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Chapter One.

A High Family,

“Con~found those organs!” said the Earl of Barmouth,
“Andl frustrate thelr grinders,” cried Viscount Diphoos.
“They are such a nuisance, my boy.”

“True, oh stre,” replied the viscount, who had the heels of his patent leather shoes on
the Library chimuney-piece of the town mansion in Portland Place. He had reached
that spot with difficulty, and was smoking a clgar, to calm his nerves for what he
called the operation,

“Tom, my boy,”

“Yes, gov'wor,”

“If her Ladyship faints—"

“tf what?” cried the viscount, bringing his heels tnto the fender with a crash,

“f—if—don't speak so sharply, my dear Tom; it jars my back, and sets that
confounded gout jigging and tearing at wme all up my Leg, tsay, if her Ladyship
faints when we come back from the church, will you be ready to cateh her. Um afratd
tf ttried 1 shouldl Let her down, and it would Look so bad before the servants.”

“Be too heavy for You, eh, gov'nor?” said Towm, grinning, as he mentally conjured up
the scene,

“Yes, my boy, yes. She has grown so much stouter and heavier, and 1 have grown
thinner and Lighter since—since the happy day twenty-six years ago when
wmarvied her, Tom—when L wmarried her, Yes, much stouter since t warried hey, How
well U remember it all, Yes: it was aw easterly wind, ( vecollect, and your poor dear
mamma—her ladyship, Tom—had the toothache very badly, tt made her face swetl
out on one siole as we went across to Paris, and ( had a deal of bother to get the waiter
and chamber-maid to understand what a Linseed-menl poultice was, Very
objectionable thing a linseed-meal poultice; | never did Like the swell,”

“I should think not,” said the son, watehing his father seriously, the old man
having a worn Look, as tf he hao been engaged in a severe struggle with time,

“Peculiarly faint odour about them, Seems only last night, and now one girl going
to be married—her ladyship looking out for a rich husband for the other, Er—er—
does my wig look all right, Tom?” he continued, patting his head as he turned
towards a wdirror.
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The speaker, who was a very thin, highly-dilapidated old gentleman of sixty-five,
heaved a deep sigh, and then bent down to softly rub his right leg,

“Spiff,” replied Viscount Diphoos, a dapper Little boyish fellow of four-and-twenty,
most carefully dvessed, and looking as if, as veally was the case, he had just been
shampooned, scented, and washed by Monsieur Launay, the French barber. “1 say,
gov'nor, that tremendous sigh don't sound complimentary to your son and heir,”

“My dear boy—wmy dear Tom,” said the olo man affectionately, as he toddled up to
the back of his sow's chatr, and stood there patting his shoulders, “tt tsn't that—it
Lsw't that, 'm very, very proud of my children, Bless You, my dear Towm; bless You,
my dear boy! You're a very good sow to me, but 'm—1'm a bit weak this morning
about Dlana; and that confounded fellow with his orgawn playing those melancholy
tunes quite upset me,”

“But he has gone now, governor,” satd Tom,

“Yes, my boy, but—but he'll come back again, he always does, Grind, grind, grind,
till he seemes to me to be grinding me; and [ do not Like to swear, Towm, it's setting
You such a bad example; but at times t feel as U | must say damn, or something
tnstde me would go wrong.”

“‘Say it then, gov'nor, UL forgive you. There, t have granted You my indulgence,”
“Thank You, Towm; thank Yyou, Diphoos,”

“No, no, gov'nor, Tom!—oon't Diphoos me, | wish that confounded oldd wet sponge of
a Welsh mountain had beew ‘diffoosed” before it gave me my name,”

“Ye-es, it ls ugly, Tom. But they are family names, You see, Barmouth—piphoos,
Very old family the Diphooses, And now this wedding—but there, Um all right
nwow,”

“To be sure You are, gov'nor,”
“Yes, yes, Yyes; You are very good to me, Towm, Bless You, my boy, bless you,”
The weak, tears stood tn the old man's eyes, and his volce shook as he spoke.

