though you rejected mine!” she said at length, in 

a low, intense tone. ‘More, you have rejected 

me with it. Could I have believed such a thing 

possible in the days when you followed me like 

my shadow, when you seemed only to live for 

me!” 7 

“My dear friend,” he returned, not unkindly, ~ 
“we have very high authority for believing that 

these violent delights have violent ends. I was 

keenly alive to the charm of your beauty, and you 

deigned to be pleased with my admiration; but I 

am quite sure we understood each other much too
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‘thoroughly ever to vow eternal constancy. I don’t 
think it is a favourite virtue with either of us, eh? 
I am too utterly. broken to be worth powder or 
shot, and I should be a mean rascal to take ad- 
vantage of your generous impulse in my favour. I 
shall sink into an obscure wanderer, for I have 
vowed a vow of celibacy, and socially I could be 
of no use to an ambitious woman, as I know you 
are. You will find a dozen good partis at your 
feet next season, and when I return from my 
cruise among the South Sea Islands you will give 
a dinner or two to your old homeless admirer? 
Come, Mrs. Garston, be your ownSirong, success- 

‘ful self. Let the dead past bury its dead, and 
go forth conquering and to conquer.” 

“Is it dead, is it all dead, Lynford?” she 
asked, with a sound of tears in her voice, 

“Now, my dear Mrs. Garston, you know pou 
celebrated the obsequies of our past almost be- 
fore I did. I don’t want to be—well, uncourteous’ 
or unpleasant, -but I was xof without corre- 
spondents in India. Let us part friends. Come and 
bid me a friendly farewell on Wednesday. I shall 
leave the old Hall a few days later, and as soon 

A Fight with Fate. Hl. 5
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as the sale is actually accomplished I will quit 

England.” 

Something in his tone struck conviction to 

Mrs.. Garston’s soul; she felt the game was up. 

For a few ‘seconds she was silent, a choice col- 

lection of devils, fury, bitterness, hate, revenge 

raging in her heart; not daring to speak lest her 

voice should betray her. At ‘last she conquered 

herself sufficiently to say, in a carefully modulated 

yoice,— 

“Ah, you are probably right; these old ro- 

mantic ideas hamper one terribly. Men have 

more common sense and less imagination. So let 

bygones be bygones, and accept my best wishes 

for your future.” 

“It is a great gift or combination of gifts to 

possess all the softness and fascination of feminine 

beauty with strong reasoning powers. I congratu- 

late you on possessing it,” returned Lynford, taking 

her hand and kissing it. “On Wednesday, then, 

' I shall have the pleasure of receiving you? If a 

fine day, suppose we turn it into a sort of picnic 

entertainment,—tea at about four-thirty, a ramble 

through the grounds and over the house, and 

dinner at half-past seven; would that suit you?”
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“Quite! It is an admirable arrangement.” 
“I must ask one or two fellows over from 

Warchester,—it’s a cavalry station, you know,— 
and have one more flare-up in the old place be- 
fore I turn my back on it.” 

“I am sure it will be a delightful party,” said 
Mrs. Garston, with an air of animation. “Now I 
am going to send you away. I have about a 
dozen letters to write before post hour.” 

“And so have I. I therefore accept my dis- 
. missal with a good grace.” 

For an hour or more after Lynford’s departure 
Mrs. Garston was invisible; alone ¢,and with locked 
doors, she did battle - with herself, nor was’ it. till 
some days had passed that she began slowly to 
recover from the scathing sense of defeat and 
rejection. 

5*
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CHAPTER IV. 

“THE GREAT KING.” 

Fixpinc that her landlady was really a good 

cook and her landlord understood a butler’s duties, 

Mrs.. Garston determined to dissipate the gloom 

which was settling down upon her by entertaining 

a party at dinner, just to show Lynford that she 

was not inconsolable. It was to follow immediately 

after his own farewell function, and she spared 

no expense or trouble to make it as perfect as 

possible. 

To this end, the amount of writing and estimat- 

ing, etc, demanded from Beatrice was largely in 

excess of her usual work, and she had rarely felt 

so disinclined to do it. 

She was oppressed by a vague sense of un- 

easiness about her sister. She had had a few 

lines from her excusing herself for omitting to 

write on the day they had agreed upon, and 

mentioning that she must have caught cold when
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visiting in her old district. Miss Verner had been 
one of the vicar’s staff, but on establishing her 
“pension” had been obliged to resign that occupa- 
tion, much to the vicar’s regret, and was now only 
an occasional worker to fill up a gap. Her indis- 
position, she said, was of small importance, though 
her head was so heavy and confused that writing 
was irksome, 

Since the receipt of this letter Beatrice had 
Written twice without receiving a reply. She there- 
fore set about her various tasks with less interest 
and animation than she generally evinced, and 
was bluntly told she must be growige stupid more 
-than once by Mrs. Garston, who was in a curiously 
bad temper. 

The day of the dinner-party was blustry and 
wet,—a source of additional annoyance to the 
handsome hostess, who, like many a more intellec- 
tual woman, was superstitious about such trifling 
indications of the currents of chance, and con- 
sidered bad weather as a sign that she was out 
of luck. 

She was ready in good time, however, and 
settled herself with an evening paper, just come, 
in the drawing-room, in order to compose her
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mind and her countenance into a proper condition 

of serenity, tinged with pleasure, before her guests 

arrived. , , 

The first to appear was Lynford, ‘who thought 

it his duty to show himself as her backer on this 

her first hospitality to the “county.” 

This attention gave Mrs. Garston a faint sense 

of satisfaction, only enough to render regret 

at his determined rejection of her offers more 

poignant. , 

They had, however, hardly exchanged greet- 

ings when Beatrice came in, looking very white, 

an open letter in her hand and her hair slightly 

rough, as if she had hastily pushed it back. 

Without appearing conscious of Lynford’s 

presence she came quickly across the room, ex- 

claiming, in an unsteady voice, “Dear Mrs. Gars- 

ton, you must let me go home to-night; my sister 

is dangerously ill.” , . 

“Go home to-night? Impossible! I daresay 

there is no such pressing necessity; you are given 

to run away with ideas.” 

“Read that!” exclaimed Beatrice, offering her 

the letter. . 

Mrs. Garston took and glanced at it.
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“Who is this ‘Arthur Grey’ who signs it?” 
“The vicar of our parish. There was no one 

else to write, and it must be serious—Sarah’s 
illness, I mean—if he writes; he is always so very 
busy.” 

“Still, you need not go till to-morrow morning. 
I should like to enquire into the truth of your 
assertions.” 

“The truth!” repeated Beatrice, with wide- 
open, puzzled eyes, “What truth? Do you—can 
you—think I have invented this, Mrs. Garston? I 
cannot wait for any enquiries! I made my plans 
and packed while you were dressing, and I shall 
just have time to catch the sevéi-thirty train; 

_ and, though I am very sorry to disoblige you, I 
must go.” 

“Then understand me!” cried Mrs. Garston: 
“if you go, you do not return, and you forfeit the 
quarter nearly due to you.” 

“I cannot help it,” returned Beatrice, ‘sadly 
but firmly. “Good-bye, Mrs. Garston. Thank 
you for the kindness you have shown me while 
with you. I am sorry to part in this way, but 
nothing shall keep me.” 

She held out her hand, Mrs. Garston drew
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back. “No!” she exclaimed; “not till I have 

examined into the truth of this improbable story. 

You must consider your engagement to me at an 

end.” ‘ 

“Very well,” said Beatrice, indifferently, as she 

turned to leave the room. Lynford opened the 

door for her, offering his hand at the same time. 

He pressed hers warmly, looking into her eyes 

with an expression of sympathy, which seemed to 

give her a little comfort for the moment; then he 

shut the door and came back to where Mrs. Gars- 

ton stood by the fire, an evil look darkening her 

handsome eyes. He threw himself into an easy- 

chair, a rather sneering smile on his lips. 

“Why do you object to letting that poor little 

devil go?” he asked. “You don’t like her a bit.” 

“T did, at first; she was useful and malleable. 

Since I have been away she ventures to have 

opinions of her own; she opposes me tacitly; she 

is quite changed. And are you so dense as not 

to see the probability that this illness is all a plot 

to get away to those bushrangers? Why, she 

might fascinate that old simpleton and get him to 

marry her. Why, even to be’ his mistress, with a 

settlement, would be a great hit for her. Or some
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former lover might have written to her to join him 

in London. Who knows?” 

Lynford laughed,—not a pleasant laugh. 

_“T bow before your superior penetration and 

experience,” he said, with a slight emphasis on 

the last word. “These solutions of Miss Vernet’s 

sudden flight are possible, I admit.” 

“Thank you for a very unkind speech,” re- 

turned Mrs. Garston, flushing up to her brow; 

then, after 2 moment’s pause, she said, as if to 

herself, “I wonder where she found the money to 

take her away? She is such a goose! She never 

kept a penny in her pocket. Did old Tyrrell 

_ send her any?” ~ 

“Mr. and Mrs. Dacre and Colonel Villiers,” 

said the accomplished Hahn, throwing open the 

door, and all confidential talk was over. 

Meanwhile, Beatrice had gone swiftly back to 

her own room, where she found Stéphanie in the 

act of locking her box for her. 

“Well?” said the lady’s maid, interrogatively. 

“You were quite right. She would not give 

me any money,—that is, she told me that I for- 

feited a quarter by acting as I did, so I was too 

‘proud to ask any.”
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“Yes, yes, and you were a fool, a large fool, 

to expect it, and yet a larger not to insist. Still, 

I will keep my word for you; here are two gold 

pieces, and you shall give them back in one month. 

I like you, mademoiselle, and I shall be sorry 

when you are gone, for me, not for you. Madame 

and you could not get on unless you went down, 

down. Then she would put her foot upon your 

neck, and make trouble for you. Now go, all is 

ready, a fly at the door; his fare is eighteen 

pence,—no more, mind you. If I am in London 

I will come and see you, but for you, never go 

near madame no more!” 

“Thank you, Stéphanie! You have been very 

good to me. I will write and send you your 

money as soon as I get home. If my sister is not 

very, very ill, how delighted I shall be!” 

“Good-bye. No, not good-bye,—aex revoir!” 
¥ ¥ * * * 

It was not so terrible a journey as it might 

have been, for Beatrice was weary with the strain 

of half-resisted anxiety and the great shock of the 

vicar’s letter. So, with the merciful capacity of 

youth for recuperation, she slept a great part of 

the way, and when she roused herself as the train
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approached London, hope came to her with her 

renewed strength. Sarah had good health in 

general; she would throw off this attack; and, oh, 

how carefully she, Beatrice, would nurse her 

recovery! and surely she could find some kind of 

employment which would permit of her remaining 

at home. 

Was it possible that she could ever learn to 

sing well enough to make money by her voice, as 

Lord Lynford suggested? He ought to know. He 

seemed to know everything, and he was very good 

to her,—very! She was a little ashamed of feel- 

ing so curiously distrustful of him. It was a sort 

of feeling she could not resist, no‘ reason about, 

but she began to fear it was most unjust. 

’ It was near midnight when they reached the 

station, which seemed funereal in its gloom and 

emptiness, for the passengers were few, the book- 

stalls were closed and their lights out, while the 

newsboys and stragglers were all gone. The 

silence and dimness struck Beatrice with a sense 

of trembling apprehension. It was terrible to be 

there alone and to go back home only to find one 

weaker, more helpless than herself. 

After a little delay a cab, an old, rattling four-
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wheeler, was found for her, and she set forth on 
her rather long drive. 

How long, how dreary it seemed! Beatrice 
was trembling in every limb before she reached 
the well-known little garden gate, and could hardly 
find the extra sixpence demanded by the driver 
for carrying her box to the kitchen door. 

- There was a light in a window over the little 
front parlour. Someone was watching. Beatrice 
rang softly, and the door was almost immediately 
opened by a young woman,—a stranger. 

“Oh; please, are you Miss Beatrice?” ex- 
claimed the girl, in a half-frightened voice. 

“Iam. How is my sister?” said Beatrice, in 
a low, breathless tone. 

“Nurse says she seems a trifle better to-day, 
and if they could keep up her strength she might 
beat the fever yet.” 

“Has she a nurse, then?” 

“Yes, miss, since yesterday. It was more 
than I could manage, though I had mother in to 
help; but yesterday the doctor said as how things 
could not go on so, and he brought a nurse him- 
self,—same time as they wrote to you, miss.” 

“Pray help me to bring my box in,” said
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Beatrice; and this accomplished, they bolted and 
locked the kitchen:door. There was a kettle 
hissing softly on the hob, a smell of meat stewing 
from the oven, as if beef-tea was in preparation. 

Then Beatrice took the precaution to change 
her boots for light shoes. 

“The poor lady is not easily disturbed, miss,” 
said the servant, ‘noticing this. “She sleeps a 
deal, which must be good for her.” . 

“I suppose it must be,” returned Beatrice, 
catching at any straw. “Does the doctor think 
her very ill?” 
“1 don’t think he does, miss, for he has the 
‘windows open day and night; so he ain’t much 
afraid of her catching cold.” 

“Can you go in and tell nurse I am here, and 
ask if I may see my sister?” 

“Yes, I will, miss. Won't you have a cup of 
tea or some’at? The kettle is well nigh b’iling.” 

“No, thank you. I only want to see my 
sister.” . 

The girl went away up-stairs, while Bea sat 
quite still and thought of the quietly warm wel- 
come which had always met her on the threshold 
of that homely home. Why should she be so
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scared by the fear that she might never meet it 

again? This was mere nervousness, she told her- 

self. Sarah was always well; whoever had colds 

or sore throats or other indispositions, she was 

always alert and afoot, ready to do anything for 

everyone. It was impossible she could succumb 

to a sudden illness; and now her sister had come 

to watch by her and devote herself to her, that 

‘ surely would give her fresh strength. 

. Here h’Emma, as “the girl” was called, re- 

appeared. “Nurse says as how you can go up, 

miss, though she was just settling for the night.” 

Beatrice, disregarding the ungracious message, 

hastened up-stairs. 

She found her sister established in the largest 

bedroom, — one which had always been their 

father’s, and after him was given to that autocrat, 

Mr. Jones, who was at once Sarah’s tyrant and 

champion. What had become of him? What 

had become of everyone? 

It was a cool, fresh night, and the open win- 

dows admitted a little gusty breeze which stirred 

the curtains and made even the shaded lamp 

flicker. The nurse, in a long, shapeless garment, 

her head enveloped in a large kindof muffler,
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was standing beside a chair-bed which was made 
up in a corner. 

“It’s very late, ’m,” said the nurse, “and we 

have had rather a restless day.” 

“T will not stay long,” said Beatrice, humbly; 
“then to-morrow I can attend to her while you 
sleep.” 

Though she had carefully lowered her voice, - 
it evidently reached the patient’s ear, for she 
opened her heavy eyes and smiled feebly but 
happily, only uttering the word “Beachy.” 

Beatrice flew to her side. “Yes, dear,— 
Beachy; come to stay with you unjil you are quite 
well and strong.” 

Another slow smile, and the eyes began to 
close again, while the nurse whispered, “Not too 
near, miss; not too near.” 

“What a curious colour she is!—how darkly 
flushed!” returned Beatrice, in the same subdued 
tone. 

“Ah, yes! it shows up very clear to-night,” 
said the nurse. 

“What zs the matter with her?” 

“Well, it’s rather a bad fever,—took visiting 
in her district, I expect.”
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“But I thought she had given it up?” 

“Any way, the doctor said he thought that 

was how she caught it. She has been ailing more 

than a week, but two days ago she was obliged 

to go back to bed. Now, ’m, please, go you and 

lie down; I think poor Miss Verner will have a 

quiet night.” 

"Here a slight movement of her sister’s drew 

their attention. Bea went over to the bed, and 

saw that she was trying to put her hand under 

the pillow and was looking earnestly at her. 

“What is it, dear?” asked Beatrice; then, re- 

membering it was her sister’s careful habit always 

to put her keys under her head, she sought and 

found the bunch. A look of satisfaction stole 

over the flushed face as the sufferer murmured, 

thickly and indistinctly, “For you, dear.” With 

another contented smile .she again closed her 

eyes, and Beatrice felt comparatively nappy to 

see how welcome she was. . 

The night passed more tranquilly than. Bea- 

trice had anticipated. She was very tired, and 

seeing her sister so much disposed to sleep, she 

did not realise how ill she.was. She expected
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more restlessness with fever, and therefore she 
hoped the best. 

Unconsciousnes$ soon stole over Beatrice. 
When she woke it was broad daylight, and she 
was feeling refreshed and brave. 

The nurse reported a tolerably good night, 
and Beatrice gladly undertook to give the patient 
what food they could get her to take and to watch 
beside her while nurse slept. 

As soon as she was off duty, Beatrice asked 
the servant for some explanation of the state of 
affairs. “How is it that there is no one but my 
sister in the house?” - ; 

“Well, you see, ’m, Mr. Turner was away still 
for his holiday; and the day the doctor said you 
ought to be sent for he told Mr. Jones as how it 
was a very bad fever, indeed, and that the lodgers 
had better clear out, for it was very infectious; so 
they all went. Only Mr. Jones, he said that he 
would call and see you and settle matters with 
you; and if you could give me some money, ’m, 
it would be a good thing. The butcher's book 
has. run over a week; so has the grocer’s; and ~ 
Miss Verner paid regular every Monday.” 

“Very well, Emma; I will see what is in the 
A Fight with Fate. H, 6
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house,” returned Beatrice, putting a bold face 

upon it, while her heart sank a little. 

She was quite sure Sarah was not without 

funds, but where should she find the money or 

look for it? and then, Beatrice thought, there was 

that loan of Stéphanie’s; ‘haf must be paid, and 

soon. This illness would be costly, too; but if 

only Sarah—dear, thoughtful, provident, unselfish 

Sarah—could recover, they would work together, 

and never—no, never!—would Beatrice forsake 

the old home again. 

Recalling her sister’s habits, Beatrice sought 

out the key of a quaint old cherry-wood bureau, 

much adorned with brass, and within a perfect 

maze of small drawers. There, as she anticipated, 

she found a little hoard of gold, silver, copper, 

and one five-pound note, amounting to very nearly 

twenty pounds, some of which, in the guise of 

a post-office order, was soon flying per rail to 

Madame Stéphanie; and Beatrice determined to 

keep -things in such order as would delight the 

invalid when she was well again and able to 

manage her, own house, and “she would soon be 

herself,” Beatrice thought. Nurse was a mournful 

sort of person, inclined to take the worst view of
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things. Ske knew what admirable health Sarah 
had, and her untried strength would carry her 
through this, its first trial. 

An interview with the doctor, however, damped 
these happy hopes. - Though he was kindly and 
cautious, the cruel knowledge of her sister’s danger 
grew upon her, and she recognised the deadly 
nature of typhus fever. 

Then the weary days dragged their slow 
length by in terrible monotony. There was so 
little to be done, too; only the frequent ministration 
of milk and beef-tea, constant fanning, and keep- 
ing the room cool with open windows. Soon the 
sufferer became almost unconscious and wandered 
indistinctly, about what her tender attendant could 
not understand. 

“Alas! Never again did the kind, calm voice 
which had so often gently rebuked the little sister’s 
petulance, and encouraged her when she tried to 
do well, address intelligible words to the ear that 
longed to hear them. 

With hopeless composure, poor Beatrice helped 
to nurse her to the last, while the fell disease ran 
its inevitable course. , 

The tenth day after the return of her sister, 
6*
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Sarah Verner’s useful, unselfish, unobtrusive life 

passed almost silently away; and white-robed hosts, 

who watch the upward, onward struggle of true 

hearts, welcomed the new guest with Heaven’s 

greeting, —“Well done, good and faithful servant; 

enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.” :
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CHAPTER V. 

“A TOTAL ROUT.” 

LyNFoRD was not ‘sorry when the last days at 
the Hall were over, and he had bidden farewell 
to Mrs. Garston,—a final farewell, he earnestly 
hoped. , 

The sense of being soon in a position to pay 
his debts gave a lightness to his spirits which in _ 
some measure counterbalanced his natural and 
proper shame at having bartered his birthright, a _ 

noble inheritance, for a mere mess of pottage to — 
allay his unhealthy hunger for costly excitement, 
for sweets and stimulants which cloyed almost as 
soon as tasted. 
"He gathered from enquiries made through 
Pounceby that Mr. Tyrrell and his grandson were 
staying on at Baden, where the latter had been 
very seriously ill, and they had now moved down 
to Hyéres, where they intended to pass the 
winter, .
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He was greatly concerned to find, on calling 

to enquire at the modest little mansion in Spring 

Grove, that Miss Verner was so dangerously ill. 

This was an unexpected and provoking obstacle 

to that constant intercourse with her sister on 

which he had reckoned. and to which he had 

looked forward with such eager delight. He ab- 

stained from leaving a card or giving his name, 

preferring to await the result of Sarah’s illness be- 

fore obtruding himself on Beatrice. , 

“If this sister dies,” he thought, “there will 

certainly be a difficulty the less for me.” Yet this 

réflection did not give him the satisfaction he might 

have expected. His feeling was less of anger and 

impatience with the unavoidable separation from 

Beatrice than distress at the idea of her sorrow 

and anxiety. He pictured her speaking face pale 

and worn with watching and anxious care for the 

only creature that belonged to her, her pathetic 

mouth tremulous with the. grief she dare not ex- 

press, her dark, soft eyes heavy with unshed tears. 

And when able to snatch a brief rest she had no 

one stronger than herself, no near or dear friend - 

to comfort and console her, no one to hold her in 

loving arms and kiss the weary eyelids till they
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closed over the tired eyes. Nor did any thought 
of the beauty which—at least, according to his 
fancy-—she possessed mix with this picture. The 
desire to help and soothe her was alone present 
to him,—somewhat to his own surprise. “I sup- 
Pose it is because the women who have hitherto 
attracted. me had all that wealth and_ position 
could give them, and could be consoled for the 
loss of their nearest and dearest by a new dress 
or a new lover,” 

Yes, it was extraordinary, but he felt he could 
even give up a good deal for that quiet, unpre- 
tending girl, whose candid, absolute naturalness 

_ gave him a sense of breathing purer air when he 
spoke or listened to her. She made him wonder 
why he ever wanted anything but the simplest, 
the most inexpensive pleasures, and to feel how 

utterly his life had been thrown away. 

“She will be the most charming companion in 
the world,” he said to himself, as he left the 
hansom which conveyed him to Kensington at a 
little distance and walked across the garden to 
make his now nearly daily enquiry. 

The servant who opened the door put her 
apron to her eyes as she replied, “The poor dear
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passed away about nine o'clock: last night, sir. 

Went off just like.a lamb; they could hardly tell 

when she stopped breathing. Ah, such a good 

lady,—so quiet and silent, but that kind!” 

“And the young Jady, her sister?” 

“Oh, she’s just wore out. You know she did 

a deal more nursing than the nurse. But she was 

up again in good time, and saw the vicar, who 

called quite early.” 

“When does the funeral take place.” 

“On Wednesday, sir, I believe, but Iam not 

quite sure.” 

" Lynford went thoughtfully away. Once the 

funeral was over he would write and ask permis- 

sion to call. 
The hardest time of all was when that cruel 

day was over; then the full force of desolation is 

most overwhelming. 

Till then poor Beatrice bore up bravely; then 

the nurse left, and she felt indeed alone. The 

hours slipped by in a curious haze of bewildered 

pain, the dim, perplexing consciousness that there 

were quantities of things to do and settle, and 

the painful impossibility of regulating her mind as 

how she could accomplish any of them,
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It was the second day after the good sister 

had been laid in the grave, and, weary with a 

morning chiefly spent in talking with a local: 

solicitor who had always done what little business 

her father and sister had required, and of other 

matters with the vicar, Beatrice threw herself 

down on an old-fashioned couch which stood in 

the dining-room, and, burying her face in the 

cushions, set her mind to retrace the past and re- 

call all the instances of kindness on Sarah’s part 

and ingratitude on her own that memory could 

furnish, after the fashion of self-tormenting common 

to emotional young people, when the servant-girl, 

already under notice to leave at the end of the 

month, came in with a note, which Beatrice took 

almost reluctantly; she only wanted to be quiet 

and to think. . 

When the girl had closed the door she opened 

it slowly and read,—* 

“I trust you will not think me intrusive, my 

dear Miss Verner, if I venture to ask you so soon 

after your sad loss to allow me to call and see 

you. I shall not be very long in town, and I 
should be grateful if you would tell me something
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of your plans, which perhaps I might be able to 

assist. 
With sincere’ sympathy, yours, 

“LYNFORD.” 

“Flow wonderful!” murmured Bea, half aloud, a 

certain degree of comfort warming her chilled heart. 

“He must have a better nature than I thought. 

Why does he take this trouble? Perhaps Mrs. 

Garston has relented and sent him. Of course I 

shall see him, and thank him for coming.” 

So the girl was soon summoned to take the 

following note to the post: ‘ 

“Drar Lorp Lyxrorp,—I shall be very, very 

pleased to see you and thank you for thinking of 

me in my great sorrow.” : 

“Yours truly, 

“BEATRICE VERNER. 

“TI am always at home.” 

The next afternoon, as Beatrice was making a 

languid effort to look through the contents of a 

box labelled with her own name, Lord Lynford’s
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card was brought to her. “It’s the gentleman as 

brought the fruit and flowers,” said-the girl. And 

she at once went downstairs to receive him. 

A more pathetic figure he had never seen, as 

she came across the room and put her hand in 

his. Her straight black gown did not conceal the 

quiet grace of her figure, her movements; her face 

looked smaller, her eyes larger, the lids heavy with 

weariness and grief; her very hair had lost some- 

thing of its golden brightness; and how white, yet 

fair, she looked! 

_ “You are very cold,” were Lynford’s first 

words, as he took her small, chill hand in his and 

then laid the other over it. “ 

“T am so seldom in this room; it is not worth 

while to light a fire,” she said, in answer to his 

glance at the empty grate. 

“Thank you,—thank you very much for allow- 
ing me to call,” began Lynford, with wonderful 

tenderness in his deep voice. 

“Did Mrs. Garston ask you to call?” said 

Beatrice, in a low tone. 

“Mrs, Garston! No; certainly not; I have not 

seen her for three weeks. I—I wanted to satisfy
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myself as to how you are, and to see if I can be 

of any use in any way.” 

He drew forward a chair for her and stood 

for a while, leaning his shoulder against the side 

of the window, where she could not well see his 

face, : 

“It is so good of you to trouble about me.” 

“I don’t deserve much credit on’ that score. 

Have you been able to get any sleep?” 

“Last night not: much; but to-night I am so - 

tired I think I shall sleep. I believe I have to 
thank you for all the fruit and the lovely flowers 

that came to my dear sister. As long as she 

could notice anything she took a pleasure in look- 

ing at those flowers. I wondered who sent them.” 

There was a pause. Lynford could hardly 

trust himself to speak. _ 

“Have you anyone staying with you?” he 

said, at last. ue 

“Oh, no! there is no one to come; but I have 

a good deal to do. It is very unfortunate that 
Mrs. Heathcote, the lady who introduced me to 

Mrs. Garston, is away. I have known her all my 

life, and she is most kind..." 

“And what are you going to do?”
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“I hardly know,—only I must go away, for 
they are going to let this house furnished.” 

- “They! Who?” 
“Oh, a gentleman who used to manage things 

for my poor father,—a lawyer; and Mr. Grey, the 
vicar, thinks he may get me employment in the 
new Kindergarten school, and——” 

“My God! where will you live?” interrupted 
Lynford. 

“IT have not thought of that. Things will ar- 
range themselves, I suppose.” 

Lynford rose, went to the window, and came 
back to his seat. “You are singularly alone,” he 
said, as if to himself. 

“Yes; we never knew many people, but I 
scarcely realise my loneliness yet. And to think 
of all the precious time I wasted with Mrs. Gar- 
ston, when I might have been a help and a com- 
fort to my dear, good sister! Ah, I have been 
selfish!” 

-“How so? J cannot see it!” 
“I do,—plainer every day. I did wish to 

maintain myself,—to relieve Sarah from a burden, 
——but I was eager for change, for variety, too; I 
Was too ready to leave her. But,” with a sudden
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break in her voice, “I cannot trust myself to speak 

of my dear dead, yet——-” She stopped ab- 

ruptly, evidently afraid of laying bare her misery 

to strange eyes. 

Lynford looked steadily at her with infinite 

compassion. - 

“You will make yourself ill and unfit for any 

work if you give up in this way. You want air; 

you want some mental change. Let me come to- 

morrow and take you out for a drive. Air and 

motion will relieve you,—more than anything else, 

I imagine.” , 

“You are very kind, Lord Lynford,” raising 

her heavy eyes to his, with a look of sad surprise. 

“Why do you trouble yourself about me?” 

“Because——” He stopped. “I will tell you 

some day; now, it would be selfish and intrusive 

to talk of my own feelings. - You will come with 

me to-morrow?” 

“To-morrow?” she repeated, dreamily, as if 

she scarcely heeded what: he said. “No; I can- 

not go to-morrow. Mr. Hervey is to. call in the 

moming about some business,—I scarcely know 

what,—and the vicar-wants to see me in the
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afternoon, when he expects to know something 
certain about the Kindergarten.” 

Lynford cursed them both in his heart. 

“The day after, then, I shall call, in any case,” 

he said, feeling that if he stayed he could not 
keep back the tender, passionate words which 
were on his lips. “I suppose I ought not to in- | 
trude upon you any longer. It is barely four 

o'clock. What will you do all the rest of the 

dreary day? You might come out now, only that 
evening is already closing in.” 

“Oh, I have a great deal to do! I will not 
sit down and think; I have much to look over and 
arrange. There are things to be“done in the 
house and my own belongings to separate, and 
while I move about I can keep composed.” 

“Beatrice,” he said, taking her hand, “before 

T leave you give me one little bit of confidence. 

Promise me, if you want help of azy kind,’—with 

emphasis,—“to ask me.” 

Her pale face flushed. “Thank you,—a thou- 

sand thanks! but I have all I need; I assure you 

I have.” 

Lynford hesitated, and, pressing her hand 
gently, said, “Till to-morrow, then,” and left her.
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Had Beatrice been in a normal condition of 

mind, the extraordinary solicitude of Lynford re- 

specting her sorrow, her position, her prospects, 

would no doubt have startled her into some sus- 

picion of what his feelings were; but from the 

time they first met she had looked upon him as 

in some vague way engaged to Mrs. Garston, or 

that he ought to be. Moreover, there was so 

much of bluntness in his speech and manner to 

herself that the possibility of his ever considering 

her anything beyond a simple, insignificant girl, 

whose frankness and self-assertion rather amused 

him for the moment, never occurred to her. ° 

Now, stunned as she was by the cruel blow 

which had so suddenly fallen upon her, nothing 

seemed strange or wonderful; only the hint of as- 

sistance—which, of course, meant money—roused 

her deeply-rooted self-respect. Please God, she 

would always support herself, however humbly; 

and so, for the present, Lord Lynford passed out 

of her mind, and she returned to her task of sift- 

ing and classifying her few possessions. 

These effects were, in some cases, a revelation 

to her. Her sister had from habit treated her 

always as a child, rarely speaking to her of busi-
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ness or family history; and almost the only thing 
that could and did rouse her to interest in the 
Present was a packet ‘containing old letters, a few 
rings and trinkets of small value, and a couple of 
ivory miniatures,—a lady and a gentleman dressed 
in by-gone fashion, with hair, and initials in gold 
beneath the glass at the back of the lockets in 
which they were framed. 

On this packet was written in her father’s 
hand, “For Beatrice when she is twenty-one; the 
property of her beloved mother.” 

This, at least, was hers. In fact, everything 
was hers, For Sarah had made no#will, and Bea 
was her natural heir; though she understood but 
little of all Mr. Hervey, the lawyer, was at the 
trouble of explaining to her,—only accepting un- 
questioned his advice and directions. 

That gentleman deeply regretted that his poor 
young client was not old enough to keep up the 
business that her sister had established, and which, 
so far, had promised to be successful. He sug- 
gested trying to sell the good will of the house, 
with the furniture, but Beatrice only got confused 
over the pros and cons, and begged the com- 

A Fight with Fate. H. 7
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passionate lawyer to do whatever seemed good in 

his eyes. 
* * * * ¥ 

The next day but one was cold and misty, 

with occasional gusts of wind, and the sympathetic 

servant, whose month of warning was drawing to 

a close, had lit a fire in the dining-room without 

instructions from her young mistress. 

Beatrice was faintly surprised to see it; also 

some beautiful fragrant flowers in a large bowl 

awaiting the touch of her deft fingers. 

“Where did you get the flowers, Emma?” she 

asked, when she came into the room, after her 

cup of tea and morsel of toast, administered to 

her in bed by her humble friend. 

“Same as usual, miss,—from Hodge’s in the 

High Street.” 

“Did all the flowers come from Hodge’s?” 

“Ves, miss, but not the fruit. A very respect- 

able man, I should say, out of livery, used to 

bring that.” 

Beatrice made no further remark, and sat 

down to answer a note from the mistress of the 

Kindergarten school, which the vicar had brought . 

her the evening before.
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She wrote slowly, and was almost dismayed 
at the repulsion with which the’ idea of days 
occupied by continual struggles with small chil- 
dren filled her. If she could only be quiet and 
alone in the poor old home, from which she had 
once been quite glad to get away! 

The clock struck twelve; just then the door 
opened, and Emma said, “The gentleman, miss.” 

Beatrice ‘coloured quickly; she had forgotten, 
or nearly forgotten, that Lynford said he would 
come. Even had she distinctly remembered, she 
would have thought it a suggestion of passing 
compassion which probably would fade from his 
mind before many hours were over.™ 

There he was, however, with a grave look in 
his dark face and an eager glance which sought 
her eyes. 

“Horrid day!” were his first words. “No use 
in thinking of going out! How have you been? 
managed to get any sleep?” 

“Oh, yes, I have slept more.” 
“And what news of your vicar and the other 

fellow?” 

“Mr. Hervey? Oh, he has explained a great 
many things to me, but I do not seem much 

7*
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wiser, only that I must leave this in a couple of 

weeks at furthest. The Kindergarten people are 

inclined to take me, I think. I am to call on the 

head-mistress on Saturday.” 

“Indeed!” he said, vaguely, and lapsed into 

silence. 

“You are looking a shade better than when I 

saw you before,” he resumed, gazing at her as she 

stooped to rouse the fire, and he noticed the soft 

curves of her figure, the graceful turn of her snowy 

throat. 

“J have rested a little better,” she returned, 

and they both stood for an instant silent before 

the fire. ; 

“Do you know if Mrs. Garston is in town?” 

“J know nothing whatever about her, and 

shall know nothing, for I shall soon leave England 

for a considerable time. That is partly why I 

want to see you and speak to you. Do you re- 

_ member I once suggested that your voice might 

be of some value to you?” 

“Yes, I remember. I was very happy then.” 

“And J trust in God you will be happy again. 

Well, I want to settle something about it before I 

start, for I want to get off soon.”
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“Soon?—are you going soon?” she exclaimed. 
There was a sound of sorrowful regret in her 

voice that completely overthrew the self. control 
Lynford had so far with difficulty maintained. “Is 
it possible you care if I go or stay?” he said, 
drawing closer to her. “Am I of any use or 
comfort to you? Shall you miss me?” 

“Oh, yes; and just now, it is almost too much 
to part with-—-—” 

_ “Come with me, then!” he interrupted, in a 
low, deep, passionate tone, and he clasped her 
suddenly, closely to him. “Leave all this sorrow 
and misery. Let me watch over yaa, and make . 
your life fair and smooth. Be my beloved, my 
dearest companion. I cannot offer you a brilliant 
existence, but you are not a woman to crave for 
diamonds and equipages. If you love me, if you 
will try to love me, you will be content to leave 

' the noisy world and share my wanderings, my life, 
in shadow and in sunshine. Can you face this 
with me, my love, my darling?” 

Beatrice looked up at him, too startled, too 
amazed to be shy or embarrassed or self-conscious, - 
or to make any attempt to free herself from his
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arms, though she was strangely disturbed by the 

pale light which flashed from his deep eyes. 

“Do you know what you are saying, Lord 

Lynford?” she said at last, rather breathlessly, 

while she pushed him gently away. 

Lynford instantly released her, and, standing 

back a step or two, watched her intently. 

“I scarcely believe you. You have been ac- 

customed to gratify every whim, and you think 
you cannot do without me, or what you think I 

am; but you are mistaken; you are indeed. You 

have more heart than I thought, and I am so 

. sorry, but——” 

“Sorry? Why?” 
“Because—because I do not feel I could love 

you as I ought to love a husband, and you have 

been so good to me. I must tell you the real 

truth. I could not marry you. I am very sorry. 

And oh, most grateful to you for caring about me! 

But you see I have always been a little bit afraid 

of you, a little distrustful, I cannot tell why. I 

am ashamed to say so., One cannot account for 

these feelings.” . Ld , 

_ Distrust-me? Why should you distrust me? 
I should be faithful enough to you!” exclaimed
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Lynford, enormously surprised, in fact stunned. 
“Are you quite indifferent to me, then?” he con- 
tinued. “Can it be possible that you did not see 
how soon, how strongly you entwined yourself 
round my heart? Why do you doubt me?” 

“No, I do not exactly doubt you; but I fear 
I could never be quite at home with you. Then 
neither of us could be happy; and I should like 
you to be happy, Lord Lynford. _ Pray forgive 
me.” She stopped abruptly. . 

“I have deceived myself,” he said, moving 
restlessly to and fro; “I would have loved you 
fondly and faithfully. Listen to me! Whatever 
happens, do not drive me awaye Forgive my 
presumptuous folly,—yes, I am presumptuous,— 
but let me still be your friend, your helper. Iam 
not quite unworthy of your friendship. I will not 
again offend you,—my eyes have been fully 
opened,—only don’t break with me. I cannot 
bear to think of your rugged, lonely life and not 
believe that I may give you some help, some 
solace,” . 

“Thank you for this real kindness, but it will 
be better and wiser to go away and forget all 
about me. Later, when you have forgotten this
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fancy, I shall be pleased and happy to see you, 

for I shall always remember your disinterested- 

ness, your sincerity, with gratitude; but do not 

stay now.” 

“T obey you,” ‘returned Lynford, not sorry 

to have an opportunity of reflecting on the 

extraordinary turn affairs had taken. “Will you 

promise me to write if any serious difficulty arises? 

I swear to you I will do my best to serve you, 

and .never intrude my own feelings on you un-"— 

less——” 

“Qh, make no exceptions!” interrupted Beatrice, 

with uplifted hand. “When you reflect, you will 

see how foolish it would be to marry out of your 

own rank of life; you would regret it and so 

should I. So good-bye for the present. I shall 

always think of you with gratitude and regard. 

Good-bye.” 

Lynford took and kissed her hand gently; 

then, without another word, left the room and the 

house. 

He was scarcely conscious of the people who - 

passed and sometimes jostled him, so profoundly _ 

was he absorbed by the scene which had just 

taken place. The passion which had thrilled
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through his veins seemed chilled and evaporated, 
—the delicious picture his imagination had spread 
before him of taking that brave, patient, tender 
girl from the dreary desolation of her life and 
surrounding her with love and light and com- 
parative luxury; of giving to the full as much 
pleasure as he received; of seeing her develop in 
beauty and intellect; of an existence all ease and 
freedom and restfulness of heart. With éne touch 
of a relentless hand the rich, clear colours were 
“swept away and only an indistinct mass of dulled 
tints left on the disfigured canvas, 

“What a double-distilled ass I am, to think I 
- could make what I liked of suen a girl!” he 

thought, as he pressed on through the drizzling 
rain. “I fancied that—alone in her grief, penniless, 
friendless—she would have been attracted by the 
warmth and tenderness I offered,—and I would 
have cared for and protected her lovingly. Once 

’ she held parley,—had she been a woman to hold 
parley in such a matter,—I should have brought 
her round to my views. I little thought I should 
be refused as a husband so uncompromisingly. 
What instinct made her ‘distrust me? If ever 
there was a being who thought no evil, Beatrice
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Verner is that being; and I was too dense an 

‘idiot to perceive the’ unflawed rectitude of her 

nature! Have I ever been refused before? As a 

husband, I think not; I have not often tried that 

line, though. How sweet and fair and bright she 

is! Why doesn’t .she love me? And how infinitely 

awkward it would be if she did. Thank God, 

she suspects nothing! she never shall! I wonder 

if I could win her some day? What an impostor 

I should be! Whatever happens, she must be 

taken care of and sheltered from the rough life 

which threatens her. How shall I manage?—she 

will take nothing from me. I must not offend by 

obtruding on her.” 
Here Lynford paused and seemed to come to 

himself; then he hailed a hansom and ordered the 

driver to. Lincoln’s Inn.- Arrived there, he told 

the man to wait. 

Mr. Pounceby sat at his knee-hole table in his 

very comfortable private room; a brisk fire burning 

in the grate, for October was closing in. 

“What! Lord Lynford,” he exclaimed, rising 

in some surprise; “I thought you had gone down 

to Southampton.” 
“I did not get off, nor shall I go for a few
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days. I think you said Tyrrell was expected in 

town?” , 

“Yes; his solicitor, Mr. Parkins, said so. He 

is, I believe, in a great hurry to get the purchase 
completed.” 

“Do you know where he is to be found?” 

“No; Parkins, his solicitor, will tell you.” 

“Where is his office?” 

“In Bedford Row, No. ——.” 

-“Thank you. Good-morning; see you again 

- in a day or two.” 

“This is a hasty peep!” exclaimed Pounceby; 

but Lynford was gone. 

A few minutes brought himto the office of 

Parkins and Parkins. The reply to his question 

was, “Mr. Tyrrell is staying at the Burlington; he 

only came last night.” Arrived at the Burlington, 

Tyrrell was out. 

“Did he say when he would be in?” 
“No, sir; he said nothing whatever.” 

Lord Lynford used a little bad language in 

his own mind, and had begun to scribble a line 

on his card, when a deep but kindly voice hailed 

him. 

“Lord Lynford! I was just going to look for
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you,” and the next instant his hand was in the 

Australian’s big grasp. 

“T have been hunting you up for the last half- 

hour,” cried Lynford, returning the old man’s warm 

pressure; “I want a little talk with you.” 

“By all manner of means. Come to my room; 

come along.” He led the way up-stairs to a 

private sitting-room, and they were soon in full 

talk. 

“How goes the grandson?” asked Lynford. 

Mr. Tyrrell explained that he had had a sharp 

attack of illness after his arrival at Baden, and 

was slow in recovering his strength,—“Even the 

little he usually has,” added Mr. Tyrrell,—“and__ 

I have been strongly advised to take him to . 

Bordighera for the winter. As soon as I see 

things going properly here Y’ll go back for him. 

I left him with Denis at Hyéres, and he begins to 

pick up a little. Then, if all’s well, we'll come 

over to your place in the spring.” 

“My place?” repeated Lynford, laughing. 

“Yours, my dear sir.” 

“Faith,” returned Tyrrell, “I wonder you don’t 

hate the sight of your supplanter.” 

“Come, Mr, Tyrrell! Iam not quite so un-



  

“A TOTAL ROUT.” 109 

. reasonable a blockhead. Exchange is no robbery, 
* and you have given a very fair exchange. The 

winters in Woodshire are very mild, but it might 

be better for your boy to get acclimatised in 

the summer. Talking of him, you remember the 

young lady Mrs. Garston had with her. as secre- 

tary?” 

“Yes; I was going to write to Mrs. Garston 

about her. For Val sent a letter to Mrs. Garston’s 

care, and has had no answer.” 

' “Indeed! She has come to grief, poor girl. 

Her only relative was a sister. ‘The sister fell ill 

of typhus fever. Miss Verner insisted on going 

to nurse this sister, whereupon Mre» Garston forbid 

her to return. The sister died, and left little or 

nothing to our young friend, and I am afraid 

there is rather a rough future before her.” 

“Where does she live?” asked Mr. Tyrrell, 

quickly, taking out note-book and pencil. 

Lynford told him, adding: “The prejudices 

of society are so narrow and ill-natured that it 

struck me you could best help me to do her some 

little service, and I need not appear at all.” 

“You are a good fellow,” said the old man, 

looking steadily at him. “But this matter is mine,
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My boy is happier with this sweet bit of a girl 

than with any other, man or woman, and she 

shall stay with him till she finds a good husband. 

’ .We’ve wanted her before, but I never liked to 

interfere with Madame, who must be a cross- 

grained devil to quarrel with a loving heart for 

wanting to help her own kith and kin. Leave 

her to me, Lord Lynford, and when you come 

back from cruising round the four quarters of the 

globe you'll find her blooming like a rose.” 

“I feel sure you will give her a home, my 

dear sir; but I should like to share——” 

“Not a word more, my lord. I said this is 
my business, and it is.”
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CHAPTER VI. ; 

“A CURIOUS FIND.” 

Lorp Lyxrorn’s surprising avowal made less 

impression on the mind or imagination of Bea- 

trice: than it would have done had she not been 

‘so preoccupied and bowed down by grief, for the 

loss of her only relative and friend; and a painful 

shrinking from the dark, desolate future which lay 

- before her. ~ 

Sorrow and joy alike seem inexhaustible, in- 

terminable to the young, For them there seldom 

exists a to-morrow different from to-day, and to 

Beatrice only a long vista of loneliness and gloom 
presented itself. 

Even if Mrs. Garston had invited her to re- 

turn, she felt she could not accept the offer. The 

impression of unsympathetic hardness made upon 
her by the charming widow was too strong to be 
easily effaced; and, in truth, Lord Lynford pro- 
duced very much the same effect of harshness,
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of tyrannical whimsicality,. and determination to 

gratify self, which had made her shrink from him 

from the first. At times certainly he surprised 

her by touches of kindness, even tenderness, and 

of perception as regarded thoughts and feelings, 

which she fancied must be incomprehensible to 

him; still, her predominant sensation was fear of 

him, dread of being alone with him, and a firm 

conviction that when tired of any toy, he was 

quite capable of crushing it cruelly. 

Still, for the moment, he meant to be tender 

and loving, so she regretted giving him pain. 

Had she known more of the world she might have 

wondered at his accepting rejection so readily. 

As she was, it seemed quite natural that he should 

perceive the reality of her “no.” 

On the whole, she really did not think so 

much about Lynford as of her own poor little 

plans for self-support, the pain of Jetting the old 

home go and leaving herself without a refuge in 

the world. 

Few as were her possessions, it was a subject 

' for consideration where she should keep them; 

she could not take them with her wherever she
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might find employment. If Mrs. Heathcote were 
at home—— — 

Here her musings, as she sat in the fireless 
dining-room sorting and tearing up a number of 
old, unimportant letters, were broken in upon by 
Emma. ” , 

“There’s a gentleman wishing to speak to you, 
miss.” 

“A’ gentleman? What gentleman?” i ina tone 
of surprise. 

“A tall old gentleman, miss.” 
“Tall and old!” cried Beatrice, her heart 

beating with sudden hope. “Oh, tell him to 
- ‘come in!” 

Her hope did not deceive ‘her, for the next 
moment the form of Mr. Tyrrell almost filled the 
door-way. 

“Ah, how glad I am to see you!” she cried, 
starting forward to meet him with outstretched 
hands. “You make me feel that I am not quite 
alone yet.” Her voice broke, and she stopped 
abruptly, striving to master her emotion. 

Tyrrell held both her hands’ warmly i in his 
own, 

“It makes my heart ache to read such sorrow 
A Fight with Fate, I, 8
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in your young face, my child,” he said, with so 

‘much compassion in his deep, rich voice that her 

self-control gave way, and she burst into irrepres- 

sible tears. 

, “IT am sorry to be so weak,” she sobbed, 

“but I cannot help it; she was sister and mother 

both.” 

“And small blame to you! It’s a hard heart 

that could keep its well-springs sealed when the 

best and nearest are taken and your house left 

unto you desolate.” 

“Ah, yes! how desolate! Thank you,—oh, 

thank you, for coming to see me! Iwas so afraid | 

that you and Val had forgotten me.” 

“No, my poor child; there’s not much forget- 

fulness in either of us. . My boy was ill—very 

ill—when we got to Baden, and J rarely write 

letters; but he did write, some ten days ago, and 

addressed you to the care of Mrs. Garston.” 

“It was cruel of her not to send it on,” said 

Bea, tremulously; “it would have been such a 

comfort.” , 

“Come and sit down by—no, there isn’t a 

fire; but sit down and make your servant put on 

one. It’s bad to be chill, and grief is cold.’ Tell
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me all about yourself. Are you going to live on 
here?” 

“No; I cannot. I am advised to let the house 
furnished and find some employment.” 

“Then your sister had nothing to leave your” 
“Only this house and furniture and some 

money I found in her bureau,—not much; I have 
been paying things with it since,—and there is a 
little more that was due to my sister and has 
been paid to Mr.. Hervey, a solicitor, who always 
did things for us,—law things, I mean; so I shall 
be able to pay the doctor.” 

“And then? I don’t ask from, idle curiosity, 
my child.” 

“Iam glad you care to ask, dear Mr. Tyrrell. 
Mr. Grey, our vicar, is trying to get me the place 
of governess in a Kindergarten school.” 

“I shall offer you-an alternative,” said Tyrrell. 
“Come back with me to Val. He always wanted 
you to be his companion, reader, what you will; 
only I did not think it right to take you away 
from Mrs. Garston. Stay the winter with us in 
Italy, and after we shall be guided by circum- 
stances, Do you think you could be happy with 
us?” 

8*
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A gleam of brightness passed over Bea’s sad, 

wan face. “It is the only chance I have of being 

happy once more,” she said. 

“Come, then,” returned Tyrrell, holding out 

his hand to her. “I will do my best for you, and 

if we suit each other we may dwell long together. 

I have always wanted a young-girl creature in my 

house, to keep our hearts soft and gentle. I must — 

be nearly a fortnight longer in this wilderness: of 

a town, and you had best wait forme. Can you 

stay on in this house?” 

“T suppose so.” 

“Tell me where this man of yours lives,— 

Mr. Hervey. I will see him and tell him what I , 

think is best to be done. Now, my poor child, 

try and keep up your heart. I’d never ask you 

to forget your dear dead,—let her live in your 

memory, in its most loving core,—but don’t let 

sorrow quench your spirit. I'll never believe your 

sister would be happy even in heaven if she knew 

you were grieving on earth. Faith, the next world 

can’t be much better than this one if it makes us . 

indifferent to those that loved us and mourn for 

us here bélow. Try and believe you are doing - 

well, both for your sister and’ yourself, by striving
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"to be happy and making others happy. Now put 

| 

on your bonnet and come along out with me,—a 
breath of fresh air will do you a power of good. 
We'll get away into the country somewhere; the 
sight of fields and trees will comfort you, though 
the leaves are well-nigh fallen. 'll go and see if 
my man has a tolerable horse in his cab, or if I 
must get another. Go and put on your bonnet, 
my jewel.” 

And Beatrice went. 
The appearance of Tyrrell upon the scene 

changed it completely. The true sorrow for the 
good sister was still poignant, but the shrinking 

‘ dread of a bleak, desolate future wa€ taken away, 
To be with Val; to help and to amuse him in his 
dark hours; to share his pleasure when he was 
pleased and make the task of managing him a 
little lighter to his devoted grandfather,—such 
should be her task. 

These people were not strangers to her; they 
were like kith and kin. It was like going to a 
teal home, and the oppressive dread of the future 
began to lift its heavy shadow from her spirit. 

She was soon ready, and felt surprised at the 
effect a drive to Hampstead produced. Life once
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more seemed possible, though sadly shorn of its 

brighter beams, its fairer promise. 

Mr. Tyrrell bade her a kindly good-bye at her 

own door, promising to take her out early the 

‘following ‘afternoon, and left her to rest with a 

delightful, soothing sense of kindly protection. 

She found a bright fire burning cheerfully in 

the grate and her tea laid out beside it; so, like 

St. Paul and his shipwrecked companions, she 

“thanked God and took courage.” 

The kind old man drove away to his hotel to 

send Val a hasty line before post-time. He well 

knew what good news his would be considered 

by his invalid grandson. : 

Though Val was better and stronger than be- 
fore the attack of low fever which had tried him 

severely, he was a little irritable and difficult to 

please. Denis was not so satisfying a companion 

as he used to be in Val’s childish days, and 

Tyrrell felt that Beatrice was indeed an acquisi- 

tion. His own heart, too, had gone out to her 

with a degree of warmth which surprised him, and 

he felt she was exactly what he would have liked 

for a daughter.
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He had just finished his letter when Lord 

Lynford was announced. 

“You'll think me a tenacious bore,” he said, 

shaking hands cordially; “but I have come from - 

Pounceby, from whom I: gather that our con- 

founded business is likely to hang on for another 

month or more. Now, I really cannot kick my 

heels in London for all that time; I shall therefore 

run up to Scotland and have a turn on the moors. 

There’s a cousin of mine—a thorough-bred High- 

land chieftain—who doesn’t worry about large 

parties or advertise big ‘bags’. We are rather 

chums, so Pll put up with him for a bit; then I 

. shall go over to see my sister and her husband at 

Arcachon, and run back to London when our 

lawyers want us. I think of starting the day after 

to-morrow, and wanted to let you know my move- 

ments.” , 

“Thank you; Iam glad you did. If matters. . 

are to hang on in this way I will return to my 

boy until things are ready for completion. And, 

by the way, I have been to see our young friend, 

Miss Verner. Thank you heartily for telling me 

where to’ find her. It made my heart sore to 

look at her pale, sad face. I think, I hope, I



120 A FIGHT WITH FATE. 

comforted her a little. I shail take her back with 

me to keep my poor Val company; and, trust me, 

we will take care of her.” 

Lynford did not answer immediately. He beat 

the carpet softly with his stick, as fi in, thought, 

and then said,— 

“She is extremely fortunate. I confess it is a 

great relief to my mind to know she will be under 

such protection as yours. The world is a bitter, 

bad place for such a type of girl to be thrown 

into, fettered, as she would be, by grimmest 

poverty. To you.I confess that I have been a 

good deal interested in her. You will not mis- 

understand me?” 

“Certainly not,” said the old man, - heartily; 

I see that you are a right-minded’, .honourable 

gentleman.” , 

“Thank you,” said Lynford, a dark flush rising 

in his cheek. “As you think so, allow me to 
accompany you when next you call on our young 

friend. .I should like to say good-bye and wish 

her God-speed.” 

“By all means,” returned Tyrrell. “T hope 

you are not going to expatriate yourself indefinitely. 

Nothing can take from you your splendid position
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of an hereditary legislator. You may do good 

work yet.” 

“I fancy the only work my division of the 

legislature can do is to be the useful drag,—keep- 

ing the machine from going too fast down-hill. 

But an impecunious peer is not likely to have 

much weight in the upper house, nor in any other 

except the House of Commons; ¢here a good 

fighter is always valuable to his party.” 

“A good fighter is valuable everywhere.” 

“A little fighting goes a long way in the House 

of Lords.” 

“Still, Lord Lynford, I should like to see you 

taking a certain position in English, society.” 

“My dear sir, I have taken a very ‘certain’ 

position, and I do not see much chance of ex- 

changing it for any other. At present I only want 

to turn my back on old scenes, old faces,—ay, 

even old friends. Time and absence may modify 

my views considerably; I don’t believe much in 

my own steadiness of purpose.” 

“I don’t think you do yourself justice; any- 

how, I hope you will do me the favour of coming 

to see me in your own house.” 

“It would be a new sensation! Yes, Mr. Tyrrell,
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when I return I shall pay you a visit; and,”—a 

little more seriously,—“believe me, I am grateful 

for the interest you are good enough to take in 

my: future.” . 

The conversation then turned on colonial 

matters, and lasted a considerable time, for the 

old Australian was shrewd and well informed on 

‘the subject; nor did Lynford leave him until he 

had accepted an invitation to dine with him at 

his club, in order to meet one or two well-known 

men who happened just then to be passing through 

town. 

Beatrice had a little note next morning from 

her new old friend, in which he told her of some 

unexpected engagements which would prevent his 

seeing her that day; but on the one following he 

would certainly call and take her out to drive, if 

the weather was fine. Beatrice therefore girded 

up the loins of her resolution and sallied forth to 

call at the vicarage and inform the vicar of the 

good turn kind fortune had done her. 

He was a little doubtful at first, hesitating as 
to whether such an offer could be as good as it 

looked; but as he enquired further his doubts 

vanished considerably, though he expressed a
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wish to see Mr. Tyrrell before giving his full ap- 

proval to the engagement. 

Beatrice felt sure her kind patron would be 

pleased to call upon Mr. Grey, and promised to 

ask him. 

It was very soon after Bea’s brief mid-day re- 

past that Mr. Tyrrell arrived in a small, open car- 

riage. She was up-stairs when he came, but 

quickly descended, and: was a good deal startled 

to find he was not alone, for a step or two be- 

hind him stood Lord Lynford. 

Her pale cheek flushed for an instant, but she 

greeted him kindly and calmly. 

“T persuaded Mr. Tyrrell to tgke me under 

his wing,” said Lynford. “I go north to-morrow, 

- and did not like going without saying good-bye, 

as we are not likely to meet again for some time.” 

“Thank you; it is very good of you to come,” 

she said, raising her clear, pathetic eyes to his. 

“I am glad to have a chance of seeing you again; 

I am sure I have to thank you for telling Mr. 

Tyrrell where to find me. You know he has 

‘ offered to take me back with him to Val? It 

seems the only outlook that makes me care to 

live.”
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“I was very glad, indeed, to hear of the 

plan,” he returned, drawing a chair opposite the 

sofa on which Tyrrell had seated himself beside 

Beatrice; “I feel sure it is the very best for you.” 

“And not bad for us, faith,’ said Tyrrell, 

good-naturedly. “We'll take good care of her.” 

“Of that I have no doubt.” He paused. 

If anyone so socially assured, so perfectly at 

ease, could be even slightly embarrassed, Lynford 

was. at that moment. . He did not find words 

easily, yet he longed to utter much that crowded 

to his lips. He ought to have come alone; yet 

no! He would only have fallen into temptation, 

and either got himself into a difficulty or been 

more deeply mortified. How quiet and composed 

she was! how gentle and sweet! but marvellously 

unmoved; while 47s memory of the various amours 

and amourettes in which he had indulged pre- 

sented him with no picture of equal indifference. 

Already he saw a lightening of the heavy 

shadow which had fallen on her; soon, under 

happy influences and in new scenes, youth would 

reassert itself; she would no longer feel desolate, 

“alone, forsaken. He foresaw that she would 

grow all-important to the simple, natural, manly
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patriarch, who ‘had taken the first step towards 

adopting her, then he would be forgotten, and 

some fellow, younger, fresher, less tainted with the 

harshness, coldness, unbelief, which were the out- 

come of a life such as his had been, would win 

the heart he could not touch. He felt with im- 

patient surprise how deeply she had impressed 

him, and for the twentieth time thanked the fates 

for having suggested a false interpretation to his 

proposal. How would he ever have faced her 

again if she had understood him rightly! How 

dull, how besotted, he had been not to see in 

this unpretending girl more than his equal! 

These thoughts passed quickly through his 

brain while Beatrice told Mr. Tyrrell that the 
vicar would like to speak to him on the subject 

of her engagement to him. . Tyrrell observed that 

it was all right, and proposed calling that after- 

noon after he had left Beatrice at her own door, 

‘Mr. Grey being generally at home at the afternoon 

tea hour. © . , 
By the time he ceased speaking Lynford had 

quite recovered himself, and began to talk to 

Beatrice of the pleasures of a first visit to Italy, 

from which he passed naturally .to his own in-
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' tended cruise to the south seas and his intended 

visit to Australia. Then Mr. Tyrrell inquired 

about the tonnage of his yacht, and shook his 

head at the idea of undertaking so long a voyage 

in so small a craft. Lynford suggested that they 

should go down together to Southampton and in- 

spect the vessel, to which Tyrrell assented. Soon 

after Lynford rose to take leave. 

“All good wishes, Miss Verner,” he said, and 

held her hand somewhat lingeringly, while he 

_ looked wistfully into her eyes, with a glance that 

touched her heart and brought the colour again 

into her cheek. . 

“It will be long before I see you again, I 

fancy, and in the interim all things may have be- 

come new; so, remember this miserable sinner 

occasionally in your prayers.” 

“Good-bye, Lord Lynford; I will always re- 

member you as a most kind friend,” she said, 

with moist eyes. After a brief arrangement to 

dine with Tyrrell that evening, Lynford left them. 
* % * ¥ . 

This expedition to Southampton occupied 

two days, during which Beatrice had abundant 

occupation, as Mr. Tyrrell had told her to be
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quite ready to start within the week for Florence, 

and had also instructed Hervey to take over the 

house, to engage a care-taker, and make all pre- 

parations to set Beatrice free. 

It was sad to pack up the few books and 

ornaments, relics of home which she determined 

to keep, and which Tyrrell directed should be 

sent to the repository where some of his own 

valuables were stored until his permanent abode 

was ready to receive them. 

Beatrice was almost breathless at the rapidity 

with which things were hurrying on. In two or 

three days she would quit England and an 

entirely new page of life would #e opened for 

her. She was more dazed than delighted, as 

under other circumstances she would have been. 

Her spirits were still depressed, and her heart 

was too loving to recover its tone quickly. 

She had nearly finished her work of separa- 

tion and packing, on the fourth day after Mr. 

Tyrrell’s ast visit, and was occupied in looking 

over some letters yellowed by age which were in 

the packet with the miniatures before mentioned. 

The. contents of the parcel were spread out on 

the dining-room table, and the sunlight—it was a
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bright, crisp morning—shining down caught the 

glitter of the gold letters “N.C.” in a quaint 

monograph on the back’ of one of the lockets. 

The yellow letters bore the dates 1797 and 1708, 

and were addressed by someone to his “dearest 

girl” in the earlier ones, to “his beloved wife” in 

the later. These were signed “J. C.” 

They were not long, but most loving, and full 

of regret at the writer’s enforced absence. 

Beatrice was profoundly touched by this voice 

from the grave, and wondered by what right 

these relics had been consigned to her. 

She was so much occupied that she did not 

hear the door open, and was startled to hear Mr. 

Tyrrell’s’ voice saying, “Well, my child, are you 

nearly ready for the road?” 

- “Qh, yes!” she exclaimed, rising to shake 

hands with him; “all the things you have kindly 

consented to take charge of are packed and 

ready to be removed, but I think I should like 

to take these”—pointing to the table—“with me. 

They make only a: small packet, and I should 
like to look over them at my leisure. They are 

interesting old letters.” 

“Do as you like, my dear.” I have brought
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you a note from Val; it was in a letter I had 
from him last night.” 

“How nice of him!” she cried, “eagerly open- 
ing it, while Tyrrell drew a chair to the table and 
took up one of the lockets, 

Val wrote in high glee at the prospect of 
seeing his friend and playfellow so soon and keep- 
ing her for always. The warm, unstudied wel- 
come sent a glow through her heart. 

A sudden exclamation from Mr, Tyrrell, in a 
low, unsteady tone,—“My God! where did you 
get this?’—made her tum quickly to look at him. 
He was pale, and the hand which held the minia- 
ture trembled. “Where, where did you get this?” 
he repeated, his eyes fixed on the portrait, which 
Tepresented a beautiful woman, with abundant 
nut-brown hair, dressed in the loose, tumbled 
fashion in vogue at the date of the letters, with 
deep blue-grey eyes, infinitely sweet and thought- 
ful, and a soft, rosy, kissable mouth. The colour- 
ing was still wonderfully fresh, and had the 
pearly, transparent tint usual in paintings on 
ivory.” The throat and the shoulder shown in 
the picture were exquisitely moulded, and there 

A Fight with Fate. I. 9
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was an irresistible attraction in the pose and the 

expression. 

“] think they belonged to my mother,” said 

Beatrice, awed by the sight of the old man’s emo- 

tion. “This is the paper they were folded in,” 

and she showed it to him; “that is my father’s 

writing.” 

But Tyrrell did not hear; he still gazed with 

all his soul at the picture. After a minute’s 

silence he bent his head and reverently kissed 

it, murmuring some words which Beatrice did not 

catch. 

“Ts a sweet and noble face,” he said, so- 

lemnly; adding, after a brief pause, “That fair 

woman was my mother.” 

“Your mother!” echoed Beatrice, in profound 

surprise; “then how—how could it have come 

here?” , So 

“God knows!” murmured Tyrrell; “but it is 

near sixty years since my eyes rested on it. She 

was the sweetest, the best of women.” 

“She is lovely,” whispered Beatrice, the tears 

coming to her eyes, “yet she looks sad; and this 

one?” taking up the.other locket, which held the 

portrait of an officer,—a good- looking man, not of
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a refined type, with much gold lace on his uni- 
form, and dark hair, lightly powdered. He was 

‘considerably older than the lady, and the face 
was less intelligent. 

“Ay,” said Tyrrell, sternly: “I know that one, 
too! that was my father. “Look! look, my dear! 
there may be some clue to the Pictures among 
these papers.” 

Beatrice “immediately sat down and began to 
turn over the letters, and at the bottom of the 
packet found an envelope addressed to “Beatrice,” 
in her father’s clerkly hand. Opening it, she 
‘found a long paper, doubled up and inscribed, 
“List,—contents of packet;” the number of letters 
in each. year followed, with the heading, “From 
Captain John Clavering to his wife, Honoria 
Clavering;” then came a catalogue of the trinkets, 
old-fashioned brooches, pins, and clasps of small 
value; and then the last item, “Miniatures. of my 
dear wife’s grandfather and grandmother, Captain 
and Mrs, Clavering.” 

Tyrrell read them slowly over, holding the 
paper unsteadily; then he looked up with wet eyes 
and said, “If this be true, you are my grandniece! 

g*
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. Tell me!—what was your mother’s name before 

she married?” 

“Tt was Newton.” 

“And your grandmother’s?” 

Beatrice shook her head. “That I never 

knew. I scarcely remember my mother, and no 

one seemed to know anything about her people; 

she was the daughter of an officer, I have heard.” 

“J wish I could find out.” He paused. “My 

dear child,” he continued, with great tenderness, 

“J should like you to belong to me by the ties of 

blood,—to be a sister to my poor, dear boy,— 

that I might shelter and watch over you. Ah, if 

you had a strain of my blessed mother’s blood in’ 

your veins, you would be a precious charge to 

me! I will leave you, Beatrice; I am no fit com- 

pany for anyone to-day. Old sorrows, old wrongs, 

“come back to me. I will take you safely to Val, 

and then I will go back to Dublin and see what 

I can find out. You will lend me these minia- 

tures for a little while, eh?” 

“Dear Mr. Tyrrell, take them for altogether. ° 

These relatives are ‘strangers to me. I am but 

too glad to’ give you anything you would value.” 

" «Thank you, my child, I will take my mother’s - 

d
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likeness; for the other I do not care. I begin to 

think you must be the granddaughter of my eldest 

sister, who married just before I left home. Mind 

you are ready to start the day after to-morrow. 

Til call for you at six; you shall dine with me 

before we leave. Can you go straight through 

without too much fatigue?” 

“Oh, yes; certainly.” , 

“Well, we'll see.” He was folding up the 

miniature carefully as he spoke. “Thank you for 

- this; it is a real treasure to me. Good-bye; God 

keep you. This strange discovery will make a 

great difference in our lives. I doubt if I‘can 

see you to-morrow; but here,—I had nigh for- 
gotten this.” 

He put a thick envelope into her hand. “You 
will want money.” - 

He then gently, solemnly kissed her brow and 

was gone.
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CHAPTER VIL. 

A NEW LIFE. 

Tms curious discovery of the possible, nay, 

probable relationship between her good old friend 

and herself, the strong emotion he had shown, 

the profound attachment to his mother, which still 

seemed to live so freshly in his heart and me- 

mory, drew Beatrice completely out of her own 

sorrow. 