“Nonsense, gov'nor, nonsense,” satd Tom, taking one of the thin withereo hands.
“U'm ot mueh good to You; 1 think more of clgars and billiards than anything else.
Have a clgar, guv'nor?”

“No, my boy, no thank you; it would make me smell so, and her ladyship might
wotice it, But, my boy, | see everything, though 'm getting a Little old and weak,
and don't speak, You stand between her Ladyship and wme very often, Tom, and
make wmatters more easy, But don't You take any notice of me, my boy, anol don't
You think t sighed because | was unhappy), for—for ' very proud of You, Tom, 'm

Table of Contents




deuced proud of You, my boy; but it does upset me a bit about Dlana going, India’s
a long way off, Tom.,”

“Yes, gov'nor, but oldd Goole Lsw't a bad sort. The old Lady wanted a rich husband for
B, and she has got him. DL will be quite a Begum out in tndia.”

“Ye-es, Tom; and | suppose all the female Diphooses marry elderly husbands and
marry well. | am a bit anxious about Maude, now.,”

“No good to be. The old girl will settle all that. But | say, gov'nor, what a set of
studs! Come here; one of thew's unfastened. Yow'll Lose it,”

“l hope not, my) boy—t hope not,” satd the old man, anxiously as his son busted
himself over the shirt-front, “Her Ladyship would be so vexed, She has taken care of
them these tew years, and said 1 had better wear them to-day,”

“Did she?” saio Tom, gruffly. “There: that will do, Why, you look gquite a buck this
morning, That wig's a regular fizzer, old Launay has touched you wup,”

“I'm glad 1 ook well, Tom, deuced glad,” said the old mawn, brightening up with
pleasure. “And you think Goole's a nice fellow?”

“Ye-es,” satd Tow, “only, hang it all, gov'nor, there's no romance about it. They are
both so confoundedly cool and wmatter-of-fact. Why if | were going to be married, 1
should feel all fire and excitement,”

“No, my boy, no—oh, no,” satd the old mawn sadly; and he shook his head, glancing
nervously at the glass the next moment to see if his wig was awry, “You read about
that sort of thing in books, but it doesn't often come off in fashionable Life, t—1—1
revember when—whewn [ married her Ladyship, it was all very wmatter-of-fact anol
quiet, And there was that poultice, But you will stand by and cateh her if she
faints, Tom?”

“Oh, she wow't faint, gov'nor,” said Tom, curling up his Lip,

“I—I—1 don't know, my boy, t don't know, She said that very Likely she should,
Mammas do faint, Yyou know, when they are Losing their children. t feel very faint
myself, Tom: this affair upsets me. | should Like just one glass of port.”

“No, no, dow't have it, gov'nor; it will go right down tnko Your toe. Have a brandy
and seltzer,”

“Thank You, Tom, my boy, t will,” satd the old man, rubbing his hands, “t will—
will, Ring for it, will you, Tom, and Let Robbins think it’s for you,”

“Why, gov'nor?” cried Tom, staring, as he rang the bell,
“well, you see, my boy,” satd the ol man, stooping to gently rub his leg; “after
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that Last visit of the doctor her Ladyship told the servants—told the servants that
they were not to let me have anything but what she ordered,”

Tom uttered an angry gjaculation, waited a few moments, Leaped from his chatr,
and began sawing away furtously at the unanswered bell.

“He's—he’s a fine bold young fellow, my son Tom,” muttered the old man. to
himself as he sat dowwn, and began rubbing his leg; “t dare wot ring the bell like that
—Like that.”

“Look here, gov'nor,” cried Tom, passionately, “t won't have it, [ will not stand by
and see You sat upow Like this, Ave You the master of this house or no?”

“well, Tom, my boy,” satd the old man, feebly, and with a weak smile upon his
closely shavew face, “I—i—1{ ought to be,”

“Thew do, for goodness’ sake, take your position, It hurts me, dad, it does tndeed, to
see yYou humbled so before the servants, ULl pay proper respect to her Ladyship, and
support her in everything that's just, but whew it comes to my old father being
madle the Laughing-stock of every body in the house, i—I—there, damme, siv, 1 rebel
agatnst tt.”