It was such a romantic incident, so far sur- 

passing the events detailed in the novels she had 

perused, so unlikely to have occurred, that it 

seized her imagination, and opened a totally new 

vista in her life. If Mr. Tyrrell proved, indeed, 

to be her granduncle, she would no longer be 

friendless and alone. He was ready and willing 

—to admit the claim of a kinswoman, and under 

his roof she would find shelter and a welcome. 

He, too, was somewhat strange and lonely, in 

what to him was a new world, and she might 
“ys
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be of use, of comfort to him in his declining * 

years. : , 

The evening past swiftly in these musings; 

and she escaped that sinking of the soul which 

generally oppressed her when night drew her dark 

pall over the earth, and silence settled down on 

little, out-of-the-way “Spring Grove.” 

She slept’ soundly,—it was, indeed, the best 

night she had had since her great loss—and she 

stayed somewhat longer than usual in bed; so 

-before she left her room a telegram was brought 

her,— 

. “Departure delayed; will be with you after 

twelve. - “J, TYRRELL.” 

Beatrice was a little disappointed; she had 

grown very weary of the sad monotony life was 

in the empty home, where her little servant and 

herself seemed lost. She scarcely herself knew 

how much she looked forward to the change of 
scene, to the pleasure of seeing Val. How de- 

lightful it would be to call him “cousin”! In what 

degree was he her cousin? Ah! that was too 

complicated a question.
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It was more than half-past twelve when Tyrrell 

came. Beatrice ran to meet him. 

“Are you well?” she asked, earnestly; “did 

you get some sleep?” , 

“Not till near daylight, my dear,” he returned, 

drawing her to him and kissing her brow; “I 

- could not keep my thoughts quiet. Long years 

past kept unrolling themselves before me,—years 

sad and sweet,—and then I felt I must go at once 

and seek out the truth of this relationship which 
I believe exists between us. 

“Instead of going with you to Italy to-morrow 

I shall travel in another direction,—away west, to 

the land of misfortune; but I will not keep you 

‘from my poor Val. I'l tell you what I have 
planned. The manager of the hotel where I am 

stopping says there are plenty of respectable 

women who find employment as travelling maids, 

—‘courier-maid’ is the right word, I believe; he 

knows several who are disengaged. I propose to 

engage one of these to take care of you and guide 

you safe to Val. If she is a nice, sensible woman 

and useful, keep her with you; she may help you 

and Val to move to Bordighera,—I’m fearful that
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Florence will be too cold; and Denis speaks no 

lingo save his own. What do you say?” 

“Of course, dear Mr. Tyrrell, I say ‘yes’ to 

anything you are good enough to suggest; but you 

need not spend all the money this maid will cost. 

I could manage very well alone; I am_ not 

frightened or nervous, and. there are interpreters 

with——” 

“Not a bit of it!” interrupted Tyrrell, , stoutly$ 

“Pll not let you scramble round by yourself. It 

-makes me deucedly uncomfortable to see how the 

young women here knock about all alone, and are 

boastful because they can take care of themselves, 

—as if we weren't made partly for that purpose! 

No, no! That man, the manager,—and he’s a 

very decent sort of chap,—is to send up two or 

three of these courier-ladies to meet me here, so 

that you may have a look at them, too, and choose 

the one you fancy; then you can set off the day 

after to-morrow, if you like.” 

Beatrice hesitated. The idea of setting off on 

so long a journey with a total stranger frightened 

her a little. / 

“Val will be looking eagerly for you,” added 

Tyrrell.
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“Qh, yes; of course I shall be quite ready to 

go on Saturday,” said Beatrice, taking courage. 

“And, oh, I do hope you may find that I am 

really and truly your niece,—your grandniece, I 

mean!” 

“I firmly believe I shall. Your face always 

seemed familiar to me, without a distinct likeness 

to any of my people; but now I see there is a 

turn in your neck—in the way you hold your 

head—that comes from my mother. Ah, my child, 

one day I’ll talk to you about her! May God 

make you as good a woman!” 

He stopped, and then resumed: “On Saturday 

morning, then, if we can find a suitable person to 

travel with you. I should be glad if you could 

get off, and I will start the same evening for 

Dublin. We shall all be dispersed then. Lynford 

went up to Scotland the night before last.” 

A little more intermittent talk,—for the old 

man’s heart was full, and he constantly fell into 

deep thought,—when it was announced by Emma 

that “A lady has called to see Mr. Tyrrell, and 

brought this note.” 

The note was from’the manager of the hotel,
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stating that the bearer, Mrs. Gilbert, was a person 

he could particularly recommend. 

It was almost amusing to Beatrice to be made 

of such importance, and she looked with con- 

siderable interest at the neat, well-dressed woman 

who entered. 

She was of middle height, with dark eyes and 

complexion and rather crisply-waved, iron-grey 

hair. Her bearing was composed and even re- 

fined, and it seemed quite natural to Beatrice that 

Emma should have called her “a lady.” . 

“Mrs. Gilbert?” said Tyrrell, rising and setting 

a chair for her. 

“Yes, sir,” with a respectful bend of her head. 

“The manager especially recommends you,” 

and Mr. Tyrrell proceeded clearly and in a few 

words to explain what he required, enquired with 
whom she had been, ete. 

Her replies were satisfactory; she had been 

long known to the manager of the hotel where 

Mr. Tyrrell always put up. Beatrice was rather 

attracted to her, as she conveyed the impression 

of strength and capability. Matters were therefore 

quickly arranged, and-an appointment made for
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the next day at the hotel, when Mr. Tyrrell was 

to give his final instructions. 

“Now, are you sure you have all the fallals 

and wraps you’ want, my dear?” he said, when 

she was gone. “Don’t stint yourself. I know 

you’re a prudent slip of a girl, and I like prudence; 

but, whatever I may find out, I mean to look on 

you as a kinswoman, for I feel convinced we are 

of the same blood.” 

“I am more grateful to you than I can ex- 

press,” faltered Beatrice, her tears overflowing; “I 

will try to be a loving, useful daughter to you.” 

“That I believe,” said the old man, with 

feeling. 
* * * ¥ ¥ * 

What a wonderful experience it was for Bea- 

trice to cross. the Channel!—to fly at express 

speed through the varying scenes between Calais 

and Marseilles, isolated from the people about her 

by the strange effect of not understanding a word 

they said! How thankful she felt to Mr. Tyrrell 

for his kind forethought in sending a trained com- 

panion with her! Alone, the journey would indeed 

have been a formidable undertaking; as it was, 

she found Mrs. Gilbert of the greatest use. She |
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spoke but little, save when spoken to, and then 

proved intelligent and even interesting. She had 

frequently travelled over the same route, and knew 

_every point of interest on the road; moreover, she 

had more than the mere superficial knowledge 

gathered orally in hurried journeys. 

It was early in the afternoon when Beatrice 

and her attendant reached Florence. The pleasure 

of recognising the somewhat potatoe-face of Denis, 

looking eagerly into the carriages as they steamed 

slowly along the platform to their halting-place, 

was indeed great after her long immersion among 

strange people, places, and tongues. 

“Ah, sure, the young master will be jumping 

out of his skin with joy to see you again, miss!” 

exclaimed Denis, as he opened the carriage-door 

in haste. “He’s outside, waitin’ for ye, miss. An’ 

it’s pale and weary you are looking, and no wonder. 

This lady’s along with you? Are these all the 
parcels ye have? Here, Gussipy, you take these! 

And please give your luggage-ticket to this man. 

He’s from the Hotel, and speaks a bit English; he 

is a decent sort of chap for a furriner.” , 
Still talking, Denis handed them out with 

effusive care; while the tall, bearded, and decid-
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edly graceful Guiseppe, doffing his hat with a 

profound bow, took the paper and disappeared 

with an air of importance. . 

Following Denis, Beatrice soon reached the 
carriage, over the side of which Val was leaning, . 
his eager eyes watching the passengers as they 
streamed through the entrance; then stretching out 

his hands as he perceived Beatrice, 
A gentleman was leaning against the carriage- 

door talking to him,—a man somewhat below 
middle height, broadly built, with sandy hair and 
laughing, light-blue eyes. 

He stood back as Beatrice ran to greet Val, 
who, to her surprise, for he was not usually ca- 

ressing, drew her down to kiss him. 
The unusual warmth delighted her; she was, 

then, genuinely welcome. 

“This is my cousin, Miss Verner,” cried Val. 
“Bea, this is a new friend of mine, Mr. Lorrimer.” 

The gentleman raised his hat with an air of 
good breeding. 

“We have been counting the hours till your 
arrival, I assure you, Miss Verner,” he said, 

pleasantly. , 

Beatrice did not correct Val, though she
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hardly yet allowed herself to believe in the rela- 

tionship. Lorrimer opened the door and handed 

Beatrice and Mrs. Gilbert in. Denis stowed away 

the lighter spedimenta and mounted the box. 

“TI hope to have the pleasure of seeing you 

to-morrow,” said Lorrimer, and the carriage 

drove off. 
“I say, Bea, how bad you are looking!” cried 

Val, with much concern; “but I am glad to see 

you, all the-same. Oh, this is such a lovely place; 

it’s a feast to go about in it! I wish gran’ would 

let us stay here all the winter. He says it is too 

cold, but I don’t believe it would do me a bit of 

‘harm. There is so much to see and to think 

about that I forget my aches and pains and the 

‘ horrid weakness. Indeed, I am ever so much 

better. Now I shall have to show you everything, 

and that is even better than seeing them all for 

the first time myself. Have you ever been in 

Florence before?”—this suddenly to Mrs. Gilbert; 

for when Val was in good humour and not suffer- 

ing pain, he was extremely polite and did not 

like to neglect anyone. 
“Yes, sir; I have been here several times; it 

is my business to travel.”



144 A FIGHT WITH FATE. 

“And a jolly sort of business, too, if it didn’t 
tire one so. Look, Beatrice! there’s a beautiful 

church; that is S. Maria Novella, but it is spoiled 

with whitewash inside. We have quite a short 

way to go to the hotel; it looks over the river, and 

our rooms are on that side.” Here he lifted his 

cap to a lady with white hair in an open carriage. 

“There’s Lady Lorrimer; she is the mother of the 

man who was talking to me at the station. They 

are staying in our hotel. Some very pleasant 

people are staying there, and they are longing to 

see you, for I have been talking about you. Here 

we are! We must have luncheon, and then you 

ought to go to bed; you look dead beat.” 

While he spoke, the carriage stopped at the 

entrance of a handsome edifice, and Denis sprang 

down to lift Val into his invalid-chair, which .was 

carried by a couple of men to Mr. Tyrrell’s suite 

of rooms on the second story. 

It was a delightful apartment, and Beatrice 

was thankful, after some refreshment, to retire to 

her pretty, comfortable apartment for the rest she 

so much needed. , 
*. ¥ * ¥ : * * 

It was indeed a new life.that now dawned 

“,
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for Beatrice. The ease, the comfort, the fulfil- 
ment of all the wishes, the’ projects, she and Val 
formed, often made her long that her good and 
faithful sister might have enjoyed some of these 
Pleasures before the curtain fell on the laborious, 
self- “sacrificing drama of her existence. Sometimes 
she spoke of her to Val, who listened if he were 
in a good temper, but who was not interested, as 
she could not help perceiving. “The nobility of 
such a character is a little above the comprehen- 
sion of youth, which craves for light, colour, and 
picturesqueness. . . 

_ At first Val hardly gave his recovered friend- 
time to breathe. He hurried her from gallery to 
church, from palace to prison; and if not equal to 
accompany her himself, she was despatched under 
the charge of Mrs. Gilbert, who was a fairly 

capable cicerone, till Bea’s eyes ached with look- 
_. ing and her mind was dazed by the profusion of 

new ideas which deluged it. 

Besides these overwhelming Occupations, several 
of Val’s female ‘acquaintance in the hotel called 
upon her, The young, crippled ‘millionaire was 
rather a pet among the English and American 
ladies, who made friends with him i in the corridors, 

A Fight with Fate. I, 10
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or stopped to speak with him as he sat in his 

carriage. listening to the music in the Cascino and 

inhaling the perfume of the lovely flowers. 

Mr. Lorrimer took it upon himself to remon- 

\strate with Val on the surfeit of fine things which 

he forced upon “his cousin,” as Beatrice was 

universally considered; but neither sight-seeing 

nor society could divert Bea’s mind from its’ 

anxiety respecting the success of Mr, Tyrrell’s 

search. 

For more than a fortnight, the old man’s 

letters, though regular and showing the deepest 

interest and satisfaction in the letters he received 

from Florence, made no allusion to the progress 

he was making. He began, however, to show un- 

easiness lest Val should stay too far into the 

winter at Florence. At last came a glimpse of 

light. 

“] think I have got on the right track, and 

find I must hark back to:the neighbourhood of 

London to follow it up. .I--don’t think there is 

much doubt about our relationship, but I want 

to prove it beyond-dispute; of this you shall hear 

more. no 
‘
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“A letter from Lynford tells me that he is to 
be in town on the roth, when I must: meet him 
to finish up our business. I am happy to say I 
dissuaded him from his yacht voyage to Australia. 
The attempt in such a craft would have been 
madness, and a larger vessel would have been 
too costly. He is therefore going to the south 
seas in the usual way, returning by Japan, and 
the Lord knows where! 

_ “I hope all continues well with you. Val 
seems very happy. Keep him as quiet as you 
can. However well he may appear, he has no 

Strength worth speaking of. -God bless you, my 
child! Address your next to Parkins’s care. I 
hope soon to sign myself your attached grand- 

uncle. . oo 

- “Joun TyRReLt.” 

“You may be sure it will all come right, Bea,” 

cried Val, when he had read her letter, as well 

as one to himself. “It’s funny how I always felt 
from the first as if you belonged to us. You' were 
so plucky about Chang,—nasty little beast! he 
likes you better than me now,—and then you 
never gave yourself sentimental airs nor ‘poor 

- 
10*
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dear’d’? me, as some of the women here do. I 

hate them!” 

“You are ungrateful, Val. They mean to be 

and they are kind, though they may not show it 

in the way you like. You are very impatient.” 

“And no wonder! Just look here!”—holding 

out his grandfather's letter. “Here’s gran’ insist- 

ing on our moving to Bordighera on or before 

the 12th! Why, you haven’t seen a quarter of 

Florence, and Lorrimer wants to drive us up to 

Vallombrosa with Mrs. Griswold. It’s rather a 

long drive, but I could stand it quite well. But 

the place I want to see is ‘La Vernia, ever since 

I read about that wonderful fellow, St. Francis of 

Assisi; I am afraid I could not manage it. No, | 

Bea, I really cannot leave Florence on the 12th; 

it is so fine still.” 

“They say you cannot count much on the 

weather at this season; and, Val, would you not 

give up something for gran’s sake?—he only lives 

for you; and you can come back in the spring to 

finish showing me everything. You know gran’ 

never refuses you: anything that is-not bad for 

you.” . 

“There is so little I can enjoy that it is cruel
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to refuse me what I like, merely because he fancies 
it isn’t good for me. I tell you that, for all his 
generosity and petting, gran’ has a tyrannical 
temper, and you just butter him up by agreeing —~ 
with everything he says. He is selfish and unkind 
sometimes,” cried Val, thoroughly out of temper, 
—the usual effect of contradiction upon him. «I 
will zo¢ go on the 12th!” , 

“It is you who are selfish, Val,” said Beatrice, 
gravely. “You will not sacrifice your fancies to 
‘please one to whom you owe so much. You can 
never be happy if you think always about -your- 
self.” 

“Don’t preach!” cried the boy, flushing angrily. - 
“I am not selfish, but you are tiresome,” and he 
struck the bell, which always stood on a table 
beside him, to summon Denis, 

“I wish you would go away, Bea; you can be 
horridly disagreeable sometimes. Nobody contra- 
dicts me so much as you do, and you pretend to 
like me.” . 

Here Denis appeared, but followed by Mr. 
Lorrimer, who was not an unfrequent visitor; but 
Val was too ruffled to speak civilly to him. Lor- 
timer—a frank, good-humoured young naval
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lieutenant—had been very kind and helpful to 

the crippled boy, and not inexperienced in his 

variations of temper. He saw at a glance that at 

present it was east-northeast. 

“Jolly day, isn’t it?” was his first remark after 

greetings were exchanged. “I’ve come to ask if 

—you feel up to our Vallombrosa expedition to- 

morrow.” , , 

‘«[’m not,” said Val, sullenly. “I am not well - 

enough to stay on in Florence; so, of course, ’m 

not fit for a ten-mile drive.” 

“Qh, Val! you said only a few minutes ago 

that one of the reasons you wanted to stay on 

here was to go to Vallombrosa,” cried Beatrice. 

“Why, what has put you out of sorts, 

youngster?” asked Lorrimer. “I’m afraid J must 

leave this delightful old place soon. The doctor, 

I am sorry to say, thinks my mother ought to go 

south. before the weather grows cold, which it 

"may do at the next change of the moon; so we 

must be off next week; that’s the reason I want 

~ to make our excursion. You'll be game for a 

start at nine o’clock,—eh, Val, my boy?” 

“No, I won't!” said Val, ‘crossly; “I’m tired 

and done up now, and T’ll go to my room.”
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He struck his bell again and began to roll his 

chair—which was: so constructed that he could 

move it without, assistance—towards the door, 

through which, as Denis opened it, he disappeared. 

“Got out of bed on the wrong side?” said 

Lorrimer, a note of interrogation in his blue eyes. 

“No. He is vexed at having to leave Flo- 

rence.” 

“But you will’come to-morrow?” 

“Oh, yes, and so must Val. I daresay he 

will be very cross with me, but I shall ‘persuade 
» him. 

“How the deuce can he be cross with your 

* . You are a perfect angel to him.” 

  

“You see he is familiar with me, and he has 

been led to think that everyone has been created 

for his use. But he is really warm-hearted and 

generous. He will, I was going to say, grow out 

of all this, but, alas! he will never grow. It is 

the immense compassion we all have for him that 

makes us spoil him. I am sorry Lady Lorrimer 

is not so well.” ; 

“J don’t know that she is worse. It is a 
measure of precaution, our going to Palermo. As 

your testy young relative has gone to sulk, I wish
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you would come down and see my mother. She 

is rather tired and dull this morning; it does her 

good to talk to you.” 

And Beatrice consented. 

As she anticipated, Beatrice succeeded in 

persuading Val, whose bad temper seldom lasted 

long, to join the expedition to Vallombrosa, which 

he thoroughly enjoyed. Their conductor, Mr. 

Lorrimer, was a kindly, good-humoured, attentive 

host to all his guests, but with a slightly per- 

ceptible balance in favour of Beatrice, whom he 

amused by his boyish vivacity and sailor-like 

frankness. 

* Though so extremely different from Lynford, 

“he suggested him by force of contrast. It seemed 

to Beatrice that, as the poignancy of her grief wore 

off, the memory of the interview in which she 

thought he had asked her to be his wife came 

back to her more vividly, with a tinge of tender- 

ness which had never mingled with her thoughts 

of him before. He must have loved her very much 

—he, proud, scornful, indifferent, as he was—to 

ask a simple, insignificant girl of lower rank and, 

worse still, only half educated to marry him,—to 

share his life and his fortunes, broken though |
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they were. She gradually began to wish she 
could have loved him and rewarded him, if 
her love would have been a reward. But it was 
weak and silly to let such thoughts dwell in her 
mind, so she chased them away for the moment; 
but they returned again and again. 

The departure of Lady Lorrimer and her son 
did more to persuade Val of his grandfather's 
reasonableness in wishing to have him settled in 
warmer quarters before the winter was upon them 

- than any arguments of either Beatrice or the faith- 
ful Denis. So another week saw the little party 
settled in pleasant quarters at Bordighera, where 
if the beauties of art were less abundant, those of 
nature were endless. 

Beatrice had gladly availed herself of Mr. Tyr- 
rell’s permission, indeed recommendation, to re- 
tain the services of Mrs. Gilbert, who proved to 
be sensible and companionable, with a useful 
knowledge of Italy and Italians. 

At last the business which had detained them 
in London was finally settled, and Tyrrell bade 
Lord Lynford a cordial good-bye, the former going 
to take formal possession of his new property, the 
latter sailing for Australia,
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A few days later Beatrice received the follow- 

ing letter: 

“My pEAR Beatrice,—I find that you have a. 

right to this title, and have the greatest pleasure 

in giving it to you. For your own sake I am right 

glad to have you for a kinswoman, and, I confess, 

especially for my poor, dear lad, who will not now 

be utterly alone when I am taken from him, but 

have in you a kind and helpful cousin and sister 

to befriend him in the weariness which from time 

to time must be his lot. .As you have a right to 

_ know, I will tell you the story of my search. , 

“In Dublin with some difficulty I found some 

relations of Fenton, the man my eldest sister mar- 

‘ried. He was a solicitor in a small way, and used 

to do a good deal of electioneering business when 

‘such employment was not the cleanest,—we were 

by no means distinguished people, my child. It 

seems my sister had a boy and a girl, and after 

nearly eight years of marriage her husband died, 

leaving her a trifle of money, to which a brother 

of ours, who is‘dead and gone, added some more, 

and my sister for some reason ‘removed to Lon- 

don with her children. © My informant said he be-
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lieved the boy died young, but some years after 

the daughter appeared in Dublin as the wife of a 

young English officer, ‘whose regiment was quar- 

tered there. Her name then was Newton. She 

went to see some of her father’s people, taking 

with her a pretty child, her little daughter Hono- 

ria; she wrote to them after her return to England 

in 18—, when her husband had left the army. I 

even saw the letter, which was addressed from a 

place in Fulham. 

“There I was greatly puzzled, for the house 

had changed hands several times; but at last I 

found an old lady, mother of a grocer long 

established in the neighbourhood, who remem- 

bered Captain and Mrs. Newton,—‘very - genteel 

people,’ only unfortunately the captain was given 

to drink, and they were reduced in circumstances. 

’ He finally succumbed to this habit, and the wife 

did not long survive. They had a pretty daughter, 

who used to help in a school; then’ she went to 

teach the daughter of a widower, who married 

her. The old lady remembered the wedding. I 

went to the church she described, and in the re- 

gister found the entry of your mother’s marriage 

to William Verner. This is, I think, conclusive;
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at any rate, J am satisfied, and I hope you are. 

Having given you this information, I would rather 

not again allude to the subject; it is full of pain 

for me; though some day I'll find courage to tell 

you my whole life. Anyhow you are, after Val, 

my nearest of kin, and you'll grow nearer and 

nearer my heart. I saw Lynford yesterday. He 

sails from Southampton to-day, and charged me 

to bid you and Val a hearty good-bye. He’s a 

fine fellow. I hope to see you before the week is 

out; then we'll settle down for a pleasant winter, 

and gather health and strength to-return home 

“next spring. 
“Home! Faith, it’s many a long year since 

the word had so pleasant a sound to my old 

ears, for home isn’t home when there isn’t a 

woman in it. 

“Your loving greatuncle, 

. “JoHN TYRRELL.” ,
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CHAPTER VIII. 

“AT HOME.” 

  

SprinG of the next year was peculiarly mild 

and genial; and Val, who had improved greatly 

_in health and consequently in temper, begged to 

be indulged by a few weeks’ stay in Florence be- 

fore quitting Italy. Florence was, his favourite 

town; he revelled in its beauty, its galleries, its 

historical associations. The boy’s mind was rapidly 

developing, and the pleasure of study shared by 

his cousin and friend grew more and more de- 

lightful as he increased in knowledge. 

To Beatrice life seemed doubled in pleasure 

and interest. How often. she wished in her heart 

that her dear, motherly sister could know how 

happy she was! how fortune had loaded her 

with good things which she had done so littie to 

deserve. : , 

With her granduncle she was absolutely at 

home and at ease; and one of the old man’s
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greatest pleasures was to lie back in his chair of 

an evening thinking dreamily while she sang his 

favourite airs; for he was a genuine lover of music, 

—simple music. He never tired of Irish melodies 

and one or two real barcarolles which had never 

flourished in opera. . 

Beatrice felt what a difference a few months’ 

steady teaching had made in the strength and 

flexibility of her voice, though she never aimed at 

ornament or operatic airs. 

But Tyrrell began to weary for his new, old 

English home, and Beatrice pointed out to Val 

that it would be selfish to detain him longer on 

the Continent. 

A compromise, therefore, was effected, and the 

end of a beautiful April saw the party in Paris, 

where they rested for a fortnight to show Beatrice 

that lovely city, as she had only passed through 

it on her former journey. 

London next arrested their homeward journey; 

but here Mr. Tyrrell parted from his young people, 

to be their. avant-courier at the Hall and see that 

all things were ready for the arrival of the boy 

and girl for whom he lived. 

The days which..succeeded were amply and
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pleasantly filled, for Val looked up his former 

drawing-master, who, in his turn; recommended a 

teacher of song to Beatrice; and then for the even- 

ings there were new pieces at the theatres, and 

all things made smooth by the magic of money. 

But Beatrice, too, began to long for Lynford. 

She loved the country, yet she greatly enjoyed 

London; but there was a secret charm about the 

old place which drew her heart irresistibly. 

. Since their return to London she found it more 

difficult to keep the memory of Lord Lynford from 

haunting her. It was curious that the farther she 

floated down the stream of time, the more vividly 

his image came back to her. When all was dark, 

when she was poor and lonely, he was ready to 

take her to his heart, to love.and cherish her. It 

was most extraordinary; and even though merely 

an impulse, it was a kind and generous one. She 

wondered what had become of him, as no tidings 

had reached them since they had parted in Lon- 

don, six months before. Should she ever see him 

again? She felt that the meeting would be trying 

and full of pleasurable excitement. 

Tt was a lovely May evening when Beatrice 

and Val drew near Lynbourne and their journey’s
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end. Beatrice thought of the wide difference be- 

tween her first arrival there and the present one, 

—her luxurious home and assured position. 

“Look, Bea!” cried Val; “there’s the bay and 

Lynford woods! It is lovely here,—as lovely, in 

its way, as anything we have seen abroad. The 

country on the Continent is always a bit melan- 

choly, I’ fancy; but there’s a look of comfort and 

cultivation and security about English country that 

makes one hopeful and contented. I’m glad to 

come back. Are you?” 

“Oh, yes, Val! and I think gran’ will be so 

happy and busy here. We must never keep him 

so long away again. He wants real work,—-idle- 

ness is misery to him; and he has so many 

schemes for the people on the estate. He seems 

to love the place already. It was a happy day 

for the tenantry when he bought Lynford.” 

“Well, the chaps before him had no money; 

it is.very hard to do good without-money. If 

Lord Lynford had plenty he would have been 

generous enough. He is a very fine fellow, f 

think; and what a figure!” ‘added.the poor boy, 

with a sigh. . a
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“But.he is not at all handsome,” observed 

Beatrice. 

“He is a good deal better-looking than many 

a handsome man, and you are rather ungrateful, 

Bea, to talk like that. I always fancied he thought 

you very nice; he used to look—-— Halloo, Bea! 

there are the sands; there is the place where you 

saved poor old Chang! That was a good day for 

us both, wasn’t it?” 

Here the train dashed into a tunnel, sea and 

sands being lost to sight for a minute or two, 

when they emerged in the station. Here they 

_ found “gran’” awaiting them with a very smart 

omnibus and pair of dark roans, with coachman 

and footman of the most approved pattern. 

Never had Beatrice seen the old man look so 

well. There was a serene light in his eyes; a 

soft, satisfied expression in the lines of his face. 

With what warmth he welcomed. his “children,” 

as he considered both! 

Bea’s quick observation perceived the defer- 

ence with which porters, station-master, and even 

one or two gentlemen of countrified aspect saluted 

the squire of Lynford Hall, and she rejoiced that 
A Fight with Fate. I, TI
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her dear, large-hearted uncle should be treated 

as he deserved. What wonderful changes the last 

nine months had brought about! How tame and 

colourless invention was to real life! 

The luggage was soon on the roof of the 

vehicle, and they were driving at a good pace 

towards their beautiful new home. 

“Val looks pounds better,” said his grand- 

father, looking affectionately at him. “He is a 

different creature from the pale, sickly lad I took 

away last autumn. We have everything in apple- 

pie order. Jt was a capital idea, keeping Mrs. 

Dobbs and the butler; they give me a lesson in 

high life every day of the week. Faith, they 

were a trifle too grand for me at first, but I’m get- 

ting used to it; one gets used to everything. 

Mrs. Dobbs will be of great use to you, Bea, my 

darlin’; she'll show you your way about the fine 

old house.” . 

“«] shall be very thankful for her guidance, 

gran’. Yes, it zs wonderful how soon we get used 

to things, especially ‘pleasant things. I have grown 

quite accustomed to a carriage instead of a three- 

penny ’bus, though.probably a change the other 

way would not be so’ readily adopted.”
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. “Has nobody heard anything of Lord Lyn- 
ford?” asked Val. 

“Not that I know of. I fancy our neighbours 
intend being very neighbourly. The Dacre Court 
and Bloxham Park ladies have called already, and 
a lot of the men round about. They want me to 
join the county hunt; of course, the season is 
over, but I'll be glad to subscribe, and maybe I 
might even follow the hounds a bit. I can tell 
you few men have ridden harder than I have in 
the old days,—ay, up to the time I set my face 
homewards,—for all you may think me an old fogy, 
Miss Beatrice.” . 

“I only think you the dearest gran’ that ever 
lived,” said Beatrice, with a sunny smile, as she 
took his brown, sinewy hand and pressed it against 
her soft cheek. 

“Oh, gran’,” exclaimed Val, “I want you to 
ask Mr. Allen down here. Later on, you know. 
He wants to paint Beatrice and sketch. He did . 
not tell me so, but I know he does. I don’t think 
he sold his picture that is in the Academy. Then 
I could study with him. I said I should make 
you write; you will, won’t you?” 

11*



164 * A FIGHT WITH FATE. 

“Aha! I see I shall not be able to call my 

house my own,” said Tyrrell, in high good-humour. 

“But let him come, my boy. These young painters 

have a rugged climb up-hill, and I’m glad to give 

one of them a leg up if I can.” 

‘This cheerful talk shortened the way, and they 

soon passed the lodge gates. Beatrice did not 

speak again till they drew up at the entrance of 

the Hall. Her heart was full of memories. How 

vividly she recalled her first visit! The well-bred 

hospitality of the noble owner, the dry little lawyer, 

the sort of revelation the house, its contents, and 

its surroundings were to her of a life so far above 

out of her reach, and of which she could have 

‘formed no conception had not accident been the 

“open sesame” for her into a new world. 

Quite a train of servants were in the hall to 

receive them. Beatrice recognised the solid, com- 

mon-sense face of Mrs. Dobbs, and, with a pleasant 

smile, shook hands with her, saying, “I am so 

glad to find you here!” 

Old Tyrrell watched the little scene with satis- ° 

faction, one of his own! best means of success 

having been tact in the , management of his em- 

ployés. . - 
EO
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How lovely: and fresh the old house looked 
with bowls and vases of flowers everywhere, the 
wide-open windows admitting the light breeze, 
laden with the breath of field and wood and 
garden! 

Again Beatrice sat down to dinner in the 
small dining- or breakfast-room, and almost ex- 
pected to see Lynford take his place at the head ° 
of the table. 

Some similar association of ideas seemed to 
have been working in the master’s mind, for as 
soon as his glass was filled with champagne he 
raised it, saying, “Lord Lynford’s very good 
health, and I wish he was with us to-day.” 

“So do I,” cried Val, heartily. “I suppose he 
will come back some time.” 

“I hope so,” returned Mr, Tyrrell, emphatically, 
and then lapsed into silence. 

It was a happy, tranquil evening. Val went — 
all over the house and declared himself not a bit 
tired; and Beatrice took her own attendant, Mrs. 
Gilbert, to see her pretty bed- and dressing-rooms, 
where every convenience for study and writing 
were set forth. 

# + ¥ ¥ ¥
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The sale of Lynford Hall, and the arrival of 

the Australian millionaire to take possession, 

created much interest and excitement in the 

county society. Lord Lynford, who in the early 

days of his succession had been immensely po- 

pular, had lost ground of late years. 

His errors were many. He threatened to be’ 

a confirmed bachelor; he was a constant ab- 

sentee; he did not spend enough money in the 

county. There were doubtful reports of his doings 

and associates in London, and he turned a cold 

shoulder to the advances of the Heran Hill people, 

whose only child, a daughter, was sure of a very 

fine fortune in “silver, gold, and lands.” In fact, - 

no one was surprised that he was driven to sell 

his family estates to an Australian “digger.” “One 

of the lowest of the low, my dear,” as one 

__ dowager whispered to another in the interval of 

seclusion, while the gentlemen lingered over their 

~claret in the: dining-room. “The yellow clay still 

clinging to his boots. Just fancy such a man 

lording it over the home of the Lynford Claver- 

~ ings! They were always such an overbearing set. 

Nothing has really gone right with them since that 

wicked old baron died without a legitimate heir;
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forty or fifty years ago, and the great Lynford 

lawsuit set the county by the ears.” 

“It is very sad to see how a young man will 

throw away ‘all his chances here and hereafter as 

poor Lord Lynford has,” purred the other, who 

was of the comfortable pussy-cat order. 

Then came the reports of those adventurous 

spirits who led the van of the men callers at the 

. Hall. 
The verdict on the whole was favourable. 

“At all events there’s nothing of the tradesman 

about him. Open-handed enough, and knows a 

good horse when he sees one.” 

In spite of this favourable beginning the spring 

and early summer were peculiarly tranquil and 

idyllic. Everyone in Woodshire who respected 

himself or herself went up to town for a portion, 

more or less, of the season, and after to Trouville 

or Scarborough or some German bath, so that the 

country-houses were generally deserted till near 

the shooting season. ; 

This was, nevertheless, a very enjoyable time 

to Val and Beatrice, especially the latter, who 

roamed about the rocks and woods of the pic- 

turesque old. place and made herself perfectly
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familiar with all the nooks, the paths, the recesses 

of hill-side and moorland. 
Then her granduncle gave her a pretty low 

phaeton and pair of small but spirited ponies; 

learning to drive them was a delightful diversion, 

and later the joy of acting charioteer to Val. 

Then ,came the artist Allen’s visit. While gran’, 

anxious to be impartial to both his favourites, 

found a very clever musician in the organist of 

the old parish church, who was engaged to inspect 

Bea’s vocal practice. So the days sped by with 

such harmonious tranquillity that Beatrice was 

almost frightened by the extraordinary ease and - 

prosperity of her life. The only cat’s-paw that 

ever ruffled its smooth surface was an occasional 

burst of irritability and unreasonableness on Val’s 

part, but these were less frequent than formerly. 

Bea was really fond of the boy and profoundly 

compassionate towards him, but she did not let 

him enslave her, and therefore acquired some 

ascendancy over him. Nevertheless she often 

liked to steal away for a ramble all alone, when 

her feet were apt to take her away to the old 

tower that looked out over the sea. 

How vividly. every ‘incident of the day on
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which she first visited the Hall came back to her 

mind as she descended the path leading to the 
moat, and recalled her first /é/e-d-/é/e conversation 
with Lynford! 

That he should be at the trouble of making 
himself so agreeable had surprised her in a passing 
fashion; then she remembered her growing wonder 
at the charm which pervaded his manner, at the 
almost tender care with which he had assisted her 
down the steep path to the little harbour below. 
Is it possible that even then something of a lover's 
regard for her was forming itself in his heart? 
She would not feel so much fear of him as she 
used were they to meet now. In short, though 
her life was as happy as a girl’s could be, Lord 
Lynford’s presence would be an enormous addition 
to her happiness. 

Of course since the sad time when he asked 

her to be his wife she had seen a great deal, and 
mixed more in society, and men’s society espe- 
cially, than in all her life before, and she there- 
fore found less that was alarming in his style and 
manner; still, she -felt that as a lover he would be 
formidable, even while the memory of the sudden 
close embrace in which he had held her for a
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moment thrilled her with a strange, sweet sense 

of her own attraction, of the curious power which 

her fear of Lynford gave him over her. Where 

was he wandering now while strangers were enjoy- 

ing his beautiful old home? Should she never see 

him again? Would he be a homeless wanderer 

always? She had sat long on the little pier, lulled 

by the lap of the wavelets, half thinking, half 

dreaming, when she was startled by the joyous 

bark of a fine tan collie, one of Val’s numerous 

pets, who had apparently come in search of her, 

and had now to be rebuked for his rather over- 

powering caresses. 

She rose and looked at her watch. “Nearly 

four o'clock!” she exclaimed. “I did not think I 

had lingered here so long. Come, Tyke; we must 

go back; gran’ and Val will be home by this time.” 

Beatrice roused herself from her dreams, - 

ashamed of her indulgence in them, and resolving 

for the fiftieth time to banish these useless idle 

fancies. 
Mr. Tyrrell and Val had driven to the country 

town on some errand connected with the home 

farm, and had returned a little fatigued by the 

heat’s glare, and‘ longing for a cup of tea. -
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They had scarcely settled themselves in the 
welcome shelter of the library when the butler 
announced with much solemnity that Mrs. Dacre, 
a gentleman, and another lady were in the drawing- 
room. 

“Hey!” exclaimed Tyrrell, “a lady’s visit is a 
serious matter! Where is Miss Verner? This call 
is for her.” 

“Miss Verner is out, sir,—out in the grounds, 

Shall I send and look for her?” 
“By all means!” The old man rose to go 

and receive his guests. 
“Do not bring them here, gran’,” said Val. . 

“Ym tired, and I hate fine ladies.” 

Meantime, Beatrice was a little surprised to 
see an open carriage standing at the door, as 
their visitors had been few and far between, and - 
‘guessing that the visit must be for herself, she 
laid aside her hat in the hall and went straight to 
the drawing-room. . 

A lady whom she remembered having seen 
with Mrs. Garston just before they parted sat on 
the sofa facing the door, a gentleman stood. on 
the hearth-rug,—a gentleman whom she at once 
recognised as Lorrimer,—and .a tall lady was
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standing in one of the windows beside Mr. Tyrrell, 

who was pointing out a vista he had had cleared, 

which gave a pretty peep of the ‘bay and the 

irregular picturesque little town of Lynbourne as 

it lay basking in the afternoon sun. 

As Beatrice, informed by the butler, addressed 

herself with quiet self-possession to the lady on 

the sofa with a polite “Mrs. Dacre, I believe,” 

holding out her hand at the same time, the tall 

figure in the window turned, and she saw it was 

Mrs. Garston. 

“I only returned last week,” said Mrs. Dacre, 

“and have not had a moment to myself since; 

but I have wanted so much to have the pleasure 

of making your acquaintance.” 

‘Mrs. Dacre had charming, gracious manners, 

and would caress you one day and cut you the 

next with equal facility. 

“You are very good. Iam so glad I was at 

home! Ah, Mrs. Garston, I had no idea you were 

in Woodshire,” and she crossed over to shake 

hands with her ex-mistress, as she considered her, 

pleasantly, but not warmly. 

Mrs, Garston contemplated her dismissed
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secretary with undisguised astonishment; she was 

keenly alive to the great though subtle change 

which had come to her. Her dress bore the 

cachet of an artistic modiste, the material, black, 

silky, gauzy stuff, was, her experienced eye told 

her, costly, as were her jet ornaments. The fresh- 

ness of her whole toilette, the skill with which her 

beautiful hair was dressed, bespoke the care of a 

deft lady’s maid. She looked somehow taller, 

more set up, and though. admitting her good 

" points’ grudgingly, she owed to herself that the 

natural easy, composed air, the graceful carriage 

of the once half-despised secretary, looked well 

suited to the beautiful room in which she received 

her visitors. 

“Well, Miss Verner,” she exclaimed, “this ts a 

. transformation scene! You can hardly know your- 

self! Why, it is little more than a year since you 

and I first visited this delightful old place, when 

you thought yourself highly privileged to be allowed 

even to look at it, and now, behold, you rule here 

as mistress!” 

Beatrice smiled and coloured. “Yes, it is a 

strange metamorphose; but I do not claim to be 

_ mistress of the house, Mrs. Garston. I only enjoy,
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and it is more than I ever expected, the delightful 

home my uncle gives me under his roof.” 

“I don’t know what you claim, my jewel,” said 

Tyrrell, quietly. “I only know I consider you 

mistress of my house.” 

“I am afraid you hardly remember me, Miss 

Verner,” said the gentleman, who until now had 

kept rather in the background. He was rather 

below middle height, broadly and strongly built, 

with a wide brow, an honest, simple face and 

light-blue, laughing eyes. 

“I do, indeed, remember you, Mr. Lorrimer,” 

said Beatrice, with a ready smile of welcome; “it 

is not so long since we parted. I had no idea 

you were in this part of the country.” 

“I only came the day before yesterday; my 

cousin, Mrs. Dacre, has been good enough to take 

me in. We have had a bad time of it at home, 

as I daresay you have heard——” 

“I didn’t know you had met,” said Mrs. 

Dacre; “you only mentioned Mr. Tyrrell.” 

“The greater contains the lesser,” said Mrs. 
Garston, not too pleasantly. 

Here tea was brought in, and Beatrice went 

to “pour out.” Lorrimer followed her. “And
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where is my playfellow, Val? Not absent, I hope?” 
asked Lorrimer. 

“No; he has had a long drive this afternoon 

and is resting. But I am sure he would like to 

see you. I will go and ask him.” 

“Your grandson, I presume?” said Mrs. Dacre 

to her host. 

“Yes; they were together a good deal in Italy 

last winter,” he returned, as Beatrice left the 

room. 

“I hope he is stronger?” said Lorrimer. 

“He is, I am thankful to say. I begin to 

hope he may stand the winter here.” 

“We have always considered Lynford very 

mild, . You know poor Mr. Protheroe, your rector, 

says it is the only spot in England where fe can 
winter,” observed Mrs. Dacre. 

Here Beatrice returned. 

“Val will be delighted to see you,” she said. 

“T will take you to him.” 

Lorrimer immediately rose. 

“And me?” asked Mrs. Garston. “We used 

to be great friends. May I not come, too?” 

“I am sorry to say no,” replied Beatrice, a 

faint, wild rose colour mounting in her cheek;
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“but we are obliged to guard against excitement, 

even pleasurable excitement.” 

“Oh, very well. I did not suppose I was 

such a disturbing element,” said Mrs. Garston, 

with irrepressible ill humour. 

Beatrice did not reply, and Lorrimer followed 

her out of the room. 

“Part of my errand to-day, my dear Mr. 

Tyrrell,” began Mrs. Dacre, as soon as the door 

was closed, “besides the pleasure of making Miss 

Verner’s acquaintance, was to secure your and 

her company for Wednesday, the sixteenth,—to- 

morrow week. It is the last day of the Lynchester 

Cattle Show, and we generally have the leading 

members of the Agricultural Society to dine with 

us.” e
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CHAPTER Ix. 

-THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER, 

Mr. Pounceny sat at his knee-hole table in 
his private room writing busily one warm but dull 
day at the end of August. He was trying to 
wind up certain matters which needed his master’s 
hand before leaving town for his long holiday and 
was in rather a touchy mood. 

“Well, what do you want?” he exclaimed, 
sharply, as a clerk put in his head. 

“Can you see Lord Lynford, sir? He is 
down-stairs.” 

“Yes, of course; show him up,” returned the 
little lawyer, briskly, his countenance brightening 
as he rose from his seat and advanced towards 
the door. 

“Ha! my dear Lord Lynford, this is indeed a 
pleasant surprise. I did not expect to see > you 
for a couple of months yet.” - 

“Nor did I,” returned Lynford, smiling, and 
A Fight with Fate. I. 12 :
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shaking hands cordially with him. “I had hardly 

sent off my last letter, however, when I was seized 

with an extraordinary desire to return,—a most 

unreasonable whim,—for I had nearly settled to 

run down the coast from St. Francisco to Val- 

paraiso, and cross the mountains somehow or 

other to the salt marshes and pampas at the 

other side and ride to Montevideo. However, I 

yielded to the impulse, and here I am.” 

“J am heartily glad you did; I was growing 

uneasy lest you should become a confirmed 

wanderer, which is a useless, worthless sort of 

life. There are plenty of chances here, if you 

would look for them. Why, you haven’t an ounce 

of superfluous flesh, and you’re as brown as a 

berry! You are looking older, too,—excuse me.” 

«Don’t be too complimentary,” said Lynford, 

laughing. “I cannot say you look particularly 

brown; you have the regular London pasty tint. 

You want fresh air, Pounceby.” 

“No doubt; I hope to be off on Monday. We 

have taken a little shooting-lodge on the edge of 

a Yorkshire moor; you must do us the honour of 

spending a few days under our roof.” 

“] shall be delighted. >: Now tell me the news, 
toe



THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER. 179 

I only landed yesterday afternoon, at Liverpool, 
and did. not reach town till eight o’clock; so I 
have not seen anyone. How is old Tyrrell going 
on?” 

“First-rate! He has taken ten per cent. off 
most of the rents, is building a lot of capital 
cottages, has added a wing to the old school- 
house, and thoroughly repaired it; then he is 
running a line of rails from the big quarry and 
improving the old pier at—what’s the name of 
that little port? oh, Portcross! Quite good-sized 
coasting higher craft put in there for stones now, 
to build a seawall up for the London and Lyn- 
chester Railway. He is a wonderfully energetic 
fellow. I fancy there’s a change already all about 
Lynford,—more work, better wages.” 

“Ah! there’s some sense in spending money 
after that fashion,” said Lynford, thoughtfully, 
“It’s a great misfortune to a ‘tenantry when the 
landlord is impecunious. My people have changed 
for the better. Have you been at Lynford since 
Tyrrell took possession?” 

“No. Mr. Tyrrell was good enough to ask 
me down, but, in truth, I did not care to see an- 
other in your place,” 

, 12*
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“J should not imagine you guilty of such 

sentimentality,” returned Lynford, smiling; “I have 

no such feeling myself. If Tyrrell invites me I 

shall accept.” co, 

“J met Dacre, of Dacre Court, at the end of 

the session, and he told me the county had taken 

very kindly to the new master of Lynford Hall. 

He is a first-rate horseman, it seems, and a good 

shot. That sort of thing goes down with the 

squires. Then, well-lined pockets are a great re- 

commendation. By the way, your handsome friend, 

Mrs. Garston, has been cutting a great dash this 

season. She took a fine house in South Ken- 

sington, furnished’ it in grand style, was presented 

at the second drawing-room by that knowing old 

peeress, the Marchioness of B——, and the society 

papers were full of her entertainments, her beauty, 

her dress, her rumoured marriage with this or 

that penniless peer. Dacre told me she was to 

be one of their house-party this month for the 

Woodshire Agricultural Show.” 

“She must be very happy,” said Lynford, 

absently. 

«J hear: there’s a romantic story about that 

nice girl, Miss—Miss—I forget - her name,—who
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lived with Mrs, Garston; you remember,” con- 
tinued Pounceby. “Mr. Tyrrell found out she is 
his niece or granddaughter, or some such thing, 
and he has adopted her, They say he will give 
her a handsome fortune; so all the young Wood- 
shire squires are on the scent, as you can fancy.” 

“The world seems to have gone on apace —~ 
since I went out into the wilderness. Thanks for 
all this gossip; now for business,” and Lord Lynford 
proceeded to go exhaustively into his affairs, giving 
a semi-serious account of his new life and eco- 
nomical lines, and enquiring into the condition of 
sundry small investments which he had made be- 
fore leaving England, chiefly on Pounceby’s re- 
commendation. The report was satisfactory, and, 
on his part, Pounceby was truly glad to observe 
the change in his favourite client’s views and ways. 

“If only he could find a wealthy wife who 
would secure his fortune and give him the chance 
of distinguishing himself in politics! He has brains 
enough for anything,” was his flattering mental 
verdict on the dispossessed nobleman. 

After a long and confidential talk and a 
promise to dine with him that evening at his 
club, Pounceby let Lynford go and went to work
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more diligently than before to make up for lost 

time. 
Lynford sallied forth and made his: way to 

Regent Street. He was surprised to find how 

pleased he was to be in “famous London town” 

once more; to hear his own language about him. 

Yet the streets were dusty, dreary, empty, and he 

thought he would be glad to have a day in the 

Lynford woods with dog and gun; to feel the soft 

sea-air play on his brow, and to look once more 

into Beatrice Verner’s eyes. 

It was strange that he could not put her out 

of his mind,—not for long. At times, when in- 

terested by new and strange places or excited by 

: sport, she ceased to flit across his mental vision; 

but directly he was alone or thoughtful or asleep, 

she stood before him,—distinct, impressive, with 

her pathetic look, her soft, pale face, as he had 

last seen her, or with the changing colour, the 

distressed expression she wore when she rejected 

him; and an intense longing to see her again, to 

win her, to see the tenderness of love—real, pas- 

sionate love—creep into those sweet, truthful eyes 

of hers, would thrill his heart. But this was all 

folly; he would never attempt such a conquest.
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The knowledge of his own unworthiness, of what 
his intention really was, would make a coward 
of him, and then he would be sure to fail; besides, 
he was a poor man. . 

“If you please, sir, Mrs. Garston wishes to 
speak to you,” and a touch on his shoulder roused 
him from his thoughts. Looking up, he saw a 
very first-class footman. 

“Mrs. Garston! Where?” 
The man pointed to an elegant victoria, drawn 

up at the door of a famous modzste, in which sat 
a richly-dressed lady, whom Lynford recognised. 

“Why, where have you come from?” she cried, 
stretching out her hand to him. “We fancied you 
hunting grislies, or diving for coral in the south 
seas. And what have you been doing to yourself? 
You must have caught the complexion of the 
North American Indians, if such a thing is catch- 
ing; and you are ever so much thinner.” 

“Yes, I am in splendid condition. And you, 
my dear Mrs. Garston, you are more dazzling than 
ever, What an immense success you have had! 
Wild rumours of the utter subjugation of a whole 
court, the fascination of numberless victims, reached 
me at the ends of the earth.”
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““Ah, farceur!” cried Mrs. Garston, shaking 

her head, “how false you are! If there is a grain 

of sincerity left in you, come back to my little 

home and have a cup of tea. Then we can have 

a nice long chat. I have heaps of Woodshire 

news, and I want to hear yours.” 

Though Lynford’s first feeling on recognising 

the handsome widow was decided annoyance, 

some impulse induced him to accept her invitation. 

. Be took his place beside her, and drove away to 

her dainty abode in South Kensington. 

Waverly Crescent, where she had chosen her 

house, was more pretty than grand, witha large 

garden occupying the space in front, to which two 

or three large old trees gave a sylvan aspect. The 

mansion was not on a large scale, but charmingly 

decorated and luxurious. , 

“You see my little place at a disadvantage,” 

said Mrs. Garston, as they crossed the hall to a 

morning room at the back, where stained-glass 

windows shut out any ugliness which: may have 

existed in the rear. “But I am only here for a 

few days en route for Trouville, where Lady B—— 

and I are going to keep house together. What 

y
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an uncomfortable fatiguing day it is!” she con- 

tinued, throwing herself into an easy-chair, “and 

how detestable London is when ‘out of town’!” 

“You have a charming house,” said Lynford, 

taking his stand in masculine fashion on the hearth- 

rug, although the grate was empty. “Just the sort 

of home I could imagine your organising, full of 

beauty and replete, as auctioneers would say, with 

every comfort.” 

Mrs. Garston laughed. “At least,” she said, 

“J can offer you a really good cup of tea, if you 

care for such a simple beverage.” 

“Simple? I should call it complicated. Yes, I 

have learned to like tea extremely. I drank a 

good deal of it in Australia, also in Japan, and 

elsewhere.” 

“Now tell me what you have been doing in 

all these long months.” 

“Oh, there has been a certain monotony in 

the variety. I have been chiefly sailing, riding, 

repenting, and economising.” 

“What a list!” cried Mrs. Garston, “And 

which was the most disagreeable, my poor pil- 

grim?” 

“Repenting,” was the immediate answer.
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“Well, I should imagine ‘economising’ by far 

the worst.” 

“By no means. I am surprised to find how 

much one can do perfectly well without. But the 

humiliation of repentance, of perceiving what an 

infernal ass one has been 7s uncommonly disagree- 

able.” 

“Still, though you have a more ascetic air 

than formerly, you really look better,—brighter, I 

mean.” 

“Possibly. You see I am delightfully free from 

debts, duties, and £ s. d.” 

“The two first may be a good riddance, but 

the last is always a loss.” 

“Certainly one needs about twopence half 

penny in one’s pocket to make a jingle with the 

latch-key; beyond that is superfluity.” 

“The last sentiment I should expect from a 

grand seigneur like: yourself.” 

“An exceedingly small seigneur at present. 

Come, Mrs. Garston, I have told you my news, 

now let me have yours.” 

Mrs. Garston, sighed and cast down her eyes. 

“If I said I have been trying to make bricks with- 

out straw you would laugh at me. Yet there has



THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER, 187 

been a good deal of that sort of work in my life 

since we parted. Society has been very nice and 

friendly, and you know what a high value I put 

on success in London. Well, I have succeeded, 

I may say so, and Lfind it is not worth the candle 

one consumes to attract it. The women have 

‘copied my dresses and damned my character to 

the best of their ability, and several out at elbows 

Peers have done me the honour of trying to patch 

_ up their fortunes with mine.” 

“T would not have anything to do with any of 

them,” said Lynford, in a severe tone of sensible 

friendliness. “You are ever so much better off 

by yourself.” 

“That I believe. But I am only human, after 

all; and loneliness is—well, very lonely. Don’t 

suppose I am avaricious. I refused these noble- 

men with frayed elbows because they did not 

attract me. I could sacrifice much to secure the 

companionship of a man I loved, Lynford,” she - 

concluded, in lower tones and with a melting glance. 

“T am quite sure you could,” he returned, 

with a kind of cordiality which was rather mad- 

dening. “I am sure there is no coldness in your 

heart—or in your blood.”
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Mrs. Garston gave him a quick glance, flush- 
ing deeply as she did so. _ 

“I have just come up from Woodshire,” she 
resumed. “I have been staying at Dacre Court, 
where they have had some solid diversion in the 
shape of a cattle show. I went over with Mrs. 
Dacre to call on—who do you think? Little Miss 
Verner! It made me sick to see those bush- 
ranging people squatting in that beautiful old Hall, 
and my ex-employee doing mistress of the house, 
—not badly, I assure you. Heavens, what a 
metamorphose artistic milliners and dressmakers 
can create! You remember she was a common- 
place, insignificant-looking chit of a girl? Well, 
I assure you she looked quite distingué, even 
pretty.” : 

“I can quite believe it, Mrs. Garston. ou 
may remember I never thought her commonplace 
or plain,” returned Lynford, quickly. 

Something in his voice and manner startled 
his hearer, and seemed to reveal the reason of 
sundry brief passages in the past which had 
puzzled her for a moment at the time of their 
occurrence, 

Could Lynford be so blind, so besotted as to 
.
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have been caught by the sort of originality the 

girl certainly had,—a man accustomed to beauty 
and fascination and temptation as he had been? ~ 

A kind of moral earthquake seemed to tear 

fissures in her soul and shake her composure to 

its: foundations. Hitherto her one consolation was 

that, if Lynford had grown indifferent to herself, 
he evidently cared for no other woman. No; it 

was impossible; but the impossibility did not 
_ allay the sudden concentration of hatred which 

hardened her heart against’ the detested com- 
panion. 

With a strong effort she recovered self-posses- 

sion, though there was change in her voice. 

“Of course, you have heard the romantic story 

of old Tyrrell discovering a long-lost grandniece 

or grandchild in the charming young orphan?” 
“Yes; Mr. Tyrrell wrote me an account of his 

search for proofs and its success in the only letter 

I had from him during my travels.” 

“And you believe it?” 

“Why should I not? Everything is possible. 

in the history of a man who has broken with his 

people for fifty years and more.” 

“No doubt,” said Mrs. Garston, with a sweet
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smile; “also it would be an admirable screen for 

some other relations, which we know are not im- 

possible.” 

A dead silence followed this vile speech. Lyn- 
ford’s eyes lit up with the pale light which al- 

ways had a deadly look, and he laughed a laugh 

not pleasant to hear. “Which we know!” he re- 

peated. “Pray do not honour me by so high a 

classification. It is hard-to say what is impossible, 
and probably what seems so, chiefly depends on 
the gauge our own nature supplies; to me the 
delicate suggestion of your speech 7s an _impos- 

sibility.” 

.“Dear me, I am quite ashamed of myself. 

How wicked I must be!” cried Mrs. Garston, play- 

fully hiding her face with outstretched fingers. 

“However, there may be a happy solution to all 

doubts and suggestions. Young Lorrimer, Sir Ed- 

ward Lorrimer’s eldest son, who was one of the 

Dacre Court party, seems a good deal smitten, and 

I believe there were some love-making episodes 

in Italy last winter, when Lorrimer was there with 

his mother; and when we called, the gallant sailor 
—Lorrimer is in the navy—was taken off to inter- 

view that disagreeable, peevish cripple, while we
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were left to make conversation with the affec- 

tionate grandfather. A few days after the Hall 

people dined at the Court, and Lorrimer was most 

attentive, while our charming tngenue treated him 
with the same sweet, sisterly frankness you ad- 
mired so much.” 

“Yes; her manners are remarkably good,” re- 

plied Lynford, with a provoking air of calm cén- 

viction. “Young Lorrimer will be in luck to get 

so nice a wife.” ; 

“Especially as the dear granduncle will come 

down handsomely to clench so happy an arrange- 

. ment of all irregularities.” 

“Pm sure he will, whatever the reason,” said 

Lynford, rising. “And, now that we have poured 

our mutual confidences into each other’s sym- 

pathising bosoms,-I must go. I have already en- 

trenched on an engagement of some importance.” 

“But, Lynford,” rather eagerly, “will you not 

dine with me to-day or to-morrow?” 

“A thousand thanks! I shall not be long in 

_ town, and every day is engaged,” he returned. 

“Indeed! That is remarkable, considering 

what .a desert town is,” said Mrs. Garston, 

sharply,
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“You see I am very popular,” replied Lyn- 

ford, taking up his hat. “Good-bye, Mrs. Garston. 

We are not likely to meet for a long time, as I 

shall be in some savage land by the time you re- 

turn from Trouville.” 

“It is good-bye really, then?” 

“Yes, really.” A slight hand-pressure, and he 

was gone. 

“What a spiteful devil!” mused Lynford, as 

he walked towards the Brompton Road reflectively, 

and he tried to picture to himself the new life 

into which Beatrice had passed. What more pro- 

bable than her marriage with a young fellow fresh 

and unspoiled like herself, who could give the 

best of his heart, the best of himself, as an equi- 

valent for what she could bestow on him? “Your 
world-seared knowing ones may sneer at such 

sentimental fancies, but there’s truth in them,—a 

deuced deal more truth than in the philosophy of 

artificial life. I trust in God this young Lorrimer 

is a good fellow. If she marries him, how heartily 

and tenderly she will love-him! Well, I don’t 

deserve such affection, but’ 1 would have ap- 

preciated it as few could,—ay, and clung to her 

through life, ceremony or no ceremony. I'd like
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to see Beatrice once more. It would be a bitter- 
sweet—to say nothing of the temptation to throttle 
the young lover—if I noticed any marks of liking 
on her side. Whatever my failings, I have al- 

, ways been open and above board; now accident 
has betrayed me into profound hypocrisy. In the 
eyes of Beatrice I am a fine, generous, chivalrous 
fellow, ready to break down the artificial barriers 
of caste; whereas 7 know I am a bit of a sneak, 
-ready to hedge my book on the race of life by - 
throwing the risk on her and securing the odds 
for myself. Well, I am no worse than other men. 

. But why might I not be a trifle better? Anyhow, 
I feel ashamed to look Beatrice in the eyes again, 
Sweet eyes! I long to see them once more. 
Happy the man who may be able to read ‘I love 

you’ in them.” 
* ¥ "* * ¥ * 

Pounceby enjoyed his dinner that evening ex- 

tremely. When Lynford chose to take the trouble 
he could be a delightful companion, and he was 
fond of the dry little lawyer. The good things 

provided were also very good, and Pounceby be- 

fore long took a halcyon view of life and the —— 
future. . 

A Fight with Fate. 11, 13
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When at. last he remembered to look at his 

watch, he exclaimed at the flight of time, and said 

he could not reach his suburban home before mid- 

night. 

As they passed a table where a gentleman, 

who had come in very late, and still sat playing 

with the dessert, he rose and said, “Lord Lynford, 

I believe.” 

“Ah! Admiral Vigors!” he returned. “Very 

glad to see you! Did not know you were ashore.” 

"J only hauled down my flag a week ago, and 

am going up to Scotland to-morrow.” 

“I shall come back directly, when I have seen 

my friend off,” said Lynford, and passed on. 

Having made an appointment for the next day 

with Pounceby he returned to his acquaintance, 

when they had a pleasant talk over their re- 

miniscence of former meetings when the admiral 

was in command of the North American station. 

Before parting, after they had risen from table, 

Lynford asked, “Do you know anything of a young 

fellow called Lorrimer of your service.” | 

“Lorrimer,” repeated the admiral, trying to 

recall the name, “Oh!—ah, yes. He was second
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lieutenant on board the ‘Cynthia’ A very pro- 
mising young officer and a nice boy. Sorry 
to say he is heir to a baronetcy and a large 
fortune. So he is sure to chuck the service as 
soon as the romance of the thing wears off, unless 
indeed there’s a chance of fighting.” 

“Then this Lorrimer bears a good character?” 
“First-rate! I don’t fancy he is a saint, but 

he is a-thorough gentleman; comes of a good 
‘stock too.” 

“Well, good-night. I suppose you are not 
making any stay in England? You are an in- 
veterate wanderer.” 

“Just at present I am quite without plans. 
Hope to meet you soon again, Good-night.” 

Lynford’s last waking thought was, “It is 
evident that Lorrimer is the right sort.” 

As he said, Lynford was quite without a plan, 
and though he had various invitations, for he was 
a keen sportsman and a favourite with men, none 
of these tempted him, and he was exceedingly 
sick of the empty, dusty, shabby metropolis. His 
indecision, however, was brought to an end a 
couple of days later by the following letter: 

13*
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“Dear Lorp Lynrorp,—I have just heard of 

your return, and send you a word of welcome. 

Alls well with us,- only my poor boy does not 

gather much strength. 

“T should like to see you again, especially as 

I have a communication to make about which I 

have long hesitated. I wonder if it would give 

you pain or pleasure to stay with us in your old 

home? There is no question as to the pleasure 

a visit from you would give us, still, I shall be 

quite ready to run up to town and see you if you 

prefer it, so settle the question as you like. I 

had a shooting party here last week,—a new ex- 

perience for me,—and devilish bad shots some 

of the men are. They are all gone now, and I 

find the fatigue and excitement of the whole affair 

was too much for Val, so you will only find our 

quiet selves, if that is not too dull a lookout. 

Val is highly delighted at the notion of seeing 

you. He and my dear niece desire many mes- 

sages which I forget. Send me your ultimatum 

soon. oe my 
“Yours sincerely, 

at “Joun TYRRELL.”



THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER. 197 

To which a reply by return said,— 

“Many thanks for your kind invitation, which 
I accept with unmixed pleasure. I will be with 
you on Thursday, by the six-fifteen train. 

“Best salaam to Miss Verner and your grandson. 
“Always yours truly, 

“LYNFORD.”
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=~ 

CHAPTER X, 

“AS A STRANGER IN THE LAND.” 

Ir seemed strange enough to be going as.a 

guest to what had been his own house; but, as he 

had said more ,than once, Lynford had no early, 

boyish associations with the Hall,—no real home 

memories,—and he saw rather the comic than the 

sentimental side of the position, - 

His host met him on his arrival and drove 

him up to the Hall in a dog-cart, keeping the 

raking chestnut which drew it well in hand and 

at a good pace. 

The old man looked hale and well. His ex- 

pression was brighter and more peaceful than 

when Lynford saw him last. How richly beautiful 

the country looked! The woods were beginning 

to put on their gorgeous autumnal dress; the sky 

and sea were brilliantly blue, and the soft salt air 

breathed health into the lungs and vigour into the 

veins. But Lynford took small heed of these
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A things; he was possessed with the prevalent ideat— 
that in a few minutes more he would be face to face 
with Beatrice and hold her hand in his. He did 
not think the near approach of this meeting would 
have made his pulses beat so quickly. “Am I 
growing younger or weaker?” he asked himself, 
even. while he observed to his host how well the 
crops looked and exclaimed at the’ number of : 
new houses in progress of construction at Lyn- 
bourne. 

Never did the old Hall seem so charming. 
The hand of a wealthy master was visible in all the 

_ Well-kept details, and Lynford’s old butler received 
him with a welcome that was evidently genuine. © 

“Come along!” cried Tyrrell; “we'll find the 
children in their work-room, where they are as 
happy as doves. ‘I can’t help classing them to- 
gether, though Bea is every inch a woman, and a 
sensible woman into the bargain.” 

As he spoke he conducted his visitor up a 
short, narrow flight of stairs which led to a comer 
room with an oriel window, which occupied an 
intermediate stage between the first and second 
stories. , 

Here were easels and drawing-materials, a
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turning-lathe, globes, books, plaster casts, and 

many other means and appliances of work and 

study. , 

Val was sitting at the table, writing, in his in- 

geniously contrived invalid’s chair, the back of 

which could be raised or lowered at will; and 

Beatrice was putting some flowers in a large, deep- 

. blue china bowl which fitted into an ebony stand 

in the window. ; 

“Here, Bea, Val! here’s Lord Lynford!” said 

Mr. Tyrrell, opening the door. 

Val stretched out his hand, exclaiming, “I am 

so glad you have come!” while Beatrice dropped 

her flowers and came forward a few paces, her 

clear eyes uplifted with a look of pleasure to his, 

and a deep blush passing over her cheek, then 

leaving it very pale. 

This flitting blush sent a wild thrill through 

Lynford’s heart. She remembered his avowal, his 

brief but close embrace. She was not out of 

sympathy with him. , 

“J am very glad to see you,” was her simple 

but hearty greeting, and she left her hand in his 

for an instant longer than was necessary for cere- 

mony.
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“And I am delighted to find you here, after 

the age that has passed since I met you last,—an 

age in events, I mean, not in time.” 

“Tt must seem long to you, Lord Lynford. I 

hear you have been round the world; that must 

double the period.” 

“Yet sometimes a few words spoken in an 

ordinary drawing-room may make a more im- 

portant change than crossing wide seas or clamber- 

ing mountain ranges.” 

“Faith, that’s true!” said Tyrrell, emphatically. 

“And how has my boy been this long afternoon?” 

he asked, as he stroked Val’s head lovingly. 

“Oh, quite—quite well; we have been so 

heavenly peaceful. I am glad that Lorrimer is 

gone. He was always bothering us and interfer- 

ing with our work.” 

“Well, well, it’s an ungrateful boy you are, 

Val. He was ever so good to you, and didn’t he 

give you a grand case of mathematical instru- 

ments?” 

“Yes, I know, but he bothered, all the same.” 

A little more talk, and the dressing-bell warned 

them to separate. Lynford found his own special
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room assigned to him, and all the furniture he 
had been accustomed to in their original places. 

It was remarkable how much at home he felt. 
Yet he could not help a swift conjecture. “What 
will that poor boy do with it all when he suc- 
ceeds? He will not probably. be long-lived, and 
he has the power, or will have the power, of be- 
queathing the property to whom he likes. I 
wonder if he has any other relations except 
Beatrice? He may have a legion away in the 
bush. Ah, I wish I had not put myself at odds 
with fortune as regards that very human angel, 
Beatrice. I feel I must always have a hang-dog 
air in her presence.” 