As Tom seized the bell again, and dragged at it savagely, the old man seemed
deeply moved. He tried to speak, but no words would come, and rising hastily he

Limeped to the window, and stood Looking out with blurred eyes, trying to master his
emotion,

“Thank You, Tom,” he said, speaking as he Looked out of the window, “But after the
doctor’s Last visit her ladyship told all the servants—Todd’s very particular, you
Rinow,”

Tom said something about Doctor Todd that sounded condemnatory,
“Yes, my dear boy,” said the earl, “out—"

Just thew the door opened, and a ponderous-looking butler, carefully dressed, with
his hair brushed up tnto a brutus o the top of his head, and every bristle closely
scraped from a fat double-chin which reposed in folds over his stiff white cravat,
slowly entered the room.

“Why the devil tsn't this bell answered, Robbins?” eried Town.,
“very sorry, my lord, but t thought—"

“Confound you! how dare You think? You thought my father rang, and that you
might be as long as You liked.”

“Ye-yes, my lord, [ thought his Lordship rang.”

Table of Contents




“Yes, you thought right,” cried Tom, “His lordship rang for some brandy and
seltzer, Look sharp and get it,”

“Yes, my lord, but—"

‘only a very Little of the pale brandy tn it, Robbins—about a dessert-spoonful,”
said the earl, apologetically.

“Feteh the splrit-stand and two bottles of seltzer, Robbins,” roared the young man,
“And Look sharp,” he addeo tn a tone of volce which sent the butler off tn post-haste,

“That’s a flea in his fat old ear,” cried the young man, laying his hand on his
father's shoulder, “And now Look here, gov'nor, You would please me very much if
you wouldl stand up for your rights, You know 'd back you up,”

“Would it please you, Tom?” said the old wan, gazing in his son's face, and
patting his shoulder, “well, 'UL—ULL try, Tom, VUL try; but—but—'me afratd it's too
Late,”

“Nownsense, govnor, Come, it will make things wmore comfortable, Keep an eye, too,
on. Maude. | dont want her to be married off to a willionaire whether she Likes him
or no,”

“Ul try, my boy, Ull try,” said the old man, tn a hopeless tone of voice. “Her
ladyship said—"

“who's that for, Robbins?” cried a deep masculine-feminine voice outsioe the door,
Just as the jingle of glasses on a silver watter was heard,

“For Lord Biphoos, my lady,” was the reply, in a volee that seemed to come through a
Layer of etder down, and the door was thrown open; there was a tremendous rustling
of sitk, and Lady Barmouth, a stout, florid, well-preserved woman of forty-eight,
swept bnto the room,

“Ah, my dear child,” she exclaimed tn a pensive, theatrical tone of voice, as she
spread her skirts cavefully avound her, and exhaled a peculiarly strong scent of
eau-de-cologne, “this is a terribly trying time.”

“Awfully,” said Tom, shortly. “That will do, Robbins; U'LL open the seltzer.” Then, as
the butler Left the room—*Awfully trying—quite a martyrdom for You, mamma.
Have a brandy and seltzer?”

“My dear child!” exclatmed her ladyship, in a tone of remonstrance, and leaning
one hand upon a chatr so as not to disarrange the folds of her costly woiré antique,
she tenderly) applied the corner of her Lace handkerchief to her lips, and after gazing
at it furtively to note a soft pink stain, she watched her son as he poured a Liberal
allowance of pale brandy into a tall engraved glass, skilfully sent the cork flying
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from a seltzer bottle, fillenl up the glass with the sparkling mineral water, before
handing it to his father,

“There, gov'nor,” he exclabmed; “try that.”
“Tom, my dear child, no, no,” eried her Ladyship, “Anthony! Not Certainly not.”
“Yes, there is too much brandy, my dear boy,” said the old gentleman, hesitating,

“Nonsense! Rubbish! You drink that up, gov'nor, like medicine. You're unstrung
and ready to break down, Come: have one, mamma.”

“My dear child!” began her ladyship, as she darted a severe Look at her husbansd
—“Ah, my darling,”

This last was in the wmost pathetic of tones, for the library door once more opened,
and a very sweet-faced fatr-haired girl, tn her bridesmatd’s vobe of palest blue, and
Looking flushed of cheek and red of eye with weeping, Led tn the bride tn her
diaphanous veil, just as she had issued from the hands of justine Framboise, her
ladyship’s Parisian maid, through which veil, and beneath the traditional wreath of
orange-blossoms, shone as charming a face as bridegroom need wish to see.

“There,” exclatmed the bridesmatd in a tone of forced gaiety, “as Justine says, ne
touches pas, You are only to have a peep.”

“Maude, you ridiculous child,” eried her Ladyship, “you have beew cryjing, and Look
dreadful, and—there, 1 declare it is too bad. You have been making your sister weep
too,”

“I couldn't help it, mamwma,” cried the girl, passionately); and the tears that had been
waiting ready burst out afresh,

“This is too absurd,” exclatmed her Ladgship, LmPatiethg, “Maude, You ridiculous
girl: You are destroying that costly dress, and the flowers will be all rags,”

“Yes, why dow't you Leave off—yjou two,” eried the brother, cynically, “playing at
being fond of one another,” while the old maw Looked piteously on,

“‘Oh, Dlang, Blana,” continued her Ladyship, “here have [ made for You the most
brilliant wmateh of the season—an enormously wealthy husband, who Literally
worships Yyou—"

“I don't believe he cares for her a bit,” cried Maude, flushing up, speaking
passionately, and giving a stamp with her Little white kid boot. “And Lf | were DL, |
wouldn't marry a snuffy old man Like that for anybody, 'd sooner die,”

“Dle game, eh?” cried Tom. “Po You hear, DLz
“Silence!” exclatmed her ladyship in a tone of authority that seewed to quell the
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girt’s burst of passion, “How dare you!”

“Pray dow't be cross, mamwma,” said the bride, quicetly, “She could not help crying,
The marks will soon pass away.”

“They will not,” cried her Ladyship, angrily. “Sir qrantley wilters is coming, and
her nose is as red as a servant girl’s, while Your eyes are half swollew up. After all
my pains—after all my anxiety—never was wother troubled with such thankless
chilolren,”

“Poor old girll” sald Tom, taking a good sip of brandy-and-seltzer.

“Aunthony!” eried her ladyship, “You must not touch her, You are crushing her veil
and those flowers, Oh, this s madwness,”

Madness or not, before she could check the natural action, the earl hao taken his
elder daughter in his arms, and Rissed her lovingly, patting and stroking her
sweet face, as, vegardless of wreath and veil, she flung her arms round his neck and
nestled closely to him,

“Bless You, my darling. t hope you will Like india,” he said, “Rather warm, but they
make delicious curries there. 1 hope You will be very very happy;” and the tears
trickled down his furrowed countenance as he spoke,

“lL try to e, papa dear,” she whispered, making an effort to speak flrmly,

“That's right, my dear, The trains are very comfortable to Brindisi, and Tom says
that Goole Lsn't such a very bad fellow,”

“Anthony, are You quite mad!” cried her Ladyship, wringing her hands till her
diamonds crackled, “Are You all engaged in a conspiracy against me? Such a
display is perfectly absurd, The child will not be fit to be seew at the church,”

“Yes, yes, manmma dear,” satd the girl cheerfully, “There, there, Maude will put me
straight tn a few moments, Kiss we, dear, and UL go upstairs again; it must be
nearly thme,”

For the sake of the dresses of herself and daughter, her ladyship did not Let the bride
come too close, but brushed the cheek Lightly with her Lips; and thew the girl turned
to her brother, holding out her hands,

He took thew, gazing at her at arm’s length with mingled pride and sorvow. Thew
the bridal dress was once wmore forgotten, and brother and sister were tightly Locked
in each other’s arwms,

Her Ladyship uttered a wail of dismay, but it was ot heeded, as Tom said in a Low
tone—
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“Keep up Your pecker, B, old girl, (t's all nonsense about Love and that sort of thing,
It’s duty toward Your wother, catechism fashion, and you've downe it, You're sold
tnto bondage, eh?”