Beatrice was already in the drawing-room 
when Lynford entered it. She wore a very simple 
but artistically cut demi-toilette dress of thin, 
black, gauzy stuff, with a good deal of black lace 
about it, and had in her waistband a couple of 
deep-red roses, with their polished dark-green 
leaves. She had more colour than usual, and her 
pretty wavy red-brown hair was very becomingly 
dressed. “Lynford could not help observing that 
she looked a chélelaine worthy of presiding over 
such an abode.
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She was standing in one of the windows talk- 

ing with the rector, an old friend of Lynford’s, 

who with his sister had been asked to meet him, 

and greeted her guest with a smile that seemed 

to say, “We understand each other.” 

_A cheerful, chatty dinner ensued. Val rarely 

came to table in the evening, but was ready in 

the drawing-room to receive them when they rose 

from table, and Beatrice soon started the rector 

_ and his sister in a duet between piano and violin. 

The rector was very artistic, scholarly, and de- 

voted to music. Liberal in mind, though by no 

means without aristocratic prejudices, he had 

deeply deplored the sale of Lynford Hall to a 

nobody, an adventurer, a mere workman, with the 

yellow clay still adhering to his digger’s or navvy’s 

boots. 

‘As time wore on, and he grew to know the 

fine nature, the generosity, the common sense of 

the new lord of Lynford, his views changed con- . 

siderably, but he never ceased to regret the high- 

bred, attractive spendthrift who had thrown away 

his chances and missed his opportunities. 

Val was passionately fond of music and listened
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delightedly. Mr. Tyrrell sat in a nook by the 
lamp and surreptitiously read an evening paper. 
Beatrice had taken a corner of the sofa, where a 
slant of moonlight came. from the window upon 
her. She was knitting one of the various com- 
forters and cross-overs, which she considered idle 
work, and of which she prepared a store in antici- 
pation of winter to give away to the poor,—old 
men and women whose “rheumatics” always 
needed solace. 

Lynford came over noiselessly and placed him- 
self beside her. 

“Do you know it was a year yesterday since 
you first ‘broke bread’ in this old house?” he 
whispered. 

“Was it?” said Beatrice, in a similar tone. 
“How can you remember?” 

“It is not altogether remembrance. I marked 
the day with a white stone.” 

“And why? It was not a good time for you.” 

“No; it was an exceedingly bad time. Per- 
haps that is the ‘reason why that one glimpse of 
blue sky and sunshine impressed itself so deeply 
on my mind. Now you forget all about it”
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“I do not indeed. I cannot remember the 

exact date; but the day I first visited this beauti- 

ful old place it seemed to me the most charming 

I had ever spent; it was a revelation to me.” 

“And to me,” murmured Lynford, in a low 

tone. 

“A revelation of life,” she continued, “such I 

had never imagined. Then Mrs. Garston was in 

_ Such good humour, and you——” She paused. 

“What did I do?” 

“I cannot exactly. remember; but I know it 

was the first time I ever talked to you with any 
ease or comfort.” 

Lynford did not reply. He looked down, a 

smile playing round his lips, and they listened to 

the music for a while. Then Lynford said softly, 

“What a fine tone the rector draws from his 

‘Strad’! The violin is quite the most human thing 

that ever was constructed with inanimate materials. 

. By the way, I hope you have not buried your 

talent in the earth; that is, I hope you have taken 

singing lessons and studied?” 

“I have indeed. My best thanks to you for 

suggesting the idea.”
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“Then will you not reward me by singing?” 

“Oh, yes. I am sure to sing. Gran’ makes 

me sing to him every evening. I hope you will 

find me improved; but whatever you think, pray 

tell me candidly.” 

“I will, I fancy one might tell you the 

truth.” 

Here the duet came to an end,—a discussion 

. respecting the music and the composer following. 

Then came the usual request from Mr. Tyrrell, . 

“Give us a lilt, me darlin’? Whereupon Beatrice 

immediately laid aside her knitting, and, with 

ready, self-forgetful complaisance, went to the 

piano, choosing one of her uncle’s favourite songs, 

“Has sorrow thy young days shaded?” Her voice 

was extremely sympathetic and perfectly tuneful, 

and Lynford, who had heard all the best singers 

in the world, found a simple, touching charm in 

her sweetness and natural expression. 

“That’s true faith,” said gran’, with a sigh, 

when she had finished. “You may win the world 

towards the end of your warfare, but nothing 

makes up for the gloom of. wrong and defeat that 

has shadowed your youth.”
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“But sunsets are glorious sometimes, gran’,” 

observed Beatrice, coming back to her sofa and 

her knitting. 

“And in youth, according to your own poet, 
‘The light that surrounds us is all from within,” 
said Lynford. 

“Then heavy must be the cloud that can dim 

it,” returned Tyrrell, gravely; and there was a brief 

silence, broken by the rector, who began to tell . 
Val of his harvest festival plans. The boy was 
always greatly interested in schemes of decoration. 

“I think you have done very well,” said Lyn- ° 
ford in an undertone to Beatrice. “I do not mean 
to say you would take a Philharmonic Society by 
storm; indeed, there is nothing stormy about you; 

but your song is soothing, even touching; it dis- 

poses me to think that life is not all dust and 

ashes, nor one’s fellow-creatures all hard and 

hollow.” , , . 

“Tf “my poor little songs can teach such ex- 

cellent wisdom, I am indeed satisfied,” said Bea- 

trice, laughing low. “Val generally wants me to 

try all kinds of trills and shakes——_” , 

“For God’s sake do not listen to him,” inter-



208 . A FIGHT WITH FATE. 

. rupted Lynford, hastily. “Be yourself, always 

yourself.” . 

There was a melancholy earnestness in his 

tone that echoed in Bea’s ear long after he had 

ceased to speak. , 

Soon after the rector and his sister said 

“good-night.” Lynford said he would go with 

them “for the sake,” he said, “of a moonlight 

stroll in pleasant company.” — 

Val went to bed, and Beatrice, after a short 

delay, to await any inclination on her uncle’s part 

to talk, as he sometimes did, confidentially, when 

they were alone, said “good-night,” and retired to 

her room. Not to sleep. 

She put out the lights, which seemed too 

strong, too searching, for the secret thoughts in 

which she wished to indulge, and sat long musing 

in the moon-beams which came silvery and soft 

through the open window. 

She was surprised and even more, alarmed, at 

the vivid, palpitating pleasure it gave her to see 

Lynford again, to hear him‘.speak. She always 

knew she should be glad to seé him; that she was 
grateful to him; but that the world should seem a 

new and better’ place when‘ she met his eyes and ,
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heard him speak to her with something different, 
indescribably different, in his voice from its tone 
in speaking to others (though it was no doubt a 
mere fancy of her own), this was enough to startle 
and distress her, to disturb her with a different 
kind of fear from what had made her at first 
reluctant to: have anything to do with him. 

Whatever the moving cause of his astonishing 
proposal, it was not likely to actuate him a second 

_ time, and she must be most careful not to seem 
either expecting or fearing that he should play the 
lover, but to keep up the most friendly, sisterly 
bearing, neither seeking nor avoiding him. This 
she felt would be no easy task. Why did Lord 
Lynford produce this Strange effect upon her? 
Why was it that a faint tremor, half pain, half 
pleasure, quivered through her nerves when he 
looked at her, or lowered his voice to speak to 
her, as if they two had something in common, un- 
shared by any other mortal? Why was it that a 
few days ago, when her granduncle, who was. 
deeply interested in the ex-master of the Hall, 
spoke of his wish that Lynford might find a good 
and wealthy wife, his words seem to stab? Could 
she have been so weak, so foolish, as to think her- 
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self into love with a man whom she had un- 

- hesitatingly rejected? Oh, yes! she did tove him, 

far too well. Her heart beat quick, and a faint 

dimness came over her sight as she realised the 

strange power he had gained over her without an 

effort on his part. How sweet it would be to 

know that he still loved her, that she had the 

right to tell him how much she loved him! How 

earnestly she would try to make his life smooth 

and happy! But she must not yield to such 

dreams. “If she had thought herself sxfo love 

with Lord Lynford she must now think herself out 

of it. Why should she not?” 

She therefore rose up from the long low chair 

in which she had been lying and went about un- 

dressing and brushing her hair in a purposeful 

manner, repeating bits of verse and maxims which 

had taken her fancy from time to time. Yet the 

last words that floated through her fading con- 

sciousness were Lynford’s, “Be yourself, always 

yourself.” 
¥ ¥ ¥ * * 

The two following days Lord Lynford and his 

host spent together; out of doors, and brought 

home large’ game-bags. The evenings were de-
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lightfully tranquil and home-like,—a pleasant, . 
cheerful talk at dinner about their respective ex- 
periences during the day. Then Mr. Tyrrell and 
his grandson sat down to a game of chess, which 

‘the old man understood and enjoyed, while Bea- 
trice and Lynford talked together softly not to dis- 
turb the players. Talked of many matters, Italy, 
music, books, country occupations, and amuse- 
ments,—all this in the most friendly, nay, brother 

_ and sisterly tone. 

Yet how sweet it all was! How sure each 
was of being thoroughly understood by the other! 
what a restful sense of home and security pervaded 
the atmosphere! and how heavenly to know that 
they would meet to-morrow, to live through an- 
other blamelessly happy day! ° 

But all the while each viewed the other 
through a false medium. Beatrice assured herself 
that having once yielded to a temporary weakness, 
or. perhaps insanity, the fit would never return to 
Lynford. While he, recalling the shock of her 
unqualified refusal, though under the impression 
that he had made her a bona fide offer of mar- 
riage, thought there must be some underlying 
antagonism in her nature to his; while conscience, 

ye
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reminding him of his original design, paralysed 

him with the sense of baseness and hypocrisy. 

Nevertheless he was, on the whole, surprisingly 

happy. Though Beatrice was as little “of the 

earth earthy” as a woman could be who was 

human and lovable, being much more tender than 

passionate, she produced a strong effect on his 

senses. She was by no means beautiful, yet he 

longed to hold her in his arms and press his lips 

to hers, with her own full consent, as he had not 

longed since his first ardent boyish love. But 

such a consummation seemed indeed not to be 

hoped for. Lo 

Anything more baffling than her friendly un- 

embarrassed manner could not be imagined. Even 

if he had perceived something of love veiled - 

beneath this sisterly seeming, it would be un- 

becoming, undignified, almost unprincipled in him, 

a poverty-stricken peer, who must be the poorest 

of men, to try and win as a rich wife the woman 

he intended to make his mistress! 

This secret consciousness put him at a dis- 

advantage such as he had never felt before. He 

looked upon himself as an impostor,——as sailing 

under false colours,—and at moments he suffered
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torments of humiliation when ‘some phrase or 
glance from Beatrice Suggested to him her belief 
in his honour, his disinterestedness. If she knew! 
And it seemed to him that the knowledge must 
come; that the very leaves, the birds, the breeze, 
would whisper it to her, the -insult he once 
meditated. , 

Yet so contradictory is the mental condition 
of man, moulded as he is by a hundred conflict- 
ing influences. of teaching, association, example, 
laws, written and unwritten, that it still seemed to 
him pardonable enough that’ a man and woman - 
should live together in unmarried companionship 
if circumstances, difference of position, or any 
other reason rendered marriage unadvisable, pro- 
vided the woman was in no way deceived. + Nor 
did he see the injustice of considering such a 
temporary tie more of a degradation to one woman 
than to another. 

At first Lynford passed the greater part of his 
days in shooting with his host. The old man and 
the young one grew more and more friendly, in 
spite of the great gulf of difference in class which 
yawned between them; they understood and ap- 
preciated each other thoroughly, But as the
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second week of his visit slipped away, Lynford 

frequently had letters to write, or other things to 

do, which obliged him to return to the house, 

leaving his stalwart host to tramp through the 

woods or across the heather, and ended the day 

by a stroll with Beatrice, or a drive with her and 

Val in the pony carriage, which was a great source 

of pleasure to the crippled boy. 

“Where is every one?” asked Lynford, one 

soft, grey, autumnal afternoon, as he came into 

the hall from the library where he had been 

writing. 

“Master Tyrrell has gone out driving with 

Denis, my lord,” said the old butler, who was half 

pleased, half distressed, at having to wait on his 

former master as the guest of his new one. “Mr. 

Tyrrell has not come in, and I saw Miss Verner 

walk across the lawn towards the little wicket a 

few minutes ago.” . 

Lynford sallied forth and took the same direc- 

tion. Walking briskly he soon overtook Beatrice, 

who turned at the sound of his step. 

“Are you bound for the ruins?” he asked. 

“Yes, I am fond of them in the grey light
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of a day like this,—it suits the grim old place 
and its memories. I often go and sit there.” 

You have a good deal of imagination,” said 
Lynford, as if to himself. 

“That is rather a big word for my fancies, 
but I remember how deeply impressed I was by 
the tower and its surroundings the first time I saw 
them.” 

“I also remember. Wee little anticipated then 
that in a short year you would be chételaine here 
and I your guest.” 

“My granduncle’s guest you mean.” 

“No, You are the lady of the house, as Mr. 
Tyrrell’s daughter would be if he had one.” 

“I suppose people think so. I know I was 
surprised at the numbers who called upon me 
when we came down here first. I could not under- 
stand, at least for some time, that I was anything 
more than Val’s companion and playfellov. But 
one soon gets accustomed to things. It seems 
quite natural already to have a lady’s maid, a 
carriage and ponies, and all the other luxuries of 
wealth. It is all very pleasant, and I quite ap- 
preciate the pleasantness; but, indeed, the best bit
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of it all is having some one to belong to, as I do 

to my uncle and Val. I could give up everything 

else with a fair amount of philosophy, but to be 

' alone seems to me the most terrible thing in 

life.” 

_ “And the reason is that you are remarkably . 

unselfish. Why, you could even be sympathetic 

with Mrs. Garston, who never gave anything with- 

out an equivalent in her life.” 

“She was not bad,—to me at first. But I 

have noticed, Lord Lynford, that you dislike Mrs. 

Garston, and I am rather surprised you do; she is 

very handsome, and can be very nice. You are 

a favourite with her, too.” 

“I hate an unwomanly woman, and she is 

distinctly unwomanly. Now, you are a real thorough 

woman in the best sense.” 

“Thank you,” said Beatrice, smiling and blush- 

ing. “It is delightful to hear of one’s own per- 

fections.” 

“I dare not trust myself to speak of ‘them as 

they appear to me!” exclaimed Lynford. The 

words were out before he could stop them, so he 

tried to qualify his utterance. “Observe, I do not
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say that they positively exist, only that I think 
they do.” a 

“Don’t be afraid; I promise not to grow too 
conceited.” Te, 

“One reason, perhaps, that I think you rather 
angelic is that I am such a selfish beggar myself. 
I want what I want so intensely, that I do not 
stop to consider what gratification may cost an- 
other. I am that worst kind of sinner, knowing, 
at least at intervals, the difference between right 

"and wrong. I generally choose the wrong.” 
“What a bad character you give yourself! I 

do not believe it is true. Yet, curious as it may 
seem, you gave me that impression when I first 
met you; but you were not often in a good temper 
then,” 

Lynford laughed. “You are cruelly candid,” 
he said, “but also by no means wrong.” 

“Oh, I have changed my opinion a good deal 
since,” cried Beatrice, anxious to make amends. 

“I fear you have no tight to change your 
opinion,” said Lynford, gloomily, as if his thoughts 
were turned inward. ; 

They walked on a few paces in silence till 
they reached the ruins.
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“But in spite of your philosophy and common 

sense, Miss Verner, changed circumstances have 

changed you a good deal.” 

“Ts it a case of setting a beggar on horseback?” 

asked Beatrice. : 

“What an idea!” returned Lynford, laughing. 

“No; but I, too, am going to be frank. You are 

more mature, more developed in mind and, may 

I say, heart?” 

“I have seen so much more, thought so much 

more,” said Beatrice, with a sigh. , 

“Yes, Italy must have been a great awakening 

for you.” 

“Jt was, indeed. I should like to go there 

again, only I love this place so much. Oh, there 

is another person who looks on me as the lady of 

the house. I had a letter from Mr. Lorrimer by 

the second post. He wants to come and see us, 

as he may be soon appointed to a ship and sent 

away for three years. I must write to him as 

soon as gran’ comes in. Do you know Mr. Lor- 

-rimer? He was so nice and kind to Val and my- 

self at Florence.” oe 

“No; I have never met him. You saw a good 

* deal of him, I suppose?”
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“Oh, yes; almost every day. Gran’ has asked 
Reginald Dacre, so they will amuse each other.” 

“Hum! Young Dacre is rather an ass,” 
“Oh, Lord Lynford, he may not be clever, 

but he is most obliging and good-natured.” 
“That is no especial distinction, I suppose 

you find most men obliging, Miss Verner,” re- - 
turned Lynford, in an irritated tone. , 

“I do, indeed.” 
They had now reached what had been the 

' court-yard of the castle, and sat down on a frag- 
ment of broken wall which was built on the edge 
of a precipitous cliff overhanging the sea. 
' “These grey days may be picturesque and 
suitable to these very ruined ruins, but they are 
deucedly depressing. I think, Miss Verner, I have 
inflicted myself quite long enough upon my hosts, 
especially the lady of the house; so I shall move 
On next week.” —_ 

“But why?” cried Beatrice, raising her eyes 
to his with a troubled expression. “Gran? will be 
so sorry. He likes you so much; he enjoys being 
with you.” oe 

“He is very good. But I, too, have to fix 
my winter plans, and——” He paused, and 

1
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then resumed, abruptly, “I think of going to 

Russia.” : 

“Not in winter?” 

“Russia is not Russia in summer. .I have 

been there before, and know some very pleasant 

Russians.” 

“But is there not time enough to settle all 

you want some weeks hence?” urged Beatrice, 

timidly. “Stay a little longer with dear old gran’. 

In spite of his riches, he has not had too much 

to make him happy. If money has power it is 

also often useless; there are so many things it 

cannot buy,—neither love, nor health, nor. the 

capacity to enjoy, nor beauty. But the want of 

it—real, downright poverty—can neutralise all 

things.” . 

"You are a rare philosopher, Miss Verner. I, 

too, must be philosophic,—or, at least, wise enough 

to resist the temptation to pleasure, however sweet, 

that will only end in pain. -As a friend—which 

I hope you are—don’t you think you ought to 

counsel flight?” 

Beatrice grew a little pale; she hesitated, and 

then said, in a low voice, “I do not venture to
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counsel. You know best what is wisest for your- 
self” Then, after a moment’s pause, she added, 
“Shall we walk back? Perhaps we may find gran’, 
and I want to speak to him before I answer Mr. 
Lorrimer’s letter.”
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CHAPTER XL 

“TYRRELL’S STORY.” 

Wuen they were alone the little party at the 

Hall usually rose from table together, and went _ 

into the library or the drawing-room without the 

temporary exile of the only lady member. But 

this was only an occasional occurrence, as Mr. 

Tyrrell was thoroughly hospitable; he loved to 

entertain his neighbours, and, though less ready 

to accept than to give invitations, he felt in polite- 

ness bound to dine out not infrequently. These 

dinner-parties were an infinite bore to Lynford, 

who was wont to discover engagements or business 

in distant localities on dates corresponding to those 

fixed for the intended banquets. 

On this particular day, when Beatrice and 

Lynford had returned to-the house and she had 

written her answer to Lorrimer’s letter, Val ex- 

pressed a wish to partake of late dinner with 

them,—a sign always of feeling unusually well
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and comfortable. Throughout the repast he was 
very bright and talkative, well seconded by Lyn- 
ford, but Beatrice noticed that her granduncle was 

“silent and thoughtful. 

As soon as coffee had been served, Mr. Tyrrell 
said, in the grave, commanding tone he sometimes 
used,— 

“Go, children, and amuse yourselves without 
us. I have some matters to consult about with 
Lord Lynford. We may not join you till late, so 

~ do not sit up if you wish to go to bed. You have 
had a long drive to-day, Val, my boy; are you not 
weary?” . 

“I am pleasantly tired, gran’; I think I'll sleep 
sound.” 

~“ “God send you sweet sleep and a happy wak- 
ing, my son,” said the old man, with profound 
tenderness; “and to you, too, my child,” he added, 
holding out his hand to Beatrice. “Good-night, 
and God bless you.” 

She kissed his brown, sinewy hand, and, with 
a bow and smile to Lynford, left the room, followed 
by Val. ; 

When the door was closed, Tyrrell pushed the 
claret towards his guest, and began in deep, quiet
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tones, “I have been wanting to speak to you, and 

after to-day I’ll not have a chance for some time, 

as young Dacre and Lorrimer will be here. Now 

I am going to try your patience with a long story 

and your friendship by asking you to do me a 

service.” 

“I do not fear the length of the story, and I 

am sure I shall be ready to do any service you 

ask from me.” 

“Thank you. The service is a serious one; 

but we'll see.” , 
He paused, filled his glass, and resumed: 

“You have no doubt heard that I have led a 

hard, rough life; it is true, and at times it has 

been bitter as well as hard. But I remember that 

my early home was the house of a gentleman, 

though a very poor one. My father was a big, 
dark man, sometimes angry and violent, some- 

times overflowing with joyous good humour. My 

mother——” he paused, “she was a beautiful 

woman, at least, so she seems in my memory. 

She was the idol of my childhood, the friend, the 

support of my later years. No; I cannot say a// 

my mother was to me. 

“I cannot say how early I came to know that
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we never had enough money; that my mother had 
to pinch and strive and wear herself out to keep 
things decent, and in addition had to have a 
constant watch upon my father, who was inclined 

, to drink: yet I always see her as she was,—com- 
posed, firm even in spirits and in temper, never 
hurried, but always doing with a fixed purpose. 
There’s a likeness to her in me jewel Beatrice,— 
in her kind, quiet ways. I must have been still 
a mere child when I had grown into the know- 

‘ledge of her troubles, Well, as time went on my 
father got less troublesome and flighty. Then he 
took ill and died. He was a good bit older than 
my mother, and his life—well, it hadn't been 
what you might call healthy. Anyhow, he was 
taken from us when.I was about eleven. 

“I think some income died with him, for we 
seemed poorer than ever. My mother then moved 
into a bigger house, and let the upper part in. 
lodgings. Ah! how she did work! and always 
found time in the evenings to help me with my 
lessons,—she was anxious about my schooling, I 
ought to have.said that I had two sisters, one 
older and one younger than myself,—the eldest 
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was the great-grandmother of Bea,—she was my 

favourite. The youngest of the family was a boy, 

Walter,—a bright, dark-eyed little chap full of fun, 

but not as truthful as one could wish. As time 

rolled on we seemed to be a little better off. My 

sister was able to help mother, and we young 

ones thought things would go smooth for ever. 

My elder sister grew up a fine girl, and had more 

than one offer of marriage before she was eighteen. 

By that time I knew that my father was an English- 

man. My mother did not belong to the gentry 

class, but she herself was far above it. She was 

a noble woman by right of nature,—a_ strict 

Catholic; she brought us up in that faith. When 

J was little more than seventeen a cousin of my 

mother’s; a man who had been a jocky and had 

made money over in England,—a man I never 

liked,—came to Dublin very grand entirely, with 

fine clothes and a cane, and a cigar in his mouth. 

When I came in: from school one evening he was 

sitting at tea with the mother and my sisters in a 

pretty little back parlour she kept for herself. 

(God rest her soul!—she loved to have everything” 

nice.) As soon as I crossed the threshold he
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stopped talking. He’d a voice you could hear a 
mile off, and ses he, holding out his hand,— 

“*Good evening, my lord” I flushed up, and 
felt my arm stiffen, and only for fear of vexing 
my mother I would have given him a black eye. 
You see I had on my worst suit of clothes for 
school, and I thought he was mocking me. 

“*Good-evening, your grace,’ said I, con-~ 
temptuous. Then I saw my mother was looking 

. White, and her eyes moist. ‘What is it, mother?’ 
I asked. 

“‘My cousin has brought great news, my 
boy,—my own dear boy that has been the com- 
fort of my life! Your uncle, your poor father’s 
brother, is dead, and you are his heir, You are 
an English peer. May God give you sense and 
judgment to guide you in your new life? With 
that she rose up and embraced me. I felt she 
was trembling. I felt as if I was hearing a fairy- 
tale. Then my sisters began to cry out that it 
was a shame they were not to be ladyships, and 
the place was a perfect Babel.” 

He paused and looked piercingly at Lynford, 
who was listening with intense attention. 

15*
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“T must hurry on,” resumed Tyrrell, “or I 

shall keep you all night. Well, after this there 

was nothing but trouble. My mother and I went, 

with all the papers and documents she had, to a 

grand big solicitor, and there was a searching and 

questioning, and correspondence with the solicitor 

of the late lord and hunting up of witnesses. 

“Cousin Tom before he went back to England 

gave us a great account of the estates and the 

house, and I don’t know what all. I saw myself 

in peer’s robes, addressing the Lord Chancellor 

and the House of Lords, and I saw my blessed 

mother, in diamonds and satin and velvet, enter- 

taining the king himself, and driving in a fine 

coach with two footmen behind. Oh, what a 

beautiful world it seemed for a bit! Then a cruel 

turn came. It seems that when my father and 

mother first met, he fell desperately in love with 

her, and thought he had only to ‘ask and to re- 

ceive, as many another has thought before and 

since; but he soon found he was all in the wrong. 

Then he asked her to be his wife, and they were 

married in the Catholic Church. 

“Now, as my father was a Protestant, this was 

no marriage at all, and in those days there was
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no common ground of a registration. office where 
people of different faiths could be legally united, 
I have always doubted whether my father knew 
or didn’t know if he was satisfying my mother at 
small cost to himself. Later on she brought her 
husband over to her own church. Then he married 
her again, so the only one of the whole family 
born in wedlock was Walter. _ 

“TH not tell you how I felt when I found I 
_ bore ‘the bend sinistery—even when I knew that 
my father and mother were not legally man and 
wife for the first years, I thought that marriage at 
any time would legalise all the children, as any | 
man with a sense of justice would think. Then 
came the. trials,—there were more than one. We 
were dragged over to England—to London—to 
give evidence against ourselves, my mother and I. 
Well, it killed her. Think of shat woman—the 
stay of the family, the protectress, the saviour of 

"her husband—badgered by a keen, cross-examining 
counsel, treated like a common prostitute, brow- = 
beaten, forced to expose every detail of her 
life, every weakness of her dead husband, 
whose memory was dear to her in spite of his 
faults, 

3
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“Leaving the heated court the last day of her 

martyrdom, she met the cruel blast of a cold 

November evening. It struck to her chest. She 

had poured out her strength for those she loved, 

and had little left to help her against the attack 

of the ‘great enemy,’ so she lay down on the bed 

of sickness from which she never rose. 

“T cannot speak of that time; my heart seemed 

turned to gall. My eldest sister, who was a help 

and a comfort to the last, returned to Ireland to 

marry the’ good fellow she was engaged to and 

took my little sister, and my young brother,, Walter, 

was declared Baron—— Can you supply the 

title?” concluded Tyrrell, breaking off, abruptly. 

“I can,” exclaimed Lynford, rising, and taking 

a turn to and fro, “I recognise the story. Your 

brother was my predecessor. Good God, what a 

strange history! What is romance compared to 

reality? But why—why do you call yourself 

Tyrrell?” : 

“It was my mother’s name, and I only wish 

to be known as her son. I do not claim kinship 

with you, my lord.” 

“But I claim kinship with yox, my dear sir.
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For J, too, think it is an infamous shame that the 
marriage of father and mother does not legitimise 

_ all their children, It would have been well for 
the estate, the country, ay, and myself, had you 
been decreed your real rights; yox would have 
made a good statesman, and I should have made 

a better career. While you——” 

“Early prosperity might have been my ruin, 

too,” said Tyrrell, thoughtfully. “My mother dead, 
my brother put in my place, Z had nothing to 

keep me in England. My favourite sister was 
soon to be married, and the younger one, as it 
was arranged, was to live with her. No one 
wanted me, so I scraped together a few pounds 

and started for the New World. Australia was a 
convict settlement then, and America was the 

Irish El Dorado; so I turned my back on all I 
loved and knew and plunged into a new, strange, 

fierce sort of existence, where for a while every 

man held his life in his hand. It was a cruel, 

bitter time, and I would gladly undo many a thing 

I have done. I led a ‘strange sort of life,—no 

need to go into all that now, and, thank God, I 

have no great wrong towards another on my 
conscience,
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“Then came the report of the gold-find in 

Australia, and I made tracks for ‘our antipodes, 

Here luck came to me. I was fortunate in all I 

undertook; above all, I met my dear wife. While 

she was left with me life was too sweet. Thanks 

to her, I became a new man; the wrath and 

bitterness that made a desert of my heart and 

dulled my intellect melted away. But evil fortune 

had not done with me. She was taken from me 

after some twenty years of heavenly peace; then 

our boy, in the first spring-time of his manhood. 

So I have nothing left me but my poor Val! All 

my care, all my love, are centred on that frail 

life,—I must not add, my hope. The only bit of 

blue in my clouded sky is the prospect of so pro- 

viding for and protecting his future that he may 

get all the happiness possible out of existence. 

Now God has sent me another tie—a fresh source 

of pleasure—in Beatrice, who in so many ways 

reminds me of my blessed mother. 

“I have nearly finished. When, after long 

years, I came back to England, and Val was 

ordered to the seaside, I chose Lynbourne, be- 

cause I wanted to see the home ‘of my forefathers. 

I can find no words to tell you how my heart 

’
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thrilled with wild exultation when I found that 
your property was in the market. I had not toiled 
in vain. Mark you, I am not really a millionaire, 
I am not nearly so rich as men think; but I knew 
I could afford a long price for the old Hall, and 
I determined to die master of the lands, the home 
that ought to have been mine by right of inherit- 
ance, and leave my son’s son to rule after me. 

“It is curious that when I met you, instead of 
_the dislike and repulsion I expected to feel to-_ 
wards you, you attracted me in an unaccountable 
way. I felt above everything that you were of 
my blood, and your manner, your frank courtesy, 
as if I were in every sense your equal, made me 

_ friendly at once. Now you understand why I 
- wanted every heirloom, every bit of plate, every 

picture that had ever belonged to the house of 
Clavering. The day I took possession of Lynford 
was the proudest, the saddest day of my long 
life——on one side, I had conquered fortune all 
along the line, on the other, fate had baffled my 
plans and left my house unto me desolate. I can 
have no ambition for my sorely-tried boy and my 
jewel Beatrice. I can provide for her and help 
her to be happy, but ambition has no material to
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build with in a woman. I confess I should like 

the place to remain in our family. I say ‘our,’ 

for I feel I am the head of the house. 

“You have heard my story, and I see it has 

touched you. Now I must make my request. 

“I am going to put my affairs in order, then 

I hope to pass the rest of my time in peace, Be- 

fore I do this I want your consent to be appointed 

guardian to my grandson and one of the executors 

to the will I am about to make.” 

“Guardian to Val?” repeated Lynford in great 

surprise. “My dear sir, do you think I am cal- 

culated to make a suitable guardian? Do you 

know that I have the character I have earned? 

that I am looked upon as a reckless spendthrift 

_ and a bit of a scamp?” 

“IT have heard a good bit about you one way 

or another, and I know you have done many 

things. that had better been left undone, but I 

never heard you accused of anything mean, 

shabby, or dishonourable. Moreover, I sow you, 

and I feel I can trust you. I want you to make 

a place for yourself among your peers, put past 

follies behind you, be a son to me. Look here, 

ll show you the highest confidence: be a man,
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and show me you can rise above the weakness of 
self-indulgence, and I'll leave you heir to Lynford 
after my poor Val, and your children after you. 
Marry some nice girl with a little money, and I'll 
back you up so that you may have a chance of 
distinguishing yourself. Blood 7s thicker than 
‘water, my boy, even though it flows through an 
irregular channel.” 

“You overwhelm me!” exclaimed Lynford, 
- again rising to pace the room. “What can I say? 
If you think me worthy of so high a trust, I accept 
it with pride; you raise me in my own estimation. 
But as to your generous intention of ultimately 
giving me back what I threw away, it is not quite 

. just to overlook the claims of your nearest of kin 
* after Val,—I mean Miss Verner.” 

“A large landed estate would give more 
trouble than pleasure to a woman, and I am quite 
sure Beatrice would prefer you to hold it than 
herself.” ‘ 

“But her future husband might not,” returned 
Lynford; smiling. 

“Her husband! Ah! Well, that’s in per- 
spective, though I have my own views on the
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matter. I shall take care of my sweet darlin’ 
girl, but I want yow and your-children to inherit 
this old house and the old acres,—on one con- 
dition.” The old man paused, looked very fixedly 
into Lynford’s eyes, and added, “That you take 
the name of Tyrrell before Clavering.” 

“You have a right to perpetuate your name, 
Mr. Tyrrell; your munificence——” 

“No, it has nothing to do with me. I want 
to keep the memory of my mother alive in the 
records of the race, and therefore I want to link 
her name with that of Clavering. Therefore, and 
now, here is the last secret and dearest wish of 
my heart: it would be the crowning joy of my old 
age to see you and Beatrice united. Then my 
mother’s blood would run in the veins of the 
future lords of Lynford, and I would lie down in 
peace to rest or die.” 

. Lynford returned to his seat, too surprised, 
too struck to speak, a dark-red flush mounting 
almost to his brow. 

“Mind you, I don’t want to" ‘make any con- 
dition of this. No man can choose’a wife for an- 
other. But that is my heart’s wish.”
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“And mine!” exclaimed Lynford, suddenly 
tushing into speech. “I have loved Beatrice al- 
most since the first days of our acquaintance; 
loved her before I knew it. To give her to me 
would be the crowning, the divinest gift. But she 
must not know, she must not in any way be 
troubled, for, alas, my dear friend and benefactor, 
I do not find favour in her eyes.” 

“What!” cried Tyrrell, in evident amazement, 
“you distrustful of yourself? I thought you a 

“most redoubtable lady-killer. Surely you are not 
given to fanciful modesty.” 