“Yes, Tow deay,” she said, cheerfully. “t shall not mind.”
“With all Goole’s money to ptag with t should think not.”

“l did not mean that, dear,” sald the girl, gravely. “l seewm to be gotng right away
from You, but there s Maude; don't Let her be married Like [ am, Tom.”

“What can { dp?”

“I don't kRinow; only try to help her and papa, Be more at home for both their sakes—
and Tryphie's,”
Tow started, and Looked sharply in his sister's face,

“lwill, DL, Lwill,” he satd, earnestly, “t know ('ve been a reckless sort of beast, but |
will try now,”

She swiled her thanks and kissed him again. Thew Lady Maude of the ved eyes
and nose, took her sister’'s hand, coming up like a pretty tug to tow off some
beautiful craft that had beew shattered by a storm in her upper rigging, and bore
her off bnto port for repatrs,

Chapter Two.

No Carols,

The crossing-sweeper, tn a spectal uniform of rags turmed up with mud, hao made
Liberal use of his broom wherever it was not wanted, and wow stood in front of Lord
Barmouth’s house in an attitude as if to draw attention, Like a Label, to his work—
as if tn fact morally writing fecit,

Bverything had beew done to give delatto the proceedings, while in addition to the
presents which had beew on view, fair ttalia sent muste to lend a charm to the
wedding; for Lulgi Malsano, the handsome dark performer upon the last newly-
bmproved orgawn, stood at the edge of the pavement and ground, and smiled—smiled
till his fine white teeth glistened in the midst of his great black beard, and every
now and thew took off his soft felt hat, displayed his long black curls, and rolled
his eyes at Dolly Preewn, the fatr, fresh, country lassie—the Young ladies’ wmaid; for
Dolly was looking out of the window in company with justine, her ladyship’s
attenolant, to see the return of the carriages, and the latter exclaime—
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“Elles sont bétes ces choses La\” and thew as Lulgl ground and smiled, and raised
his hat, Justine uttered a contemptuous—

“canaillel”

While Bolly Preen sighed and thought the dark ttalian very handsome. She had
tndulged in the same thought before.

“VoUlal” exclatmed Mademoiselle Justine, as the carriage with its four greys dashed
up, and after a Little manipulation at the stde of the organ, Lulgi Malsano rested a
well-formed and dirty hand upown the green baize cover of his instruument, and
turned out the old ballao—

“Tis hard to give the hano where the heart can never be,”

For after n great deal of scheming the work of the Countess of Barmouth was
crowned, She had secured for her daughter a husbanol tn the shape of the British
Resident at the cowrt of the Maharajah of Bistreskin, and to herself of selfs she had
whispered Like the revengeful gentleman tn the French romance—

"AONEU!”
For it was all over,

The carriages had nearly blocked the street, and the crowd hao completed the block.
The church had been well filled by friends and those curious people who always
attend weddings, The ceremony had beewn performed by a dean, assisted by a canown,
and an honorary chaplain to Her Majesty. The bride Looked Lovely and calm as a
statue, though the six bridesmatds tn pale blue had sobbed softly, and mourned Like
so many doves, as they molstened their Lace handierchiefs with a briny dew of
pearls, almost as bright as those of the handsome Lockets they wore—all alike, and
the presents of the bridegroom. They were bouquets of the cholcest exotics tnside the
church, and without, for the servants were as Liberally supplied as they were with
favours; and at Last the bridegroom’s barouche with four of Newman’s best greys
had borne the happy pair back to the paternal mansion in Portland Place.

There hao not beew a single hiteh, and evew her Ladyship had held up with a fine
Niobe-Like expression upon her noble features all through the service. Certainly she
had turned faint once at the “t will,” but by the help of strong aromatic salts she had
recovered herself, and smiled sadly round as if to lend sweetness to the flowers, And
now the large party were back in the drawing-room, and preparing to descend to the
wedding breakfast,