“I don’t think I am, but on this matter I am 
only too well informed.” 

“The devil you are! Do you mean to say 
she refused you?” . 

“It is not pleasant to confess defeat, but she 
did refuse me,—very kindly, but very decidedly.” 

Tyrrell was silent for a minute, and then said, 
in a wondering tone, “Pray when did this take 
place? since you came down here?” 

_ “No. Had I wished to offer myself to your — 
niece for the first time zow, I should have spoken 
to you. No; I found her alone and wretched 
after her sister’s death—and——” he hesitated.
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“I understand,” said Tyrrell, with a pleased 
smile. “Your feelings got the better of you, and 
she said no. Well, it puzzles me.” 

“I was not so much surprised as disappointed. 
Miss Verner never showed me the faintest pre- 
ference, only I thought that in the friendless and 
unhappy condition she was in I might be a sort 
of refuge.” 

“You are a true man, faith,” interrupted 
Tyrrell. “So, then, you came to me? I see I 
haven’t chosen badly in fixing on you to guard 
my children when I leave them. Don’t lose heart, 
Lynford; I fancy you are the sort that women 
like. Try again, try again. It’s not for a rough 
old fellow like me to breathe on the delicate 
secrets of a young girl’s heart; but I have watched 
you both, and—it may be only my fancy, but I 
do fancy there’s a sort of atmosphere round a 
man and a woman who love each other,—an 
atmosphere that can be felt; and, mind you, it 
does not exist unless it emanates from both. Try 
again; she'll not find a better than yourself.” 

“What an infernal impostor I am!” thought 
Lynford, profoundly perturbed by the curious posi-



“TYRRELL’S STORY.” 239 

tion in which he found himself, “You are too 
good to revive my almost extinct courage,” he 
said aloud. “I am tempted to follow your advice, 
but I must have time, and conduct the siege with 
skill and caution,” 

“Of course you must; and I give you carte- 
blanche. If you succeed I shall have nothing left 
to wish for, and shall consider you, in any case, 
an adopted son. Watch over my precious Val; 
guard him, so far as in you lies, from suffering 
“and mistakes. He likes you and thinks you the 
finest fellow in Great Britain.” 

“I am anything but that,” ejaculated Lynford, 
’ who had never before felt so humiliated. 

“Look!” continued Mr. Tyrrell; “look, how 
Tate it is! We'll to bed. I am lighter-hearted 
this night than I have been for some weeks past, 
and I believe a// I wish will come to pass.” 

“Need I add,” cried Lynford, “how ardently 
I hope it may!” 

“She'll not refuse you; she can’t refuse you 
a. second time, and she sha’n't!” exclaimed Tyrrell, 
in some excitement. 

“Can you wonder I hesitate,” said Lynford, 
“when a second refusal would mean total defeat?”
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“Ay, but she won’t!—I somehow feel she 

won't. Good-night, Lynford; I'll take a look at 

Val asleep before I turn in. He is always like 

his father when he is asleep, and it comforts me 
to think I have done my best for him. Good- 

night.” .
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CHAPTER XI. 

“A PARTING GUEST.” 

THERE was little or no sleep for Lynford that 
night; he was feverish from excitement. The 
‘Prospect opened up to him by the intentions which 
Tyrrell announced was so amazing, so unexpected, 
that it seemed to him he had been listening to a 

fairy-tale. Above all, that Tyrrell should be 
‘anxious to see him united to his grandniece ap- 
peared the most extraordinary freak of fortune. 

“I wish to heaven the gold of this splendid 
chance were not tarnished by the infernal con- 
sciousness of being an impostor!” he thought. “I 
can’t go in and win when I know I am sailing 
under false colours. Then Beatrice is indifferent, 
——she must be; she is so deucedly friendly. Only 
to-day there was something sweet and kind in her 
voice and manner as we talked together in those 

A Fight with Fate, If. an 16
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old ruins. I am a blockhead to hang back when I 

know that my secret is a real secret, for it is un- 

shared; and, whatever my delinquencies, I should 

be a first-rate husband to Beatrice. She has 

entered into my soul, and dwells there. But if 

she does not love me? Why should I not try and . 

touch her heart? Why should she be different 

from other women? Ay, but she is! There’s an 

atmosphere of truth about her in which evil cannot 

live; yet she is deliciously soft and human, and 

free from the marble iciness of immaculate virtue. 

I wonder if she has any sneaking kindness for 

young Lorrimer? If so, I am done. Time will 

show. I suppose he’ll be here the day after to- 

morrow; then I shall soon find out. [hate young © 

men! they are generally blatant, conceited fools. 

Tll look in the baronetage to see how old 

he is. 

“What an extraordinary piece of good fortune 

my falling in with this fine old fellow has been! 

By Jove, I envy him the memory of his life! He 

has the physical advantages of a good race, the 

grand record of a self-made man; of mastering, 

single-handed, the position of which the law so 

unjustly deprived him, Were I a religious man,
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I should say that Providence was always on the 
side of the illegitimate. There’s the dawn! [ll 
get up; no use in lying here sleepless any 
longer.” 

* * * ¥ * _ * 

The day Lorrimer arrived was dark and drizz- 
ling, and Beatrice spent nearly the whole of it 
with Val, who was always cross in wet weather, 
and as much annoyed by being kept in-doors as 

“if he were a crack pedestrian or a votary of field 
sports. Lynford and-his host went forth, as usual, 
to tramp over the fields and visit the home farm, 
the latter looking better and more animated than 
usual, pointing out all the improvements he had 
made and explaining those he had planned with 
the liveliest interest and earnestness, as though 
anxious to impress his views and intentions on 
his successor. The old man indeed felt that the 
land and all it bore was his,—doubly, since he 
had found what he considered a worthy heir, and 
of his own blood; so that, after his beloved and 
stricken grandson, the domains of Lynford should 
not pass from the Claverings to the Stranger, and 
their name be forgotten,—so mysterious, yet so 

16*
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strong, is the love of man for the morsels of earth 

he calls his own. Is it the instinctive conscious- 

ness that earth is our mother? for dust, or earth, 

we are, and unto dust “shall we return.” 

“It is a goodly heritage,” said Tyrrell, medi- 

tatively, as he paused on the summit of an up- 

land, from which they could overlook a great part 

of the woods and catch a- glimpse of the grey 

Hall. “Promise me to care, for and keep the 

place during my poor Val’s life and your own. 

Bring up your children to love it, and consider it 

a sacred charge to transmit the acres uninjured to 

theirs.” 

‘«T promise,” returned Lynford. “TI shall value 

it now as I never did before,” and there was sin- 

cerity in his voice. ; 

Tyrrell was silent for a minute, and then 

raising himself from his fit of thought, he ex- 

claimed, “Come, let us get home. We are pretty 

well wet through, and there’s company coming.” 

Lorrimer was playing a game of chess with 

Val in what Mr. Tyrrell termed the “work-shop,” 

and everyone else “the, studio,” and Lynford saw 

at the first glance that he was no contemptible
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rival. There was an air of manliness and com- 
mon sense about him that seemed to Lynford 
likely to give him influence with women, an ex- 
pression of honesty and good humour in his 
clear blue eyes that suggested an attractive simi- 
larity between the nature of Beatrice and his own. 
No, he was a rival by no means to be de- 
spised. 

- He was very cordially greeted by Mr. Tyr- 
- rell, whom he informed that he had seen the | 

“lady of the house,” and thought her looking un- 
usually well. 

“Now she’s gone off to make herself fine,” said 
Val, querulously, “because a lot of stupid people 
are coming to dinner. I’m going to my own 
room. I hate people when they are fine! even 

- Beatrice.” _ 

“Come, come, Val! Miss Verner is never fine!” 
. cried Lorrimer: 

_ “Yes, she is. She can’t help it you know,— 
she can’t help it I know,—she must be like other 
people I suppose; but I like her best in her morn- 
ing frock and garden hat.” 

“Nonsense, boy,” said his grandfather; “you
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love her in everything. I think it’s time to dress,” 

he added. “Good-night, Val; you'll be asleep 

when I see you again.” 

The Dacres and Mr. and Mrs. Crewe, of Blox- 

ham Park, with a son and daughter, the rector, 

- his sister, and a man whose yacht, in stress of 

weather, had put into the land-locked bay, ‘and 

whose acquaintance Mr. Tyrrell had ‘made in 

Italy. 

The Lynford Hall dinners were excellent, and 

there was something original and amusing about 

the entertainment generally. ‘The Tyrrell episode 

was a break in the monotony of county routine, 

a boon for which society is always grateful, so_ 

refusals were rarely returned to Mr. Tyrrell’s invi- 

_ tations. 

Beatrice, whose dress of white silk with black ° 

lace and jet looked distinguished and becoming, 

fell to Lorrimer’s share, while the host and Lynford 

conducted the two married ladies.. 

Lorrimer was evidently determined to make the 

most of his advantageous position, and had neither 

eyes nor words for anyone save Beatrice. 

“I have a great piece of news!” exclaimed



“A PARTING GUEST.” 247 

Mrs. Dacre in one of the pauses, which will occur 

during the best-regulated dinners. 

“What a boon to a community suffering from 

news famine!” said Lorrimer. 

“You must all guess,” continued Mrs. Dacre. 

“Then give us some data to go upon,” asked 

Lynford. 

“Yes,” added young Crewe. “What description 

of news is it, scandalous, or not scandalous, so- 

cial, political, naval, military, or sporting?” 

“You ask too minute particulars,” said Mrs. 

Dacre. 

“No, by no means, mother,” returned her 

son, 

“Well, ‘then, it is non-scandalous and _so- 

cial” 

“Concerning a man or a woman?” asked Mr. 

Tyrrell. 

“Concerning both.” 

“A man and a woman and non-scandalous!” 
exclaimed Captain Grant, the yachtsman. “Then 

it is a marriage.” Whose, Mrs. Dacre?”
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“That would be telling. Whose has been 
most talked about and guessed at this season?” 

“Mrs. Garston’s,” said Lynford, helping him- 
self to an entrée, 

“Right, Lord Lynford! But no one, I am 
quite sure, no one will guess the bridegroom 
elect-——— 

“Balknockie?” “Sir Horace Damer?” “Ber- 
tram?” “Colvin?” guessed the men. 

“No, no. You'll never guess it! She is going 
to marry a man whose name has never been men- 
tioned in connection with hers, though it is pretty 
well known in other directions. Mrs. Garston is 
going to espouse the Marquis of Avonmore. ” 

“What! Avonmore!” 

“That old rip!” 

“Why, he is up to the chin in debt!” 
“He hasn’t an acre unmortgaged!” 
“Balknockie is a saint to him!” 

“She can’t know his character!” 
Were some of the exclamations with which 

the men greeted this announcement. 
“Oh, why doesn’t someone warn her!” said 

Beatrice, earnestly, in a low tone to Lorrimer. 
“Yes; she ought to be told,” he returned.
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“She will be terribly unhappy I am afraid.” 

“I suppose the title tempted her,” observed 
the host, gravely. 

“If anyone manages Avonmore, and gets full 
_ value out of the rather doubtful position of his _ 
marchioness, Mrs. Garston will,” remarked Lynford, 
with an air of conviction. 

2 hope Avonmore has a shrewd man of 
business to look after his interests,” said- Captain 

“Grant, the yachtsman. “I have had the pleasure , 
of knowing Mrs. Garston some years ago in India, 
and I don’t fancy Avonmore will get too much 

“rout of the transaction.” 

“Quite as much as he deserves,” said Lynford. 
Then Mrs. Dacre said she had her “news from 
the best authority,—a letter from Mrs. Garston 
herself, who, it seems, had made Lord Avonmore’s 
acquaintance a few months before, and had then 
refused him. He, however, persevered, and Mrs. 
Garston says she is so sick of the unsettledness of 
her life, and so touched by the devotion of her 
elderly lover, for, in spite of his errors and mis- 
takes, he is most agreeable and sympathetic, that 
she has made up her mind to marry him, and
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the wedding is to take place in a semi-private way 

about the end of October.” 

- Then the conversation turned on social gossip, . 

and many characters were torn to shreds. It was 

a style of conversation that bored the host con- 

siderably, as Beatrice well knew. She therefore 

gave the signal for departure to the drawing-room 

before they had by any means exhausted the 

subject; but Mrs. Dacre and Mrs. Crewe con- 

tinued it with much animation, while Beatrice 

entertained Miss Protheroe and Miss Crewe, with 

whom she had many topics in common. 

From this conversation she was called by a 

question .from Mrs. Dacre. “Your family and 

Mrs. Garston’s were old friends or connections, 

Miss Verner, were they not? That was the reason 

you were staying with her?” 

“Qh, no,” ‘returned Beatrice. “I was intro- — 

duced to Mrs. Garston by a mutual friend because 

I wanted employment and she wanted a companion 

and secretary.” 

“Oh, indeed!” and Mrs. Dacre felt that the 

candour of this reply had delivered Beatrice out 

of her hands; but Mrs. Crewe continued the
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examination: “Was she a pleasant person to live 
with?” 7 

“She was very nice to me for some time. 
Indeed, until I was obliged to leave her rather 
abruptly; that annoyed her.” 

“I can quite imagine that she did not like to | 
part with you,” said Mrs. Dacre, blandly. 

Here the precursors of the gentlemen arrived, . 
being Lynford and Lorrimer; both paused beside 

"Beatrice and Miss Crewe. 

Then the usual occupations and amusements 
ensued,—a little music to which no one listened, a 
little political discussion, a good deal of gossip, and 
sporting plans for the coming season. During the 
evening Lorrimer kept constantly by the side of 
Beatrice with the absolute indifference or even 
disgust to the society of other women peculiar to 
the young Englishman when hard hit. Lynford 
took malicious pleasure in frequently disturbing 
the virtual /é/e-d-téte between Beatrice and her 
admirer; for Lorrimer kept up-an animated con- 
versation, apropos of their common reminiscences 
of Florence and Italy. 

But guests who have a good many miles to
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drive home after dinner do not stay late, so it was 

comparatively .early when the house party only 

remained in the drawing-room. 

“Do give us one of those delightful, Sicilian 

airs you used to sing to Val and to me,” asked 

Lorrimer, seeing Beatrice rise as though going to 

say good-night. ; 

“Qh, do you sing, Miss Verner?” exclaimed 

Dacre, for Beatrice kept her music for home con- 

sumption chiefly. 

“Let them hear, my darlin’,” said the host, 

who took a great pride in his niece’s accomplish- 

ments; so Beatrice went to the piano, followed 

by Lorrimer,—to Lynford’s disgust,-who leaned 

on the end of the piano in a state of enchant- 
ment. 

Then Dacre started to use his eloquence in 

hopes of persuading Beatrice to try a mare he 

had lately bought and which he declared was a 

perfect lady’s horse. But she steadily refused, 

declaring she had not begun young enough and 

could never feel sufficiently at home in the saddle 

to be happy. 

The next morning Mr. Tyrrell took his guests
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for a long day’s shooting over a distant piece of 
moorland where the grouse “most did congre- 
gate.” 

Beatrice was warmly pressed to drive over 
with the lunch-basket and join them at their mid- 

- day meal, but Val wanted to drive into the county 
town to make some purchases on which he had 
set his heart, so Beatrice refused. 

The drive was rather a long one, and on their 
. return Beatrice, who felt tired and, what was very 
unusual with her, a good deal depressed by an 
undefinable sense of coming evil or disappointment, 
saw her uncle standing on the doorstep as if watch- 
ing for them. 

“Is anything the matter, gran’ dear?” she 
asked, as she ran up the steps. 

“Well, yes; Lynford is gone. They brought 
him a telegram at lunch-time from Lady Frederic 
Ormonde. Her husband has been taken danger- 
ously ill in Paris, where they were halting on their 
way to St. Moritz. She begged Lynford to go to 
her; so he left at once, and got off by the three 
o’clock train, intending to catch the night mail at 
Charing Cross.”
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A sudden sense of emptiness seized Beatrice. 
He was gone,—guzte gone,—and she had not had . 
a chance of saying good-bye to him, and. when 
could she hope to see him again? He had paid 
his visit to Lynford, and would now probably go 
wandering away, and they would drift apart,— 
perhaps for ever. This idea gave her so much 
pain that she blushed at her own weakness and 
folly. Lord Lynford was always nice and pleasant 
to her, but she had no right to suppose that he 
had any wish to repeat the offer she had so 
decidedly rejected. 

Val was loud in his regrets, and quite cross 
into the bargain. “The place wasn’t like itself,” 
he said, without Lynford, so he snubbed Lorrimer 
and was barely civil to Dacre, until his grand- 
father. rebuked him for his want of good man- 
ners. 

Beatrice was unusually quiet, and Dacre, find- 
ing things less lively than he expected, moved on 
to another house where he was engaged a day 
sooner than intended. Lorrimer lingered yet an- 
other twenty-four hours, and then departed in a 
very downcast and melancholy mood, bidding a 
long good-bye to his friendly host, as he intended
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to be afloat, he said, very soon indeed; there was 

nothing to keep him in England now. 

“I'm sorry for that poor young fellow, Lor- 

rimer,” said Tyrrell to Bea, as they sat together 

by a wood fire in the library when Val had gone 

to bed; “very sorry. He looked glum enough 

when I saw him off to-day. But he'll get over it 

all right by and by. You must make up your 

mind, my jewel, and marry some good man, and 

_ not be breaking the poor boys’ hearts.” 

“Oh, gran’, broken hearts are soon mended.” 

“Faith, some are, but not all,—not all. When 

you meet a true and a loving one, keep it care- 

fully, for it’s ill to heal.” 

Beatrice preserved a prudent silence, and after _ 

a pause the old man resumed: 

“IT must tell you a story, me darlin’,—one I’ve 

wanted to tell you for many a day, and this is a 

good chance. I want to tell you how Lord 

Lynford is our kinsman, you must know.—Indeed, 

I wish everyone to know, now that years have 

worn out the bitterness and success healed the 
wounds of the past.” 

Before she slept that night Beatrice had heard
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_ the strange and romantic family history, and 
experienced a curious thrill of satisfaction in re- 
flecting that there was a blood-tie—slender, at- 
tenuated, certainly—between Lynford and herself.
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CHAPTER XII, 

  

THE MIST LIFTS. 

Tue days rolled swiftly on. Only one letter 
from Lynford reached Mr. Tyrrell in the course 

-Of several weeks, and ‘in’ that he gave an in- 
different account of his brother-in-law’s health. He 
had had a feverish’ attack brought on by over- 
fatigue, and was greatly reduced. He could not, 
therefore, let his sister undertake the journey to 
St. Moritz alone with the invalid, so had promised 
to escort them there. So 

The fine weather which had prevailed to the 
middle of September ‘broke’ up about this time, 
and a succession of wet and stormy days kept 
Val a prisoner and added to the sense of gloom, 
~—of standing’ still at’ “the parting of the ways,”. 
—which oppressed Beatrice in spite of her efforts 
to throw off the feeling, her remonstrances with 
herself for yielding to such ‘unreasonable de- 
pression. : Ss me 
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Early in October Val was not very well. He 

took a slight chill, and was more than usually 

troubled with his old enemy,—a pain in the 

back. ; 

As Mr. Tyrrell was anxious to consult with 

his lawyer about the provisions of his will, and 

would hold several consultations on the subject, he 

proposed that they should all go up to town for 

a month, or longer if necessary, where Val could 

have the benefit of his favourite doctor’s advice; 

so his grandfather wrote to secure rooms at the 

hotel he always frequented. , 

Beatrice was rather sorry to be taken away 

from the home she had “already grown to love 

dearly; but. she knew how necessary she was 

both to Val and gran’, and cheerfully assented. 

Town was not too lively at that season; still, it 

had recovered from the period of utter emptiness. 

Men of business, of law, of literature, had re- 

turned to their labours; and their wives and 

daughters shopping with diligence, lent animation 

to the streets. 
The change seemed to do Val good, and they en- 

joyed an occasional visit to the theatre,—an amuse- 

ment which Val loved, in. spite of the difficulties



THE MIST LIFTS, 259 

of going in and coming out. On this subject he 
and Beatrice were profoundly sympathetic, and 
used to discuss their favourite actors and characters 
with intense interest. 

One morming Mr. Tyrrell had accompanied - 
Val to see the doctor, as ‘he always did, and 
Beatrice had just returned from an hour of shop- 
ping with her maid, and was putting some flowers 
she had brought back with her in water, when a 
card was presented to her inscribed “Mrs, Gars- 

" ton,” and that lady followed almost immediately. 
She was looking pale, and had a restless look 

in her fine dark eyes; but her lips were smiling, 
her manner cordial, as she held out her hand, 
exclaiming, “My dear Miss Verner, will you for- 
give me for calling on you in this unceremonious 
manner? but, as you may imagine, Iam desperately 
busy.” . 

“I am very glad to see you,” returned Bea- 
trice, kindly. “I did not know you were in town.” 

“I only came up two days ago, and heard 
from Mrs. Dacre last night that you were here, 
Do you’make any stay?” 

“I do not exactly know,—a week or tio more, 
perhaps.” 

17* 

.
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“Do you know you are not looking as well as 
one might expect from 2 country girl?. You are 
pale, and rather droopy about the eyes. How is 
your grandfather?—your granduncle? I never re- 
member which it is.” 

Beatrice laughed good-humouredly, “My uncle 

is very well, thank you. Indeed, he always is.” 

“And the grandson always. is ill. He can’t 

live very long, dear. If he dies I suppose Mr. 

Tyrrell will leave all his wealth to you? Excuse 
the question, but you know I always took a great 

interest in you, and you must forgive me for en- 

treating you to be very careful whom you marry. 
Do not spoil your life with romantic ideas on the 
subject.” 

“I hope I shall not,” returned Beatrice, smiling. 

“After all,” Mrs. Garston went on, “youth and 

looks and love: and everything pass away, but a 

solid income and a high position last to the last. 

If Mr. Tyrrell would take a house in town next 

season and entertain, you might make a brilliant 

match.” eo 

“But I am. quite sure he will not. Neither 
Val nor I care for coming to town, except, for a
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few weeks at a time. After all, Mrs. Garston, it is 

enough to be happy.” 

“Yes, but what do you require to make your 

happiness? You sce I speak quite frankly to you, 

for you were always a favourite of mine,” con- 

cluded Mrs. Garston, caressingly. 

“You are very good,” said Beatrice. 

“Would you like to come and help me to 

choose some of my things? I find Avonmore 

" wants to be married on the 25th; so it is rather 

a rush, though I am not getting much now. I shall 

complete my trousseau in Paris. By. the way, 

when does Lord Lynford return?” 

“Ido not know. He has gone to St. Moritz 

with Lord and Lady Frederic Ormonde. He has 

been very ill.” 

“Yes, I know; I thought it was not quite like 

Lynford to do sick-nurse to his brother-in-law; 

but, of course, everyone knows the reason now.” 

“I'am sure J do not,” said Beatrice, with a 

puzzled look. 

“Then it is time you did,” with a harsh laugh. 

“You know Lord: Frederic’s cousin, Lady Mary 

Sherrard, is with them; she is a great catch; and
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besides, is considered a very charming, accom- 
plished woman.” 

“Yes, I have heard of her. It would be very 
nice for Lord Lynford. Lady Mary would be a 
suitable companion to him, I fancy.” Beatrice 
said this so naturally, with such unrufiled com- 
posure, such a clear,-steady look into her visitor’s 
eyes, that Mrs. Garston felt she had launched her 
dart in vain. 

“Oh, Lord Lynford doesn’t want much com- 
panionship in a wife; a harem style of beauty 
woman is what he likes. His sister is trying to 
make up the marriage for him; she is devoted to 
her brother, and has been a good, useful friend 
to him. You know: he would have come to ter- 
nible grief in that affair with Mrs. Segrave but for 
her help. She asked colonel and Mrs. Segrave 
up to a shooting-lodge they had in Scotland, and 
as Lady Frederic has rather a high reputation in 
many ways, she managed to float Mrs, Segrave.” 

“I know nothing about it,” returned Beatrice, 
simply and quietly. She was really unmoved. 

- Lord Lynford might be going.to marry Lady 
Mary, that was all right and ‘natural enough, but 
that he had ever done anything’ really bad or
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dishonourable, ¢af her mind refused to accept. 

After a little more gossip and an offer to be her 

chaperon if Mr. Tyrrell would only take a house’ 

in town, Mrs. Garston took her departure, Beatrice 

refusing her repeated invitation to assist in the 

‘ choice of her wedding garments, alleging as an 

excuse that she never liked to absent herself long 

from Val when they were in London. 

“I did not imagine that you accepted the 

post of nurse when you went to live with Mr. 

Tyrrell,” returned Mrs. Garston, with a sneer. 

“Do persuade him to fix a day to dine with me; 

‘though I am living in rather picnic style, I want 

to introduce you both to Avonmore.” 

Beatrice promised to ask Mr. Tyrrell, and felt 

no small sense of relief when Mrs. Garston at last 

actually departed. . 

Mr. Tyrrell was out almost the whole of that 

day, and Val came back in good spirits from the - 

doctor’s,-and wished for a drive. - It was not till 

they all met at dinner that Bea had an oppor- 

tunity of mentioning the visit she had had from 

Mrs. Garston, adding her news respecting the 

possible marriage of Lord Lynford to Lady Mary 

Sherrard.
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“Marry?” repeated Val. “T never thought 
Lynford would marry.. What a horrid‘ nuisance 
it will. be to have a stiff fine lady coming in 
among us!” 

“I am told she ‘is ‘very delightful and good,” 
said Beatrice. 

“No matter; she cannot help being fine, and 
so she will spoil everything,” repeated Val. . 

“She is not here yet,” observed his grand- 
father quietly, with a keen glance from under 
his heavy eyebrows at Beatrice. “At any rate, it 
is what is called a suitable marriage, and that’s 
good.” Then he changed the subject, and no 
more was said. But he wrote a rather long letter 
after dinner, and rang for Denis to post it directly. 
Then he devoted himself to Val. and chess for 
the rest of the evening. Beatrice tried to read, 
but could not somehow gather the sense of the 

‘ page before her. She had no right to feel the 
pang she did when the full force of Mrs. Garston’s 
announcement ‘penetrated to her mind. ‘It was 
mean-spirited of her to expect Lord Lynford to 
make any advances again; she ought to abide by 
her first decision. ca 

* * * 4% *
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Nearly a week later Val was again to visit his 

doctor, and Mr. Tyrrell said at breakfast that he . 

had an appointment with his lawyer afterwards, 

“so I'll drive there from Dr. J.’s, and then Val can 

return for you, my dear.” 

“Very well, gran’. It promises to be a fine 

mild day, we might take a nice long drive into the 

country as soon as Val has had something to eat,” 

said Beatrice, who had been extremely quiet for 

_ the last few days, and seemed more disposed to 

read aloud than to talk to Val. 
“I hope you'll soon have done with your tire: 

some business, gran’,” exclaimed the boy. “For 

I am dying to go back to Lynford. Bea, I'd 

rather go to Allen’s studio than take a drive to- 

day. I want to buy that picture of his, ‘The 

Water-mill’ Will you give me money, gran’?” 

“Maybe I might. Anyway, you and Bea might 

have another look at it. Mind, you are ready by 

quarter to eleven, boy,—the doctor has fixed 

eleven to see you,” and Mr. Tyrrell retired to 

smoke his pipe in his own room, as he was pos- 

sessed with the idea that to smoke in a lady’s 

sitting-room was low and ungentlemanlike. 

Beatrice had seen that Val’s tie was properly
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arranged, and had given him a fresh pair of 

gloves, for the poor boy was dandified in his way; 

she had given him a parting kiss before Denis 

and one of the hotel porters carried him off to 

the carriage, and began to set forth her writing 

things, intending to give the rector’s sister their 

latest news, when Mr. Tyrrell came into the room 

with a radiant look on his fine old face, exclaim- 

ing, “Here’s an unexpected visitor, me jewel,” 

and immediately following him was Lynford. 

Beatrice felt her cheeks glow, and her heart 
give one great bound and then stand still for a 
second. 

“An unpardonably early visitor, I fear, Miss 

Verner,” he said, shaking hands with her. “But 

I was afraid you might have started for Lynford, 

.and I wanted a glimpse of you first.” 

“I am very glad to see you,” was all Beatrice - 

could command herself to say. 

“And so am I, faith!” exclaimed Tyrrell, 

heartily. “How did you leave your sister and her 

sick husband?” 

“He is certainly better, which implies that she 

is considerably more’ herself. I was glad to see
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Val looking so bright, though he 7 going to see 

his doctor.” 

“Ay, and I must not make him late. Re- 

member you have promised to wait here till he 

returns. I could hardly get him to keep his ap- 

pointment till Lynford promised to stay. Good-: 

bye for the present. You'll dine with us? Oh, 

by the way, we are to congratulate you, I believe, 

on your approaching marriage with a very charm- 

ing lady.” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Lynford, with a frown. 

“T should like to know her name.” 

“Lady Mary Sherrard.” . 

“What! Lady Mary?” repeated: Lynford, with 

a smile. 

“I can’t stay to hear more," cried Tyrrell; 

“tell your news to Bea; so till we meet.” He was 

out of the room before he ceased to speak, 

Lynford and Beatrice stood looking at each 

other. 

“Pray who is the author of this report?” he 
asked. 

“I do not know. It was Mrs. Garston who 

mentioned it to me.” 

“Ah! Did you believe her?”
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“Why should I not?” was the counter-ques- 
tion, and Beatrice laid her hand on the back of 
the chair beside her, for she trembled so much 
she could hardly stand. “It seems a perfectly 
Suitable marriage, and I have heard more than 
once that Lady Mary is charming and good and 
—rich.” . 

“She is all that. She is a girl I admire and . 
esteem, but she is not the woman I want to 
marry.” Beatrice was silent. “You must know 
that.” She was still silent. Lynford drew nearer. 
“You must know that Jou are the woman, and 
you only, whom I wish to call wife, whom I 
love with all my heart,—more fondly, more pas- 
sionately, than when you refused me. Are you 
still afraid of me? Do you still distrust me? 
Has the love you have inspired never touched 
you?” 

Beatrice clasped her hands and unclasped 
them; a smile quivered on her lips. 

“I do not distrust you any more. I am only 
Sorry, so sorry, I ever gave you pain. You must 
forgive me.” 

“Forgive you!” cried Lynford. “I deserve 
but little at your hands.” He drew her to him
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gently into an embrace that grew closer and closer. 

“If you can endure the idea of my companion- 

ship through life,” urged Lynford, “give me one 
kiss. You do not know how passionately I have 

longed to feel the touch of your lips.” 

“I do love you,” said Beatrice, almost in a 

whisper, with the sweet frankness that had always 

charmed him. , 

“And when did you begin to think you might 
find me not so bad a fellow, after all?” he asked, 
when at last he let her draw breath. 

“Almost as soon as I had refused you,” re- 

turned Beatrice, smiling even while tears of emo- 

tion hung on her long lashes. . 

“Why did you not let me see a little glimpse 

of light and hope, to lend me courage and shorten 

the bad time I have been passing through?” 

“How could I possibly know you still cared 
for me?” 

“How could you possibly fail to know it?” 

But it is useless, unfair, to follow further the 

excusable tautology of a lover’s dialogue, so in- 

effably sweet to the speakers, so exceedingly 

foolish to the readers. 

Gran’ and Val returned amazingly soon, in
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Lynford’s opinion, though, besides keeping Val 
waiting’ at Parkins’s office, Mr. Tyrrell drove to 
Allen’s studio and bought the picture his grandson 
fancied before they returned to luncheon, 

At’ the first glance at the pair who awaited 
them Tyrrell exclaimed,— 

“Well, my children, are you going to give the 
old man his heart’s desire?” Whereupon Beatrice 
ran to embrace him with happy tears, 

, * * * ¥ *¥ * 

It was a very happy Christmas-tide at the 
Hall that year, and early in the new one Beatrice 
entered on a happy married life, through which 
she was always more or less puzzled by the 

" curious humility which characterised Lynford’s 
estimate of himself whenever he spoke confiden- 
tially of their comparative merits, which only 
added to her profound affection, her unlimited 

' trust in the man she considered a model hus- 
band. 
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Frances Power Cobbe: Re-Echoesrv. 
Coleridge: The Poems z v. 
C. R. Coleridge: An English Squire 2v. 
Charles A. Collins: A Cruise upon 

Wheels 2 v. 
Mortimer Collins: Sweet and Twenty 

2v. A Fight with Fortune 2 v. 
Wilkie Collins: After Dark1v. Hide 

and Seek 2 v. A Plot in Private Life, etc. 
rv. The Woman in White 2 v. Basil 1 v. 
No Name 3 v. The Dead Secret, etc. 2v. 
Antonina 2 v. Armadale 3 v. The Moon- 
stone 2v. Man and Wife 3 v. Poor Miss 
Finch 2v. Miss or Mrs.? rv. The New 
Magdalen 2 v. The Frozen Deep x v. The 
Law and the Lady 2v. The Two Destinies 
xv. My Lady’s Money, and Percyand the 
Prophet rv. The Haunted Hotel1 v. The 
Fallen Leaves 2v. Jezebel's Daughter 2v. 
The BlackRobe av. Heart andScience2v. 
“T sayNo,” av. The Evil Genius2v. The 
Guilty River and The Ghost’s Touch x v. 
The Legacy of Cain 2 v. Blind Love 2 v. 

“Cometh up as a Flower,” Author 
of—vide Broughton. 
. Hugh Conway: Called Back x v. 
Bound Together 2v. Dark Daysrv. A 
Family Affair 2 v. Living or Dead 2 v. 

. F. Cooper: The Spy (w. Port.) rv. The 
Two Admirals rv. TheJack O’Lantern rv. 

M. Corelli: Vendetta! 2v. Thelma 2v. 
A Romance of Two Worlds 2 v, ‘‘Ardath” 
Fr, ommwvood. ADrama of Paris 2 v. The 
lired Baby, etc. 1 v. Barabbas 2 v. The 

Sorrows of Satan 2v. The MightyAtomiy, 
The County 1 v. 