The fashionable pastry-cooks had beew ordered to do theilr best, and this they had
done, There were wmore of those ghastly sugar plaster edifices on the table than
usual; more uneatable traps for the unwary; wmore hollow mockeries, goodly to the
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eye, but strange to the taste—preparations that society considers to be de rigueur at
a wedding, Still in addition there was all that money could procure; fruit and
flowers flourished amldst handsome glass and family plate; the servants were tn
new liveries, and with plenty of aides stood ready); for Lady Barmouth hoped tn
marrijing one daughter to help on the engagement of the second, saying pensively
to herself, “And thew t shall feel that | have not Lived in vain,”

“I say, how’s the leg?” said a severe-looking gentleman present. “Twinges, eh? Yes,
so L suppose, Basy with the good things, mind, or else—you know,”

“Yes, yes, twinges, doctor,” said his Lordship, stooping to have a rub at the
offending, or rather offended and resenting, Limb, “But you are in such a doosed
hurry; You always ask me another question before ('ve searcely had time to answer
the first,  remember, t remember—now, hang himl look at that, Confound that Lorol
Todol! t wish t was his doctor for a week or two,”

For the family practitioner had passed ow to talk to somebody else, leaving his
Lordship slowly passing his tongue over his Lips, and trying to add ansther wrinkle
to his forehead, as he wondered whether he coulol smuggle tn two or three glasses of
chawmpagne without being seen by her Ladyship or moctor Todd,

“Al, my dear Mr Meltow,” said the latter, “how are youz”

“cuite well, doctor,” satd the Yyoung wman addressed, as he passed his hand over his
crisp golden beard, and swiled pleasantly at the medical man, whose eyes were
playing all over the room, and who now crossed to where the Young bride was
standing,

“Isay,” he exclaimed, “1 did not congratulate You in the church, God bless you, my
dear! may you be very happy, And only the other day you were a baby, eh?”

He nodded, smiled, and passed on to where a very elderly-looking fair young man,
elaborately dressed, was talking to a stout mamma—the wmother of two of the
bridesmaids.

The withered-looking gentleman, who blinkedt a good deal, and seemed as if the
light was too strong for him, turned to speak to the doctor as he approached,

“Wwell,” said the latter—*“better?”

“Yyas, t think so; yas, doctor, but You Rnow t can't think what ails my
constitution.”

“I can,” thought the doctor, as he turned away looking sharply round the room;
“luxury, late hours, too much money, and nothing senstble to do. Blaséfool! Oh,
there she is,”

Table of Contents




He crossed as quickly as the crowded state of the voom would allow him to where
Lady Maude was standing, and made her start as he satd sharply—

“I say, whew's Your turn coming?”

“Never, thope, doctor,” was the reply, as a Little hand was placed tn his, “never, if it
is to make me so wretched as poor darling Bl. Do say something kind to her if You
have a chawnce,”

“Hum—ha—yes,” he satd thoughtfully, as he retained the little hand and seemed to
be examining a patient, “Pon't seem bright, en?”

“Oh, wo, doctor,” whispered Maude, “But 'm so glad you've come,”

“That’s right, my dear; | would come, So t will when you are married—the same as |
did whew you were born,” he said to himself, Then aloud—*“ say, when you wmarry,
my dear, you marry for love,”

“t will, doctor,” cried the girl with her blue eyes flashing, and just thew Luigt of the
orgaw struck up a languishing waltz, “But t really am so glad you've come, o
talk to papa and cheer him up. He is so low-spirited. Couldnt you give him a tonic?”

“Wish t could,” satd the doctor. “Tincture of Youth. No, my dear, | can't make the old
young. Glad 1've come, en? There's my Little friend Tryphie yonder, But they are
golng to move, | see.”

Her Ladyship was still very pensive, and gazed appealingly round from one to the
other of her guests; but her eyes were wonderfully wide open, and she moved about
like a dowestic field-marshal determined to carry out her soctal campaign with
delat,

“Sir qrantley,” she said, softening her voice down to a contralto coo as she taid her
fan on the arm of the elderty young man, whose face on one side was all eye-glass
and wrinkles, on the other blank, “witll You take dowwn my daughter?”

“Charmed, 'm shaw,” was the hesitating reply, as a puzzled look came over the
baronet’s face; “but her husband, don't you know?”