- George L. Craik: A Manual of English 
Literature and Language 2 v. 

Mrs, Craik (Miss Mulock): John   

Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. The Head of the 
Family 2 v. A Life for a Life 2v. A 
Woman’s Thoughts about Women 1 v. 
Agatha’s Husband rv. RomanticTalesrv. 
Domestic Stories x v. Mistress and Maid 
rv. The Ogilvies x v. Lord Erlistoun rv. 
Christian’s Mistake rv. Bread upon the 
Waters 1 v. A Noble Life 1 v. Olive 2v. 
Two Marriagesrv. Studies from Liferv. 
Poems x v. The Woman's Kingdom 2 v. 
The Unkind Word, ete. 2 v. A Brave Lady 
2v. Hannah 2 v. Fair Francerv. My 
Mother and I rv. The Little Lame Prince 
ry. Sermons out of Church rv. The Laurel 
Bush, etc. rv. A Legacy 2 v. Young Mrs. 
Jardine 2 v. His Little Mother, etc. rv. 
Plain Speaking 1 v. Miss Tommy x v. 
King Arthur: not a Love Story 1 v. 

Miss G. Craik: Lostand Won rv. Faith, 
Unwin’s Ordeal rv. Leslie Tyrrell x v. 
Winifred’s Wooing 1 v. Mildred x v. 
Esther Hill’s Secret 2v, Hero Trevelyan 
rv. Without Kith orKin 2v. Onlya Butter- 
fly rv. Sylvia's Choice ; Theresa 2v. Anne 
Warwick1v: Dorcas2v. Two Women2v. 
G.M.Craik & M.C. Stirling: TwoTales 

of Married Life (Hard to Bear, by Miss 
Craik; A True Man, by M. C. Stirling) 2 v. 

Mrs. Augustus Craven: Eliane. Trans- 
lated by Lady Fullerton 2 v. 

F.M. Crawford: Mr.Isaacszv. Doctor 
Claudius 1 v. To Leeward v. A Roman 
Singer rv. An American Politician x v. 
Zoroaster1v. A Lonely Parish 2v. Saraci- 
nesca 2v. Marzio’s Crucifix rv. Paul Patoff ' 
2y. With the Immortals x v. Greifenstein’ 
2v. Sant’ Ilario 2v. A Cigarette-Maker’s 
Romance 1 v. Khaled x v, The Witch of 
Prague 2 v. Three Fates 2 v. Don Orsino 
2v, The Children of the Kingrv. Pietro 
Ghisleri 2v. Marion Darche rv. Katharine 
Lauderdale 2v. The Ralstons 2 v. Casa 
Braccio 2 v. Adam Johnstone's Son 1 v. 

S.R.Crockett: The Raiders 2 v. Cleg 
Kelly2v.- . . 

J. W. Cross: v. George Eliot's Life. 
Miss Cummins: The Lamplighter x v. 

Mabel Vaughan 1 v. El Fureidis x v. 
Haunted Hearts z v. 

P. Cushing: The Blacksmith of Voe2 v. 
“Daily News": The War Corre- 

spondence 1877 by A. Forbes, etc. 3 v. 
Dark 1 v. 
R. Harding Davis: Gallegher, etc.rv. - 

Van Bibber and Others x v. 
De Foe: Robinson Crusoe x v. 
M, Deland: Joba Ward, Preacher x v,* 
Democracy 1 v. 

Lhe price of each volume is t Mark Go Pfeunign 
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' Demos vide George Gissing. 
Charles Dickens: The Pickwick Club 

(w. Port.) 2v. American Notestv. Oliver 
Twistrv. Nicholas Nickleby 2v. Sketches 
1v. Martin Chuzzlewit2v. A Christmas 
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Hearth rv. Master Humphrey’s Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 

v. Pictures from Italy rv. The Battle of 
ife; the Haunted Manrv. Dombey and 

Son 3 v. David Copperfield 3 v. Bleak 
House 4v. A Child’s History of England 
(2 v. 8° M. 2,90.) Hard Timesrv. Little 
Dorrit gv. A Tale of two Cities 2 v. Hunted 
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v. 
Great Expectations 2 v. Christmas Stories 
xv. Our Mutual Friend 4 v. Somebody’s 
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. Doctor Marigold’s 
Prescriptions; Mugby Junction 1 v. No 
Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hollingford 
rv. The Mystery of Edwin Drood 2 vy, The 
Mudfog Papers, etc. v. Vide Household 
Words, Novels and Tales, and J. Forster. 

Charles Dickens: The tters of 
Charles Dickens edited by his Sister-in- 
Jaw and his eldest Daughter 4 v. 

B. Disraeli (Lord Beaconsfield): Con- 
ingsby rv. Sybil x v. Contarini Fleming 
(w. Port.) rv. Alroyrv. Tancred 2 v. 
Venetia 2 v. Vivian Grey 2v. Henrietta 
Temple 1 v. Lothair 2v. Endymion 2 v. 

Ella Hepworth Dixon: The Story of 
a Modern Woman 1 v. . 
W. Hepworth Dixon: Personal His- 

tory of Lord Bacon rv. The Holy Land 
2v. New America 2v, Spiritual Wives 2 v. 
Her Majesty’s Tower 4v. Free Russia 
2v. History of two Queens6v. White 
Conquest 2v. Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

L. Dougall: Beggars All 2 v. 
Ménie Muriel Dowie: A Girlin the 

Karpathians x v. 
A.C, Doyle: TheSign of Four rv. Micah 

Clarke 2v. The Captain of the Pole-Star 
rv. The White Company 2 v. A Study in 
Scarlet rv, The Great Shadow, etc. rv. 

- Sherlock Holmes 2 v. The Refugees 2 v. 
The Firm of Girdlestone 2 v. The Memoirs 
of Sherlock Holmes 2v. Round the Red 
Lamp v. The Stark Munro Letters x y. 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. 

Professor Henry Drummond: The 
Greatest Thing in the World, etc. x v. 

The Earl and the Doctor: South Sea 
Bubbles 1 v. : 

+ The Earl of Dufferin: Letters from 
High Latitudesav. :   

Mrs, Edwardes: Archie Lovell 2 v. 
Steven Lawrence, Yeoman2v. Qught 
weto Visither? 2v. A Vagabond Heroine 
tv. Leah: A Woman of Fashion 2 v. A 
Blue-Stockingrv. Jet:.Her Face or Her 
Fortune? rv. Vivian the Beauty ry. A 
Ballroom Repentance 2 v. A Girton Girl 
2v. A Playwright’s Daughter, etc. rv. 
Pearl-Powder 1 v. The Adventuress rv. 

Miss A. B. Edwards: Barbara’s His- 
tory2v. MissCarewzv. Hand andGlovo 
rv. Halfa Millionof Money2v. Deben- 
ham’s Vow2v. In the Days of my Youth 
2v. Untrodden Peaks, etc. rv. Monsieur 
Maurice ry. Black Forestrv. A Poetry- 
Book of Elder Poets 1 v. A Thousand 
Miles up the Nile 2 v. A Poetry-Book of © 
Modern Poets 1 v. Lord Brackenbury 2¥, 

Miss M, B.-Edwards: The Sylvestres 
tv. Felicia 2v. Brother Gabriel 2 v. Fore- 
stalledzv. Exchange no Robbery, etc. rv. 
Disarmed rv. DoctorJacob rv. Pearlarv. 
NextofKin Wanted rv. ThePartingofthe 
Waysxv. For One and the World x v. 
A French Parsonage tv. France ofTo-day 
rv. TwoAuntsand a Nephew ry. ADream 
of Millions x v. The Curb of Honour 
tv. France of To-day (2nd Series) x v. 
A Romance of Dijon rv. The Dream- 
Charlotte z v. ~ 

E. Eggleston: The Faith Doctor 2 v. 
Barbara Elbon: Bethesda 2 v. 
George Eliot: Scenes of Clerical Life 

2v. Adam Bede 2 v. The Mill on the 
Floss 2 v. Silas Marner rv. Romolazv. 
Felix Holt 2v. Daniel Derondagy. The 
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob rv. Im- 
pressions of Theophrastus Such rv Essays 
and Leaves from a Note-Book 1 v, 

George Eliot's Life as related in her 
Letters and Journals, Edited by her Hus- 
band J. W. Cross 4 v. 

Mrs, Elliot: Diary of an Idle Woman 
in Italy 2 v. Old Court Life in France 2, 
ThelItalians2y. Diary ofan Idle Woman 
in Sicily xv. Pictures of Old Rome tr v, 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Spain 2y. The 
Red Cardinal 1 vy. Sophia y. Diary of 
an Idle Woman in Constantinople rv. Old 
Court Lifein Spain 2 v. Roman Gossip xv. 

Henry Erroll: An Ugly Duckling rv. 
E. Rentoul Esler: The Way they 

loved at Grimpat 1 vol. 
Essays and Reviews z v. 
Estelle Russell 2 v, : 
D'Esterre-Keeling: vide Keeling. 
Euthanasia x y, ho. 
J. H. Ewing: Jackanapes, etc. 1 vs 

The price of cach volume is 1 Mark 60 Pfennig.
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A Flat Iron for a Farthing 1 v. The 
Brownies, etc. x v. , 

Expiated 2 v. 
F. W. Farrar: Darkness and Dawn 3v. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 authors, 1 v. 
Percy Fendall: verde F, C. Philips. 
George Manville Fenn: The Parson 

o’ Dumford 2 v. The Clerk of Portwick 2v. 
Fielding: Tom Jones 2 v. 
Five Centuries oftheEnglish Language 

and Literature (vol. soo) x v. 
George Fleming: Kismet. A. Nile 

Novel rv. Andromeda 2 v. 
A. Forbes: My Experiences of the War 

between France and Germany 2v. Sol- 
diering and Scribbling 1v. Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v.—See also 

..“ Daily News,” War Correspondence. 
R. E. Forrest: Eight Days 2 v. 
Mrs. Forrester: Viva 2v. Rhona2v. 

Roy and Violazv. My Lord and My Lady 
av. Ihave Lived and Loved2v. June2v. 
Omnia Vanitas xv. Although he was a 
Lord 1v. Corisande rv. Once Again2v. 
Of the World, Worldly x v. Dearest 2 v. 
The Light of other Daysxv. Too Late 
Repented 1 v. 

jJ.Forster: Life of Charles Dickens 6v. 
Life and Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

* Jessie Fothergill: The First Violinav. 
Probation 2v. Made orMarred, and ‘One 
of Three” rv. Kith and Kin2v. Peril 
2v. Borderland 2 v. 
“Found Dead,” Author of—v. J. Payn. 
Caroline Fox: Memories of Old Friends 
from her Journals, edited by H. N. Pym2v, 

Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 
Harold Frederic: TWumination 2 v. 
Edward A. Freeman: The Growth 

of the English Constitution rv. Select 
Historical Essays x v. Sketches from 
French Travel r v. 
James Anthony Froude: Oceana 1 v. 

The Spanish Story of the Armada, etc. rv. 
Lady G. Fullerton: Ellen Middleton 

rv. Grantley Manor 2v. Lady Bird2v. 
Too Strange not to beTme2v. Constance 
Sherwood 2 v. A stormy Life2v. Mrs. 
Gerald's Niece2v, The Notary’s Daugh- 
terrv. The Lilies of the Valley, etc. 1 v. 
Countess de Bonneval rv. Rose Leblanc 
tv. Seven Stories v. The Life of Luisa 
de Carvajal rv, A Will and a Way, etc. 
av. Eliane av. (v. Craven). Laurentia xv. 

. Mrs. Gaskell: Mary Bartonzv. Ruth 
av. North and South x v. Lizzie Leigh, 
etc. xv. Charlotte Bronté 2 v. Lois the 
‘Witch, etc. rv. Sylvia’s Lovers 2v. A Dark   

Night’s Work rv. Wives and Daughters 
3v. Cranford xv. Cousin Phillis, ete. 1 v. 

Dorothea Gerard: Lady Baby 2 v. 
Recha rv. Orthodox 1 v. 

E. Gerard: A Secret Mission 1 v. 
AgnesGiberne: The Curate’sHomerv. 
G. Gissing: Demos. A Story of Eng- 

lish Socialism 2 v. New Grub Street 2 v. 
Right Hon, W.E. Gladstone: Rome 

and the Newest Fashions in Religion rv. 
Bulgarian Horrors, etc. 1 v. The Hellenic 
Factor in the Eastern Problem 1 v. - 
Goldsmith: The Select Works: The 

Vicar of Wakefield, etc. (w. Portrait) rv. 
EdwardJ.Goodman: Too Curious: v. 
J. Gordon: A Diplomat's Diary 1 v. 
Major-Gen. C. G. Gordon's Journals, 

at Kartoum. Introduction and Notes by 
A.E. Hake(with eighteen Illustrations) av. 
Mrs.Gore: Castlesin theAirrv. The 

Dean’s Daughter 2 v. Progress and Pre- 
judicezv. Mammon zv. A Life’s Lessons 
av. Two Aristocracies2v. Heckington 2v. 

Sarah Grand: Our ManifoldNature 1 v. 
Miss Grant: Victor Lescar2v. The 

Sun-Maid 2v. My Heart's in the High- 
lands 2v. Artiste 2 v. Prince Hugo2v. | 
Cara Roma 2 v. 

M. Gray: The Silence of Dean Maite 
land 2 y. The Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 

Ethel St. Clair Grimwood: My Three 
Years in Manipur (with Portrait) x v. 
Grohman: Tyrol and the Tyrolese r v. 
Gunter: Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v. 
“Guy Livingstone,” Author of—Guy 

Livingstone tv. Sword and Gown 1 v. 
Barren Honour rv. Border and Bastille 
rv. Maurice Deringrv. Sans Merciav. 
Breaking a Butterfly 2 v. <Anteros 2v. 
Hagarene 2 v. . 

J. Habberton: Helen’s Babies & Other 
People’sChildren1 v. The Bowsham Puzzle 
tv. OneTramp: Mrs, Mayburn's Twins rv. 

H. Rider Haggard: King Solomon’s 
Mines rv. She 2v. Jessa y. Allan Quater- 
main 2v. The Witch’s Head 2v. Maiwa’s 
Revenge rv. Mr. Meeson’s Will 1 v. Col. 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. Cleopatra 2v. Allan’s 
Wife 1v. Beatrice 2 v. Dawn 2v. Montezu- 
ma’s Daughter 2 v. The People of the Mist 
2v. Joan Haste 2 v. Heart ofthe World av. 

H. Rider Haggard and Andrew Lang: 
The World’s Desire 2 v. 

Hake: wide “' Gordon's Journals.” 
Mrs.S.C. Hall: Can Wrong be Right? 

ry. Marian 2 v. 
’ Philip Gilbert Hamerton: Marmorme 
rv. French and English 2 v. 

Ihe price of each volume is 1 Mark 60 Pfennig. 
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Thomas Hardy: The Hand of Ethel- 

berta2v. Far from the Madding Crowd 
2¥. The Return of the Native2v. The 
Trumpet-Major2v, A Laodicean av. Two 
on a Tower 2 v. A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. Tess of the 
D'Urbervilles 2 v. Life’s Little Ironiest v. 
Jude the Obscure 2 v, 

Beatrice Harraden: Ships that pass ia 
the Night rv. In Varying Moods x v. 
AgnesHarrison: Martin’s Vineyard1v. 
Bret Harte: Prose and Poetry (Tales 

ofthe Argonauts; Spanish and American 
Legends; Condensed Novels; Civic and 
Character Sketches; Poems) 2v. Idyls of 
the Foothillsrv. Gabriel Conroy 2v. Two 
Men of Sandy Barry. Thankful Blossom, 
etc. rv. The Story ofa Miner y. Driftfrom 
Two Shores rv. An Heiress of Red Dog, 
etc. rv. The Twins of Table Mountain, 
etc. rv. Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, etc. rv. 
Flipand other Stories1 v. Onthe Frontier 
xv. ByShoreand Sedgerv. Marujarv. 
Snow-bound at Eagle’s and Devil's Ford 
xv. The Crusade of the Excelsior’ rv. 
A Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready, ete. 
rv. Captain Jim’s Friend, ete. 1v, Cressy 
rv. The Heritageof Dedlow Marsh, ete, 
xv. A Waif of the Plains rv. A Ward of 
the Golden Gato rv. A Sappho of Green 
Springs, etc.rv. A First Family of Tasajara 
Iv. lone] Starbottle’s Client, etc. 1 vy, 
Susy rv. Sally Dows, etc. rv. A Protégée 
of Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel’s, etc.1v. Clarence 1v, 
In a Hollow of the Hills, ete. x v. 
, Sir H. Havelock: vide Rev. W. Brock. 

G. Hawthorne: vurde “Miss Molly.” 
Nathaniel Hawthorne: The Scarlet 

Letter 1 v. Transformation 2 v. Passages 
from the English Note-Books 2 v. 

“Heir of Redelyffe,” Author of—vide 
Yonge. 

Sir Arthur Helps: Friends in Council 
2v. Ivande Biron2zv. — - 

Mrs. Hemans: Sclect Poet. Works rv. 
Admiral Hobart Pasha: Sketches 

from my Life 1 v. 
John Oliver Hobbes: The Gods, some 

Mortals and Lord Wickenham x v.- 
Mrs, Cashel Hocy: A Golden Sorrow 

2v. Out of Court 2 v. . 
Oliver Wendell Holmes: The Autocrat 

ofthe Breakfast-Table rv. The Professor 
atthe Breakfast-Table 1v. The Poct atthe 
Breakfast-Table 1 v. Over the Teacups1v, 

Hope: Mr. Witt’s Widow rv. A Change 
of Airxy, Halfa Hero xv. The Indiscre-   

tion of the Duchess rv. God in the Car 
rv. Chronicles of Count Antonio xy. 
Comedies of Courtship x v. 

E. William Hornung: A Bride from 
the Bush rv. Under Two Skies rv. Tiny 
Luttrell rv. The Boss of Taroomba 1v. 
Houschold Words: conducted by 

Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 36 v. Novers 
and Tares reprinted from Houschold 
Words by Charles Dickens. 1856-59. Irv. 
How to be Happy though Married rv, 
Miss Howard: One Summerry. Aunt 

Serena 1 v. Guenn 2 v. Tony, the Maid, 
etc. ry. The Open Door 2v. A Fellowa 
and His Wife x v. 
W. D. Howells: A Foregone Conclu- 

sion rv. The Lady of the Aroostook x v. 
a Modern Instance 2 v. The Undiscovered 
Country 1 v. Venetian Life (w. Portrait) 
tv. Italian Journeys rv. A Chance Ac- 
quaintance rv. Their Wedding Journey 
tv. A Fearful Responsibility, ete.rv. A 
Woman's Reason 2v. Dr. Breen’s Prac- 
tice x v. Tho Rise of Silas Lapham 2 vy. 
Thomas Hughes: Tom Brown's 

School Days x v. 
Mrs. Hungerford: Molly Bawn 2 v, 

Mrs, Geoffrey 2v. Faith and Unfaith 2 v. 
Portia av. Loys, Lord Berresford, etc. 
1v. Her First Appearance, etc. 1v. Phyllis - 
2v. Rossmoyne 2v. Doris2v. A Maiden 
all Forlorn, etc. 1v. A Passive Crime, ete. 
rv, Green Pleasureand Grey Grief 2v. A 
Mental Struggle 2v. Her Week's Amuse- 
ment; Ugly Barrington rv. Lady Branks- 
mere 2v, Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. 
A Modern Circe 2v. Marvel 2v. The 
Hon, Mrs. Vereker 1 v. Under-Currents 
2v. In Durance Vile, etc. rv. A Trouble. 
some Girl, etc. rv. A Life’s Remorse 2 v, 
A Born Coquette 2v. The Duchess t v. 
Lady Verner’s Flight rv. A Conquering 
Heroine, etc. rv. Nora Creinazv. A 
Mad Prank, etc. rv. The Hoyden 2 v, 
The Red House Mystery rv. An Unsatis- 
factory Lover z v. Peter’s Wife 2v. The 
Three Graces xv. A Tug of Warr v. The 
Professor's Experiment 2v. A Point of 
Conscience 2 v. 
Jean Ingelow: Off the Skelligs 3 v. 

Poems 2v. Fated to be Free 2 y. Sarah 
de Berenger 2 v. Don John 2 v. 
The Hon. Lady Inglis: The Siege of 

Lucknow x v. 
John H. Ingram: vide E. A. Poe, 
Tota: A Yellow Aster x v. Children of © 

Circumstance 2 v. 
‘Washington Irving: TheSketch Book 

The price of cach volume ts 1 Mark Go Pfennig
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(with Portrait) rv. The Life of Mabomet 
z v. Successors of Mahomet rv. Oliver 
Goldsmith x v. Chronicles of Wolfert’s 
Roost 1 v. Life of Washington § v. 

Helen Jackson (H. H.): Ramona 2 v. 
Charles T.C. James: Holy Wedlock rv. 
G. P. R. James: Morley Emstein (with 

Portrait) x v. Forest Days 1 v. The False 
Heir x v. Arabella Stuart x v. Rose 
d’Albret rv. Arrah Neil rv. Agincourt 
xv. The Smuggler 1 v. The Step-Mother 
2v. Beauchamprv. Heidelbergry. The 
Gipsy rv. The Castle of Ebrenstein 1 v. 
Darnley x v. Russell 2v. The Convict 
2. Sir Theodore Broughton 2 v. 

H. James: TheAmerican 2 v. TheEuro- 
peans 1v, Daisy Miller, etc. rv. Roderick 
Hudson 2 v. The Madonna of the Future, 
ete. rv. Eugene Pickering, ctc. 1 v. 
Confidence 1 v. Washington Square, etc. 
2v. The Portrait of a Lady 3 v. Foreign 
Parts1v. French Poets and Novelists z v. 
The Siege of London, etc. 1 v. Portraits 
of Placesrv. A LittleTour in France 1 v. 

J. Cordy Jeaffreson: A Book about 
Doctors 2 v. A Woman in Spite of Her- 
self 2 v. The Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Mrs. Jenkin: ‘Who Breaks—Pays’” 
av. Skinmishing 1 v. Once and Again 
2v. Two French Marriages 2 v. Within 
an Ace 1 v. Jupiter’s Daughters x v. 

- EdwardJenkins: Ginx’s Baby, etc.2v. 
* “Jennie of ‘the Prince’s,’" Author of 
vide B. H. Buxton. 
Jerome K. Jerome: The Idle Thoughts 

ot an Idle Fellowrv. Diary of a Pil- 
gtimage 1 v. Novel Notes 1 v. 

Douglas Jerrold: History of St. Giles 
and St. James 2v. Men of Character 2 v. 

“John Halifax,” Author of—vide Mrs, 
Craik. : 
“Johnny Ludlow,” Author of—vide 

Mrs. Henry Wood. wea? 
Johnson: The Lives of the English 

Pocts 2 v. Cpe 
Emily Jolly: Colonel Dacre 2v, - 
“Joshua Davidson,” Author of—-wide 

E. Lynn Linton. pp 
. _ Miss Kavanagh: Nathalie 2 v. Daisy 
Burns 2 v. Grace Lee 2 v. Rachel Gray 
rv. Adéle 3 v. The Two Sicilies 2 v. 
Seven Years, etc. 2v. French Women 
of Letters rv. English Women of Letters 
rv. Queen Mab 2. Beatrice 2 v. Sybil’s 
Second Love 2v. Dora2v, Silvia 2 v. 
Bessie 2 v. John Dorrien 3 v. Two Lilies 
2 v. Forget-me-nots 2 y. 

A. Keary: Oldbury 2v. Castle Daly 2v,   

Elsa D'Esterre-Keeling: Three Sisters 
tv. A Laughing Philosopher rv. Tho 
Professor’s Wooing 1 v. In Thoughtland 
and in Dreamland rv. Orchardscroft rv. 
Appassionata rv. Old Maids and Young 
2v. . : 

Kempis: vide Thomas a Kempis. 
R. B. Kimball: Saint Leger x v. 

Romance of Student Life abroad x v. 
Undercurrents 1 v. Was he Successful? rv 
To-Day in New-York 1 v. 
A.W. Kinglake: Eothen rv. Tho In- 

vasion of the Crimea 14 v. 
Charles Kingsley: Yeastxv. West- 

wardho! 2v. Two Yearsago2v. Hypatia 
2 v. Alton Locke x v. Hereward the 
Wake 2 v. At Last 2 v. 

Charles Kingsley: His Letters and 
Memories of his Life, ed. by his Wife 2v. 

H. Kingsley: Ravenshoe 2 v. Austin 
Eltiot 1 v. The Recollections of Geofiry 
Hanlyn2v. The Hillyars and the Burtons 
2v. Leighton Court x v. Valentin 1 v. 
OakshottCastle rv. Reginald Hetherego 
2v. The Grange Garden 2 v. 

Kipling: Plain Tales from the Hills: v. 
May Laffan: Flitters, Tatters, and the 

Counsellor, etc. 1 v. 
Charles Lamb: The Essays of Elia 

and Eliana 1 v. 
A. Lang: wide H. R. Haggard. 
Mary Langdon: Ida May xv. 
“The Last of the Cavaliers," Author 

of—The Last of the Cavaliers 2v. The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

The Hon. EmilyLawless: Hurrish rv. 
Leaves from the Journal of our Life 

in the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. 
More Leaves from the Journal of a Life 
in the Highlands from 1862 to 1882 i v. 

. Holme Lee: usde Miss Parr, 
- S: Le Fanu: Uncle Silas 2 v. Guy 
Deverell 2 v. : 

> Mark Lemon: Wait for the End 2 v. 
Loved at Last 2 v. Falkner Lyle 2 v. 
Leyton Hall, etc. 2 v. Golden Fetters 2v. 

Charles Lever: The O’Donoghue r v. 
The Knight of Gwynne 3 v. Arthur 
O'Leary 2v. Harry Lorrequer 2v. Charles 
O'Malley 3v. Tom Burke of ** Ours” 3 v. 
Jack Hinton 2 v. The Daltons 4 v. the 
Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. Tho Martins 
of Cro’ Martin 3 v. o Fortunes of 
Glencore 2 v. Roland Cashel 3 v. Daven- 
port Dunn 3 v. Confessions of Con Cregan 
2v. One of Them2v. Maurice Tiernay 2 v. 
Sir Jasper Carew 2v. Barrington 2v. A 
Day's Ride 2 v. Luttrellof Arran zy. Tony 
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Butler 2v. Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2v. The 
Branilcighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. A Rent 
ina Cloud rv. That Boy of Norcott’s rv. | 
St. Patrick's Eve; Paul Gosslett’s Con- 
fessions r v. Lord Kilgobbin 2 v. 
. G.H.Lewes: Ranthorpe rv. Physio- 
logy of Common Life 2 v. On Actors and 
the Art of Acting x v. 

‘_ E.Lynn Linton: Joshua Davidson rv. 
Patricia Kemball 2 v. The Atonement ot 
Leam Dundas 2 v. The World well Lost 
2v. Under which Lord? 2 v. With a 
Silken Thread, ete. rv. Todbunters’ at 
Loanin’ Head, etc. rv. ** My Love!” av. 
The Girl of the Period, etc. rv. Ione 2v. 

L. W. M. Lockhart: Mine is Thine 2v. 
LordAugustus Loftus, Diplomatic Re- 

miniscences of—, 1837-1862 (w. Portr.) 2v. 
Longfellow: Poetical Works (w. Port.) 

3v. The Divine Comedy of DanteAlighieri 
3 v. The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
the Divine Tragedy : v. Flower-de-Luce, 

ete. rv. The Masque of Pandora : y. 
’- Margaret Lonsdale: Sister Dora (with 
a Portrait of Sister Dora) rv. * 

A Lost Battle 2 v. 
Sir J. Lubbock: The Pleasures of Life 

tv. The Beautics of Nature (w. Ilust.) rv. 
The Use of Life x v. 

Lutfullah: Autobiography of Lutfullah, 
by Eastwick 1 v. 
Edna Lyall: WeTwo2v. Donovan2v. 

Inthe Golden Days2v. Knight-Errant2 v. 
Won by Waiting av. 

Lord Lytton: usde Bulwer. 
Robert Lord Lytton (Owen Meredith) : 

Poems 2 v. Fables in Song 2 v. 
Maarten Maartens: The Sin of Joost 

Avelingh rv. An Old Maid’s Love 2 v. 
God’s Fool 2 v. The Greater Glory 2 v. 
My Lady Nobody 2 v. 

Lord Macaulay: History of England 
(w. Port.) 10 v. Critical & Historical Essays 
5v. Lays of Ancient Rome rv. Speeches 
2 y. Biographical Essays rv. William 
Pitt, Atterbury 1 v. (See also Trevelyan). 

Justin MCCarthy: The Waterdale 
Neighbours 2v. Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. 
Miss Misanthrope 2 v. <A History of our 
own Times 5 v. Donna Quixote2v. A 
sbort History of our own Times2zv. A 
History of the Four Georges vols. 1 & 2. 
. George Mac Donald: Alec Forbes of 
Howglen 2 v. Annals of a Quiet Neigh- 
bourhood 2 v. David Elginbrod2v. The 
Vicar’s Daughter2v. Malcolm2v. St. 
George and St. Michael zv. The Marquis 
ofLossiez v. Sir Gibbie2v. Mary Marston   

2v. The Gifts of the Child Christ, etc. z v. 
The Princess and Curdie r v. 

Mrs. Mackarness: SunbeamStories rv. 
A Peerless Wife 2v. A Mingled Yarn 2v. 

E.Mackay: LoveLettersofa Violinistiv. 
Chas.MCKnight: Old FortDuquesne2v, 
Ian Maclaren: Beside the Bonnie 

Brice Bush t v. The Days of Auld 
Langsyne x v. 
Norman Macleod: Theold Licutenant 

and his Son rv. 
Mrs. Macquoid: Patty 2 v. Miriam's 

Marriage2v. Pictures across the Channel 
2v. TooSoonrv. My Story 2v. Diane2v. 
Beside the River 2 v. A Faithful Lover 2v. 
- “Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of— 
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. Denise x v. 
Madame Fontenoy xv. On the Edge of 
the Storm rv. The Atelier du Lys 2 v. 
In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Lord Mahon: wide Stanhope. 
E.S. Maine: Scarscliff Rocks 2 v. 
L. Malet: Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2v. 
Lord: Malmesbury: Memoirs of an 

Ex-Minister 3 v. : 
Mary E.Mann: A Winter’s Tale x v. 
R. Blachford Mansfield: The Log of 

the Water Lily 1 v. 
Marmone: v. Philip G. Hamerton, 
Capt.Marryat: Jacob Faithful (w. Port.) 

1v. Percival Keene ry. Peter Simple 1 v. 
Japhet, in Search ofa Father1v. Monsieur 
Violet ry. The Settlerstv, The Mission: y. 
The Privatecr’s-Manrv. The Children of 
theNew-Forestrv. Valerierv. Mr. Mid- 
shipman Easy rv. The King’s Own tv. 

Florence Marryat: (Mrs. Francis 
Lean): Love’s Conflict 2v. For Ever 
and Ever 2 v. The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt2v. Nelly Brookezv. Véronique 
2v. Petronel 2v. Her Lord and Master 
2v. Tho Prey of the Godstv. Life of 
Captain Marryatrv. Mad Dumaresq2v. 
No Intentions av. Fighting the Air 2 v. 
AStaranda Heart rv. The Poison of Asps, 
ete.rv. A Lucky Disappointment, etc. v. 
“Myown Child” 2v. HerFather’s Name 
av. A Harvest of Wild Oats2v. A Littlo 
Stepson rv. Written in Firo2v. Her 
World against a Lie2v. A Broken Blos- 
som2v. The Root of all Evil2v. The 
Fair-haired Alda 2v. With Cupid’s Eyes 
2v. My Sisterthe Actress2v. Phyllida | 
2v. How They Loved lim 2v. Facing 
the Footlights (w. Portrait) 2v. A Moment 
ofMadness, etc.rv. TheGhostof Charlotte 
Cray, etc. rv. Peeress and Player 2 v. 
Under the Liliesand Rosesav. The Heart 
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ofJane Wamer2v, The Heir Presumptive 
2v. The Master Passion 2 v. Spiders of 
Society2v. Drivento Bay2v. A Daughter 
ofthe Tropics2v. Gentlemanand Courtier 
2v. OnCircumstantial Evidence 2v. Mount 
Eden. A Romancezy. Blindfold2y. A 
Scarlet Sin rv, A Bankrupt Heart 2v. The 
Spirit World 1 v. The Beautiful Soul z v, 
At Heart a Rake 2 y. The Strange Trans- 
figuration of Hannah Stubbs rv, 

Mrs. Marsh: Ravenscliffe2v. Emilia 
Wyndham 2 v. Castle Avon 2 v, Aubrey 
2v. The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. The Rose of Ashurst 2 y. 

* Emma Marshall: Mrs. Mainwaring’s 
Journal tv. Benvenutarv, Lady Alice rv. 

ayspring rv. Life’s Aftermath xv. In 
the East Country 1 v. No. XII; or, The 
Story of the Lost Vestal r v. In Four 
Reigns rv. On the Banks of the Ouse rv, 
In the City of Flowers rv. Alma ry. Under 
Salisbury Spire rv, The End Crowns All 
iv. Winchester Meads rv. Eventide 
Lightrv. Winifrede’s Journalry. Bristol 
Bells rv. In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell rv. A Lily among Thoms rt v, 
Penshurst Castle 1 v. Kensington Palace 
xv. The White King’s Daughter rv. The 
Master of the Musicians rv. 

Helen Mathers (Mrs. Henry Reeves): 
“Cherry Ripe’? 2v. “Lando! the Leal” 
xv. My Lady Green Sleeves2v. Ashe 
comes up the Stair, etc.rv. Sam’sSweet- 
heart2¥. Eyre’s Acquittal 2 v. Found 
Outrv. Murder or Manslaughter? x v, 
The Fashion of this World (80 PE) Blind 
Justice, etc. rv. What the Glass Told 
and A Study of a Woman r v. 

Colonel Maurice: The Balance of 
Military Power in Europe x v. 

George du Maurier: Trilby 2v. 
“Mehalah,” Author of—vide Baring- 

Gould. 
Whyte-Melville: Kate Coventry Iv. 

Holmby House z vy, Digby Grand 3 y. 
Good for Nothing 2 v. The Queen's Maries 
2v. The Gladiators 2v. The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. Cerise 2 v. , The Inter- 
preter 2y¥. The White Rose2v. M. or 
N.rv. Contraband; orA Losing Hazard 
xv. Sarchedon 2 y, Uncle Jobn 2 v. 
Katerfelto rv. Sister Louisex¥. Rosine 
xv. Roys’ Wife 2v. Black but Comely 
2v. Riding Recollections x v. 

George Meredith: The Ordeal of 
Richard Feverel 2 v. Beauchamp’s Career 
2v. The Tragic Comedians xy, Lord 
Onnont and his Aminta 2 vy.   

Owen Meredith: .v. R. Lord Lytton, 
L. Merrick: The Man who was goodry, This Stage of Fools 1 v. 
Merriman Young Mistley rv. Prisoners and Captives 2 y. From One Generation to Another rv. With Edged Tools 2 y, 

The Sowers 2 v, 
Milton: The Poctical Works x v. 
“Miss Molly,” Author of—Geraldine 

Hawthorne x v. 
“Molly Bawn,” Author of —orde Mrs, 

Hungerford, 
Miss Montgomery: Misunderstood ry. 

Thrown Together 2v. Thwarted r vy. Wild 
Mike rv. Seaforth2yv. The Blue Veil 
rv. Transformed v. The Fisherman’s 
Daughter, etc. x v. Colonel Norton 2 v. 
Frank Frankfort Moore: J forbid the 

Banns’? 2 v, A gray Eye orso2v. One Fair Daughter 2v. They call it Love 2 v, 
George Moore: Celibates r v. 

. Moore: Poet. Works (w. Portr.) 5 v.. 
Lady Morgan's Memoirs 3Y. 
Henry Morley: Of English Literature 

in the Reignof Victoria. With Facsimiles 
of the Signatures of Authors in the 
Tauchnitz Edition [v, 2000). 

William Morris: Poems. Edited with 
a Memoir by Francis Hueffer x v. 
Morrison: Tales of Mean Streets rv. 
D.Christie Murray: RainbowGold ov, 
E.C. Grenville: Murray: The Member 

for Paris 2 v. Young Brown 2 y. The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. French Pictures in 
English Chalk (ist Series) 2 v. The Rus- 
sians of To-day rv. French Pictures in 
English Chalk (2nd Series) 2v. Strange 
Tales xv. That Artful Vicar 2v. Six Months 
in the Ranks rv, People I have met rv. 
“My Little Lady,” Author of—osde 

E. Frances Poynter. 
_ The New Testament [v. 1000}. 
«Mrs, Newby: Common Sense 2 v, 
Dr. J. H. Newman: Callista x y. 
“Nina Balatka,” Author of—esle 

Anthony Trollope. 
“No Church,” Author of—No Church 

2v. Owen:—a Waif 2 v. 
Lady Augusta Noel: From Generation 

to Generation r vy, Hithersea Mere 2 vy. 
W.E. Norris: My Friend Jim rv. A 

Bachelor’s Blunder2v, Majorand Minor 
2 v. The Rogue 2 v. Miss Shafto 2 v. 
Mrs. Fenton rv, Misadventure 2 v. Saint . 
Ann's rv. A Victim of Good Luck ry, - 
The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. 

Hon. Mrs. Norton: Stuart of Dunleath 
2v. LostandSaved 2v. OldSirDouglas av, 
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Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 
Novels & Tales v. Household Words. 
Laurence Oliphant: Altiora Peto 2v. 

Masollam 2 v. 
Mrs, Oliphant: The Last of the Mor- 

timersev. Margaret Maitlandrv. Agnes 
_2yv. Madonna Mary 2 v. The Minister’s 
Wife zv. The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family 1 v. Salem Chapel 2 v. The Per- 
petual Curate 2v. Miss Marjoribanks 2 v, 
Ombra 2v. Memoir of Count de Monta- 
Jembert 2v. May 2 v. Innocent 2 v. For 
Love and Life 2v. A Rose in June 1 v. 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. Whiteladies 
2v. The Curate in Charge rv. Phabe, 
Junior av. Mrs. Arthur 2 v. Carita 2 v, 
Young Musgrave 2v. The Primrose Path 

av. Within the Precincts 3 v. Thegreatest 
Heiress in England 2 v. He that will not 
when he may 2v. Harry Joscelyn 2v. In 
Trustzv. It was a Lover and his Lass 3 v. 
The Ladies Lindores 3 v. Hester 3v. The 
Wizard's Son 3 v. A Country Gentleman 
andhis Family zv. NeighboursontheGreen 
uv. The Duke’s Daughterxv. The Fugi- 
tives rv. Kirsteen 2 v. Life of Laurence 
Oliphant 2v. The Little Pilgrim in the 
Unseen rv. The Heir Presumptive and 
the Heir Apparent 2v. The Sorceress 2 v. 

. Sir Robert’s Fortune 2v.- 
Ossian: Poems x v. . 
Ouida: Idalia 2 v. Tricotrin 2v. Puck 

2v. Chandos2v. Strathmore2v. Under 
- two Flags 2v. Folle-Farine 2 v. A Leaf 

in the Storm, etc. 1 v. Cecil Castlemaine’s 
Gage, ete. rv. Madame la Marquise, etc, 
1v. Pascarél 2v. Held in Bondage 2 v. 
Two little Wooden Shoes 1v. Signa (w. 
Port.) 3v. Ina Winter City rv. Ariadné2v. 
Friendshipav. Moths 3v. Pipistrello rv. 
A Village Commune zv, In Maremma 3v. 
Bimbi rv. Wanda 3v. Frescoes, etc. tv. 
Princess Napraxine 3 v. Othmar3v. A 
RainyJune (60Pf.). DonGesuatdo (60Pf,). 
A House Party rv. Guilderoy2v. Syrlin 
3v. Ruffino, etc. 1 v. Santa Barbara, etc, 
rv. Two Offenders 1 v. The Silver Christ, 
etc, xv. Toxin and other Papers x v. 

The Outcasts: vide Roy Tellet. 
Miss Parr (Holme Lee): Basil God- 

frey'sCaprice2v. For Richer, for Poorer 
2v. The Beautiful Miss Barrington 2 v. 
Her Title of Honour x v. Echoes of a 
Famous Year1v. Katherine’s Trial x v. 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. Ben Milner’s Wooing 
iv. Straightforward 2v. Mrs. Denys of 
Cote 2v. A Poor Squire 1 v. 

Mrs. Parr: Dorothy Fox 1v. The Pres-   

cotts of Pamphillon 2 v. TheGosau Smithy, 
etc. rv. Robin 2v. Loyalty George 2v. 

G. Paston: A Study in Prejudices 1 v. 
* Paul Ferroil,” Author of—Paul Fer- 

rollrv. Year after Year xv. Why Paul 
Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v. 
James Payn: Found Dead sv. Gwen- 

doline’s Harvest rv. Like Father, like 
Son 2 v. Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. 
Cecil's Tryst rv. A Woman’s Vengeance 
2v. Murphy’s Master rv. In the Heart 
of a Hill, etc. x v. At Her Mercy 2 v. 
The Best of Husbands 2 v. Walter’s 
Word2v. Halves2yv. Fallen Fortunes 2 v. 
What He cost Her 2 v. By Proxy 2 v. 
Less Black than we're Painted 2 v. Under 
ono Roof 2 v. High Spirits 1 v. High 
Spirits (2nd Series) 1 v. A Confidential 
Agent 2 v. From Exile 2 v. A Grape 
from a Thorn 2v. Some Private Views 
tv. For Cash Only 2 v. Kit: A Memory 
2v. The Canon’s Ward (with Port.) 2v. 
Some Literary Recollections 1 v. The Talk 
of the Town x v. The Luck of the Darrells 
2v. The Heir ofthe Ages av. HolidayTasks 
tv. Glow-Worm Tales (rst Series) x v. 
Glow-Worm Tales (znd Series) 1 v. A 
Prince of the Blood 2 v. The Mystery 
of Mirbridze 2 v. The Burnt Million 
2v. The Word and the Will 2 v. Sunny 
Stories 1 v. A Modern Dick Whittington 
2v. A Stumble on the Threshold 2 v. 
A Trying Patient, etc. rv. Gleams of 
Memory, ete. tv. Tn Market Overt 1 v. 
The Disappearance of George Driffell 1 v. 

Miss Peard: One Year 2 v. The Rose- 
Garden v. Unawares1v. Thorpe Regis 
rv. A Winter Story 1 v. A Madrigal, etc. 
tv. Cartouche x v. Mother Molly 1 v. 
Schloss and Town 2 v. Contradictions 2 v. 
Near Neighbours 1 v. Alicia Tennant 
rv. Madame’s Grand-Daughter x v. 
Pemberton: The Impregnable City 1 v. 
A Penitent Soul 1 v. 
Bishop Percy: Reliques of Ancient 

English Poetry 3 v. . 
F.C. Philips: As in a Looking Glass 

rv. The Deanand bis Daughterrv. Lucy 
Smith rv. A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. 
Jack and ThreeJills rv. Little Mrs. Mur- 
ray 1v. "Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship x v. 
Sodial Vicissitudes 1 v. Extenuating Cir- 
cumstances, etc. rv. More Social Vicissi- 
tudes rv. Constance 2v. That Wicked 
Mad’moiselle, etc. rv. A Doctor in Dif- 
ficulties r v. Black and White rv. “Ono 
Never Knows" 2v. Of Course rv. Miss 
Ormerod’s Protégé xv. My little Husband 
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uestion of 
ceiling rv. 

rv. Mrs. Bouverie rv. A 
Colour iv. A Devilin Nun's 
A Full Confession, etc. 1 v. : 

F.C. Philips & P, Fendall: A Daugh- 
ter’s Sacrifice r v. Margaret Byng 1 v. 
._F. C. Philips and C. J. Wills: The 
Fatal Phryne rv. The Scudamores 1 v. 
A Maiden Fair to See rv. Sybil Ross’s 
Marriage 1 v. 

Edgar Allan Poe: Poems and Essays, 
edited with a new Memoir by J. H. Ingram 
zv. Tales, edited by J, H. Ingram x v. 

Pope: Sclect Poet. Works (w. Port.) rv, 
_E. Frances Poynter: My Little Lady 

2v. Ersilia 2 vy. Among the Ilills xv. 
Madame de Presnel x v. 

Praed: vide Campbell-Praed. 
Mrs. E, Prentiss: Stepping Heaven- 

ward rv, . 
The Prince Consort's Speeches and 

Addresses (with Portrait) x v. 
Richard Pryce: Miss Maxwell's Affec- 

tions rv. The Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 vy. 
Time and the Woman x v, 

Horace N. Pym: wide Caroline Fox. 
" Q.: Noughts and Crosses ry. I Saw 
Three Ships rv. Dead Man's Rock rv. 
W. F. Rae: Westward by Rail x v, 

Miss Bayle’s Romance 2 vy. The Business 
of Travel x v. 
The Rajah’s Heir 2 v. 
Charles Reade: ‘It is never too late 

tomend” 2v. ‘Love me little, love me 
Jong’? xv. The Cloister and the Hearth 
2v. Hard Cash 3 v. Put Yourself in his 
Place 2 v. A Terrible Temptation 2 v. 
Peg Woffington rv. Christie Johnstone 
xv. A Simpleton2v. The Wandering 
Heirrv. A Woman-Hater2v. Readiana 
rv. Singlehcart and Doubleface 1 v. 
“Recommended to Mercy,” Author 

of—Recommended to Mercy 2 v. Zoc’s 
“Brand” 2 v. : 
James Rice: vide W. Besant. 

. A, Bate Richards: Sovery Human 3v. 
Richardson: Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 
Mrs. Riddell (F.G. Trafford): George 

Geith of Fen Court 2 v. Maxwell Drewitt 
2v. The Race for Wealth zy. Farabove 
Rubies 2 v. The Earl’s Promise 2 v. 
Mortomley's Estate 2 v. - 
Anne Thackeray Ritchie: vide Miss 

Thackeray. oe 
Rev. F. W. Robertson: Sermons 4 v. 
Charles H. Ross: The Pretty Widow 

xv. ALondon Romancezy. °..-   Dante Gabriel Rossetti: Pocoms rv. 
Ballads and Sonnets x y. pote 

The price of each volume is t Mark 60 Pfennig. 

Roy Tellet: The Outcasts rv. A 
Draughtof Lethe rv. Pastor & Prelate 2v. 

J. Ruffini: Laviniazv. Doctor Antonio 
1v. Lorenzo Benoniry. Vincenzozv. A: 
Quiet Nook in the Juraiv. The Paragreens 
on a Visit to Paris rv, Carlino, ete. x v. 
W. Clark Russell: A Sailor’s Swect- 

heart 2 v. The ‘Lady Maud” 2 v. A - 
Sea Queen 2 v. 

Sala: The Seven Sons of Mammon2 v. 
John Saunders: Israel Mort, Overman 

2v. The Shipowner’s Daughter 2v. A 
Noble Wife 2 v. 

Katherine Saunders: oan Merry- 
weather, etc.rv. Gideon’s Rock, ete. 1¥. 
The High Mills 2 v. Sebastian v. 
Col.R.H.Savage: My Official Wife rv. 

The Little Lady of Lagunitas (w. Port.) 
2¥. Prince Schamyl’s Wooing tv. The 
Masked Venus 2v. Delilah of Harlem 2v. 
The Anarchist 2 v. A Daughter of Judas 
rv. In the Old Chateaury. Miss De- 
vereux of the Mariquita 2 v. 

Sir Walter Scott: Waverley (w. Port.) 
rv. The Antiquary 1 v. Ivanhoe 1 v. 
Kenilworth: v. Quentin Durward 1 y. Old 
Mortality 1 v. Guy Mannering 1 v. Rob 
Roy rv. The Piraterv. The Fortunes 
of Nigel xv. The Black Dwarf; A Legend 
of Montrose x v. The Bride of Lammer- 
moor rv. The Heart of Mid-Lothian 
2v. The Monastery rv. The Abbot xv. 
Peveril of the Peak 2 v. The Poetical 
Works2v. Woodstockrv. The Fair Maid 
of Perth rv. Anne of Geierstein x v. 

Prof. Seeley: Life and Times of Stein 
(with a Portrait of Stein) 4v. The Ex- 
pansion of England r v. Goethe 1 v, 

Miss Sewell: Amy Herbert2v. Ursula 
2v. A Glimpse of the World 2v. The 
Journal of a Home Life 2v. After Life 
z2v. The Experience of Life 2 y. 

Shakespeare: Plays and Poems (with 
Portrait) (Second Edition} compl. 7 v. 
Shakespeare's Plays may also be hadin 
37 numbers, at .# 0,30. each number. 

Doubtful Plays x v. 
Shelley: A Selection from his Poemstv, 
Nathan Sheppard: Shut up in Pari 

(Second Edition, enlarged) iv. 
Sheridan: The Dramatic Works 1 v, . 
J. H.Shorthouse: John Inglesant2 v. 

Blanche, Lady Falaise x v. 
Smollett: Roderick Random r vy. 

Humphry Clinker: v. Peregrine Pickle av, 
Society in London x vy. 
Somerville & Martin Ross: Naboth’s 

Vineyard 1 v. 
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The Spanish Brothers 2 v.- 
Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahon): The 

History of England 7 v. The Reign of 
Queen Anne 2 v. : 

Sterne: Tristram Shandy rv. A Senti- 
mental Journey (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Robert Louis Stevenson: Treasure 
Island rv. Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, etc. 
xv. Kidnapped 1 v. The Black Arrow 
xv. The Master of Ballantrae rv. The 
Merry Men, etc. rv. Across the Plains 
1v. Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. 
Catriona. A Sequel to‘ Kidnapped,’’ rv. 
Weir of Hermiston 1 v. 

“Still Waters,” Author of—Still 
Waters rv. Dorothy 1 v. DeCressy rv. 
Uncle Ralph x v. Maiden Sisters x v. 
Martha Brown x v. Vanessa x v. 

M. C. Stirling: Two Tales of Married 
Life 2v. Vol. If, A True Man, Vol. I. 
wrde G. M, Craik. 

Stockton: The House of Martha 1 v. 
“The Story of Elizabeth ,” Author of 

—wrde Miss Thackeray. 
. Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe: UncleTom’s 
Cabin (with Portrait)2v. A Keyto Uncle 
Tom'sCabinzv. Dred2v. The Minister's 
Wooing x v, Oldtown Folks 2 v. 
“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of—vuide 

Mrs, Mackarness. : . 
Swift: Gulliver’s Travels x v. 

. John Addington Symonds: Sketches 
in Italy 1 v. New Italian Sketches x v. 
. Tasma: Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill2v. 

Baroness Tautphoeus: Cyrilla 2.v, 
The Initials 2 v. Quits 2v. At Odds 2 v. 

Colonel Meadows Taylor: Tara: A 
. Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

H. Templeton: . Diary and Notes 1 v. 
Alfred (Lord) Tennyson: The Poetical 

Works of, 8v. Queen Mary x v. Harold 
av. Becket; The Cup; The Falcon x v. 
Locksley Hall, ete. x v. 
W.M. Thackeray: Vanity Fair 3 v. 

Pendennis 3 v. Miscellanies 8 v. Henry 
Esmond 2v. The English Humourists 1 v. 
The Newcomes 4 v. The Virginians 4 v. 
The Four Georges; Lovel the Widower 
xv. The Adventures of Philip 2v. Denis 
Duval rv. Roundabout Papers 2 v. 
Catherine rv. The Irish Sketch Book 2v. 
The Paris Sketch Book (w. Portrait) 2 v, 

Miss Thackeray: Story of Elizabeth rv. 
The Village on the Cliff rv. Old Kensing- 
ton 2v. Bluebeard’s Keys x v. Five Old 
Friends x vy. Miss Angel rv. Out of the 
World xv. Fulham Lawn x v. From an 
Island 1 v. Da Capor v. Madame de Sé-   

13 
vignérv. A Book of Sibyls rv. Mrs. Dy- 
mond 2y. Chapters from some Memoirs rv. 
Thomas a Kempis: . The Imitation of 

Christ 1 v. : 
A. Thomas:. Denis Donne 2 v. On 

Guard 2 ¥. Walter Goring 2v. Played 
Out2v. Called to Account2 vy. Only 
Herself 2 v. A Narrow Escape 2 v, °.- 
Thomson: Poetical Works(w.Port.) tv, 
Thoth zy. ° 
Timiv. 
F. G. Trafford: vide Mrs. Riddell. 
G.O.Trevelyan: The Life and Letters of 

Lord Macaulay (w. Portrait) 4 v. Selections 
from the Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles: vide Murray. 
Anthony Trollope: Doctor Thorne av. 

The Bertrams 2 v. The Warden 1 v. 
Barchester Towers 2 v. Castle Richmond 
2v. The West Indies 1 v. Framley Par- 
sonage 2 v. North America3v. Orley 
Farm 3v. Rachel Ray2v. The Small 
House at Allington 3 v. Can you forgiva 
her? 3v. The Belton Estatez2v. Nina 
Balatkarv. The Last Chronicle of Barset 

y. The Claverings2v. Phineas Finn 3 v. 
¢ knew he was right 3 v. The Vicar of 

Bullhampton 2 v. Sir Harry Hotspur of 
Humblethwaite rv. Ralph the Heir 2 v. 
TheGoldenLionofGranpererv, Australia 
and New Zealand 3v. Lady Anna2y, 
Harry Heathcote of Gangoil1v. The Way 
we live now 4 v. The Prime Minister 4 v. 
The American Senator 3 v. South Africa 
2v. Is He Popenjoy? 3 v. AnEye for an 
Eye 1 v. John Caldigate é v. Cousin 
Henry 1 v. The Duke’s Children 3 v. 
Dr. Wortle’s School zy. Ayala’s Angel 
3v. The Fixed Period rv. Marion Fay 
2v. Kept in the Dark rv. Frau Froh- 
mann, etc.rv. Alice Dugdale, etc. 1 v, 
La Mére Bauche, etc.rv. The Mistletoe 
Bough, etc. rv. An Autobiography x v. 
An Old Man’s Love 1 v. 

T. Adolphus Trollope: The Garstangs 
of Garstang Grange 2 v. A Siren 2 v. 

Mark Twain (Samuel L. Clemens): The 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer rv. The In- 
nocents Abroad; or, the New Pilgrims’ 
Progress 2 vy. A Tramp Abroad 2 v. 
“Roughing it’? rv. The Innocents at 
Home ry. The Prince and the Pauper 
2v. The Stolen White Elephant, etc. rv. 
Life on the Mississippi2 v. Sketches (w. 
Portrait) x v. Huckleberry Finn 2 v. 
Selections from American Humour 1 v. 
AYankee at the Court of King Arthur 2v. 
The American Claimant 1 v.' The Million 

ihe price. of.cach voluig ts.1 Mark 60 Pfennig.
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Pound Bauk-Note, etc. 1 v. Tom Sawyer 
Abroad iv, Pudd’nbead Wilson rv. Per- 
sonal Recollections of Joan of Arc 2 v. 

The Two Cosmosry. - : 
Venus and Cupid x v. 

__ “Vera,” Author of—Véra xv. The 
Hotel du Petit St. Jean v. Blue Roses 
2v. Within Sound of the Sea2v. The 
Maritime Alps, etc. 2v. Ninette x v. 

Victoria R. 1.: wide Leaves. 
Virginia zr v. - 
L.B. Walford: Mr.Smith2v. Pauline 

2v. Cousins 2v. TroublesomeDaughters2v. 
D. Mackenzie Wallace: Russia 3 v. ° 
Lew. Wallace: Ben-Hur 2 v. 
Eliot Warburton: The Crescent and 

the Cross 2 v. Darien 2 v. 
Mrs. Humphry Ward: Robert Els- 

mere 3v. The History of David Grieves ve 
Miss Bretherton 1 v. Marcella’3 v. The 
Story of Bessie Costrell x v. 

S. Warren: Passages from the Diary 
ofa late Physician 2 v. Ten Thousand a- 
Year 3 v. Now and Thenrv. The Lily 
and the Bee x v. 

“The Waterdale Neighbours,” Author 
of—vide Justin M¢Carthy, 
‘Hugh Westbury: Acte 2 v. 

.. Wells: The Stolen Bacillus, etc. x v. 
Miss Wetherell: The wide, wide World 

rv. Queechy2v. The HillsoftheShatemuc 
av. SayandSealav. The Old Helmet 2y. 
Stanley J. Weyman: The House of the 

Wolfrv. Francis Cludde 2v. A Gentle- 
man of France 2v. The Man in Black rv. 
Under the Red Robe rv. My Lady Rotha 
z2v. From the Memoirs of a Minister of 
France rv. The Red Cockade 2 v, 

A Whim and its Consequences x v. 
Walter White: Holidays in Tyrol xv. 
Whitby: The Awakening of Mary Fen- 

wick 2 v. In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 
.. Richard Whiteing: The Island; or, 
An Adventure of a Person of Quality rv, 

S. Whitman: Imperial Germany x v. 
The Realm of the Habsburgs 1 v. Teuton 
Studies x y. 
“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author of— 

vurde Mrs. Jenkin. 
K. D. Wiggin: Timothy’s Quest xv. 

A Cathedral Courtship, etc. x vy. 
Mary E. Wilkins: Pembroke x y, 

Madelon rv. 
. C.J. Wills: vide F.C. Philips. 

'. J.S. Winter: Regimental Legendsrv, 
_ H. F, Wood: The Passenger from 
Scotland Yard 1 v. , 

Mrs. Henry Wood: East Lynne 3 v.   

Collection of British Authors Tauchnits Edition. 

The Channings 2v. Mrs. Halliburton’s 
Troubles 2v. Verner's Pride 3v. Tho 
Shadow of Ashlydyat 3 v. Trevlyn Hold 
2 v. “Lord Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. 
Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred Arkell 2v.. St. 
Martin's Evezy. Elster’s Folly 2v. Lady 
Adelaide’s Oath 2 v.. Orville College x v. 
A Life’s Secret rv. The Red Court Farm 
zv. Anne Hereford 2v. Roland Yorke 
2v. George Canterbury's Will 2v. Bessy 
Rane 2 v. Dene Hollow 2v. The foggy 
Nightat Offord, etc.rv. Within theMaze 
2v. The Master of Greylands2v. Johnny 
Ludlow (First Series} 2v. Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. Adam Grainger 1 y. Edina 
2v. Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. Lost in the 
Post, etc. By J. Ludlowrv. A Tale of 
Sin, etc. By J. Ludlow x v. Anne, etc. 
By J. Ludlowrv. Court Netherleigh 2 v. 
Tho Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. By J. 
Ludlow rv. Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
etc. By & Ludlow x vy. The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, etc. By J. Ludlow x v. 

M. L. Woods: A Village Tragedy rv. 
The Vagabonds x v. 
Wordsworth: The Poetical Works2v, * 
Lascelles Wraxall: Wild Oats x v. 
Edm. Yates: Land atLast2v. Broken 

to Harness 2 y. The Forlorn Hope 2 v. 
Black Sheep 2v. The Rock Ahead 2 v, 
Wrecked in Port2v. Dr, Wainowright’s . 
Patient 2 v. Nobody's Fortune 2 vy. 
Castaway 2v. A Waiting Race 2 y. Tho 
yellow Flag 2v. The impending Sword 
2v. Two, byTricksrv. Asilent Witness 
2v. Recollections and Experiences 2 v. . 

S.L.Yeats: The Honour of Savelli rv. 
Miss Yonge: Tho Heir of Redclyffa 

2v. Heartsease 2 v. The DaisyChain . 
2v. Dynevor Terrace 2 v. Hopes and 
Fears 2 v. The young Step-Mother 2 v. 
The Trial 2v. The clever Woman 2v. . 
The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. The 
Danvers Papers, etc. 1 v. The Chaplet of 
Pearls 2 v. The two Guardians x v. The 
caged Lion 2 v. The Pillars of the House 
5v. Lady Hester rv. My young Alcides 
zv. Thethree Brides 2v. Womankind 2v. 
Magnum Bonum 2 v. Love and Life rv, 
Unknown to History 2 v. Stray Pearls 
(w. Port.) 2 v. The Armourer’s Prentices 
2v. The two Sides of theShicld2v. Nut- 
tie’s Father 2 v. Beechcroftat Rockstone 
2v. A reputed Changeling 2 v. Two 
penniless Princesses xv. That Stick xv. 
Grisly Grisell rv. The Long Vacation 2v, 
“Young Mistley," Author of—uide- 

Henry Seton Merriman. . : 

The price of each volume ts 1 Alark 60 Pfennig,
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- Collection of German Authors. 
Berthold Auerbach: On the Heights, 

(Second Edition) 3 v. Brigitta 1 v. 
Spinoza av. 

Georg Ebers: 
2v. Uardaz2v. Homo Suma2v. The 
Sisters [Dic Schwestern] 2 v. Joshua 2v. 

- Per Aspera 2 v. 
Fouqué: Uncine, Sintram, etc. 1 v. 
Ferdinand Freiligrath: Poems(Second 

Edition) x v. 
Wilhelm G&rlach: Prince Bismarck 

(with Portrait) rv. ° 
Goethe: Faustry. Wilhelm Meister’s 

Apprenticeship2 v. : 
Through Night to _. Karl Gutzkow: 

Light x v. 
F.W. Hacklinder: Bchind the Counter 

(Handel und Wandel) z v. 
Wilhelm Hauff: Three Tales z v. 
Paul Heyse:; L’Arrabiata, etc. rv. The 

Dead Lake, ete.xv. Barbarossa, etc. 1 v. 

‘An Egyptian Princess | - 

Wilhelmine von Hillern: The Vulture 
Maiden (die Geier-Wally} 1v. The Hour 
will come 2 v. 
Salomon Koha: Gabriel x v. 
G.E Lessing: Nuthan the Wise and 

Emilia Galotti x v. 
Fanny Lewald: Stellazv. | 
E. Marlitt: The Princess of the 

(das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v. * 
Maria Nathusius: Joachim v. Kamern, 

and Diary of a poor young Lady 1 v. . 
Fritz Reuter: In the Year ’s3 1 v,. 

An old Story of my farming Days (Ut 
mine Stromtid] 3 v. 
Jean Paul Friedrich Richter: Flower, 

Fruit and Thorn Pieces2v. - . 
J. Victor Scheflel: Ekkehard, A Talo 

of the tenth Century 2 v. : 
George Taylor: Klytia 2 v. 
H. Zschokke: The Princess of Brun- 

Moor 

  swick-Wolfenbiittel, etc. 1 v. 

  

Series for 
Lady Barker: Stories about x v. 
Louisa Charlesworth: Ministering 

Children x v. 
Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock): Our Year 

xv. Three Tales for Boys 1 vy. Three 
' Tales for Girls rv. 

Miss G. M. Craik: Cousin Trix x vy. 
Maria Edgeworth: Moral Tales 1 v, 

Popular Tales 2 v. .¢ 

Bridget and Julia Kavanagh: The 
- Pear] Fountain x v. 

Charles and Mary Lamb: Tales from 
hakspeare 1 v. 
Captain Marryat: 

rv. 
Emma Marshall: 

rv. 

Masterman Ready 

Rex and Regina 

The price of each volume is 1 Mark 60 Pfennig, 

the Young. 
Florence Montgomery: The Town 

Crier; to which is added: The Children 
with the Indian-Rubber Ball x v. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for 
Girls x v. 

Mrs. Henry Wood: William Allair rv. 
Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or, the Rear-. 

Guard of the Grand Army 1 v. The Little 
Duke. Ben Sylvester’s Word rv. Tho 
Stokesley Secret 1 v. Countess Kate 1 v,. 
ABook of Golden Deeds2v. Friarswood 
Post-Office 1 v. THenrictta’s Wish 1 v. 
Kings of England x v. The Lances of 
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie xv. P’s and 
Q's1v. Aunt Charlotte’s Stories of Eng- , 
lish History rv. Bye-Words rv. Lads 
and Lasses of Langley; Sowing and Sew- 
ing tv. 

The “Novel Series.” 

A new collection of bound one-volume novels. 
Mrs. Humphry Ward: The Story of Bessie Costrell. Bound 2 4 
PF. Anstey: Lyre and Lancet. With Twenty-four Full-Page Mlustrations. Bound 3-4 
Eliza Orne White: The Coming of Theodora. Sound 4 . 
Henry Seton Merriman: The Grey. Lady. 

’ L.B. Walford: Frederick. Bound 3 
sas 

  

hy 
. n 

* 

Bound 4 4



.. Tauchnitz Dictionaries, | 
* Nuovo Dizionario Italiano-Tedesco.e Tedesco-Italiano. Di Gtuseppe\ . Rigutint & Oscar Bulle. In two Volumes. Volume I. Royal 8vo, Sewed : 49,00. Cloth 10,00. . Half-morocco 4 11,50. : Lo a _ Nuevo . Diccionario Espafiol- Aleman’ y ‘Aleman-Espafiol.. Por D. Luts Tolhausen. Second Edition. - In two Volumes. Royal 8vo. Sewed -f6 15,00. Cloth 17,50. Half-morocco 6 20,50, oo. : Dictionary of the English and German Languages. ° By IV. -Fames. - Thirty-fourth Edition. Re-written by C. Stoffel, English-German and _ German-English in one Volume. Crown 8vo. Sewed 4 4,50. Bound .4 5,00, A complete Dictionary of the English and. French Languages for " general use. By I. James and 4. Molé. Fifteenth Stereotype Edition, Crown 8vo. Sewed 4 6,00. - oo _— . : A complete Dictionary of the English and Italian Languages’ for - General use. By W.- Hames and Grus. Grasst. Eleventh Stercotype Edition, Crown 8vo. ‘Sewed 4 5,00. 

- ae A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German Languages. 1. By FZ. Wessely, Twenty-third Stereotype Edition. Revised, altered, and greatly enlarged by C. Sfoffel and G. fayn, assisted by G. Berlit. 16mo, Sewed 4 1,50. - Bound 2,25, : . A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French Languages, By J. £. Wessely. Twenty-third Stereotype Edition. 16mo.. Sewed .# 1,50. ... Bound & 2,25. . an . . New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian Languages. By FE. Wessely. Sixteenth Stereotype Edition, thoroughly revised and re- written by G. Riguéine and G. Payn. x6mo. Sewed 4 1,50. Bound fb 2,25. 0 . . ue % INew Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish Languages. By F. E. Wessely and A. Grronés. Twentieth Stereotype Edition » thorough’, revised and entirely re-written by ZL. Yolhausen and G. Payn. 16m0. Sewed 1,50. Bound # 2,25. a 7 . 
New. Pocket Dictionary of the French and German Languages. ‘ “{ By J. £. Wessely,: Fifth Stereotype Edition.’ 16mo. Sewed 41,50. Bound . of 2,25. , a : A New Pocket Dictionary of the Italian and German Language: 

        

   
By G. Locella. Fifth Stereotype Edition. 16mo. . Sewed 413,50. Bouni : - , 0 2,28, > * 

A New. Pocket Dictionary of the Latin and English Languages. Tenth Stereotype Edition. x6mo. Sewed .# 1,50, Bound .# 2,25. . A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and Spanish Languages’ By LZ. Zothausen. Second Stereotype Edition. 16mo,- Sewed 4 1,50. Bound ©: 4 2,25. . mo, ee, Technological Dictionary in the French, English and German Languages by A. and Z, Zolhausen. Complete in three Parts. Third Edition. © Crown 8vo. “Sewed 26,50, . : , . Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon to the Old Testament. By Dr. Fultus Furst. Fifth Edition. Translated from the German by Samuel Davidson, 
: 

: Royal 8vo. Sewed 4 19,00. — Sang . Do, : No orders of private purchasers BELQ the publisher. 
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