“Lwmean Lady Mawde,” said her Ladyship, with a winning swmile,

“Yes, of course; beg pardon, 'm shaw,” said the baronet hastily, and he crossed the
room with her ladyship in a weak-kneed fashion, and apparently suffering from
tight boots.

But it so happened that a flank movement had been set on foot by Viscount Diphoos,

“Charley, old wman,” he was sayjing to the visitor with the fatr beard, who now, as he
stood in one of the windows, showed himself to be a fine, broad-shouldered fellow of
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about eight or nine and twenty, with a fair saxon forehead half-way down to his
brows, where it became ruddily tanned, as if by exposure to the air, “Charley, old
man, go across and nail Maude at once, or the old Lady will be handing her over to
that wretched serew, Wilters.—Huave You seen Tryphie?”

“There she Ls, over tn the far corner, talking to the doctor,” satd the young man
addressed—a bosom friend of the viscount: Charley Melton, the sow of a country
gentleman with a very small tncome and no prospects, unless a cousin in the navy
should kindly Leave this world in his favour, whew he would be heir to a title and a
goodly domain.,

He crossed the room quickly to where Lady Mawde was standing, and a curious,
consclous Look appeared on the girl’s face as he approached, There was a warm rosy
hue in her cheeRs as their eyes met, and thew, happy and patpitating, she let her
Little fingers press very timidly the strong muscular arm that held thew to the stde
within which beat—beat—beat, rather faster than usual, Charley Melton’s heart, a
habit it hao had of Late when fortune haol thrown him close to his companion.

Her Ladyship saw the movement as she was approaching with Sir Grantley Wilters,
and darted an angry look at her daughter and anodther at her sow. Then, with her
face all swiles, she brought up her Light cavalry and took her sow in the flank in
his turn.

“So sorry, Sir Grantley,” she said sweetly); “we were too Late, Will you take down
my niece?”

“Yas, delighted,” satd Sir qrantley, screwing the whole of his face up till it formeol
a series of concentric circles round his eye-glass, “But who is that fetlow?”

“Friend of my son,” said her Ladyship in the most confidential way. “very wnice
manly fellow, and that sort of thing, Tryphie, my dear, Sir Grantley Wilters will
take you down,” she continued, as she stopped before a Little plauante, creamy-
skinned girl with large hazel eyes, abundant darie-brown hatr, and a saucy-
Looking little mouth. She had a well-shaped wose, but her face was freckled as
Liberally as nature could arrange it without making the markings touch: but all
the same she was remarkably bright and pretty,

“Sold!” muttered Towm, spitefully, as he saw her Ladyship beaming upon him after
striking him tn his tenderest part, But he was consoled a Little the next moment as
Maude gave him a grateful glance, Looking as happy and bright as Melton himself,
while as Tryphie took the proffered arm of Sir Grantley Wilters, whose face
expressed pain above and a smile below, the sharp Little matden made a mowe with
her Lips expressive of disgust at her partner, and gave Diphoos a glance which made
him feel decidenly better,
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“ dow't Like that fellow, Tom, my boy,” said Lovd Barmouth, sidling up to his son,
and bending down for a furtive rub at his leg, “Damwme, Tom, | don't believe he's
forty, and he Looks as old as t do. tf her Ladyship means him to marry Little Tryphie
there, | shan't—shan't like—Llike—Damme, it would be too badl.”

“Hang it all, gov'nor; don't talk Like that,” cried Tom, impatiently.

“No, no, oerta’mtg not, my bog], certaiwtg not; but | say, Tom, that's a doosed nice
boy that young Charley Melton., [ Like the look of him, He's a manly sort of a
fellow. Your uncle and t were at Eton with his father years ago, t say, Tom,” he
continued, rubbing his leg, “he wouldn't make a bad mateh for our Maude. Yes, yes,
my dear; U'm coming,”

“Anthony, for shame!” whispered her Ladyship, “They are all walting, Lady Rigby,
I've beew Looking for You, Take her down at once,”

The earl crossed over to make himself agreeable to Lady Rigby, the stout mamma;
and the hostess took counsel with herself,

“Blther would do,” she said. “But Mr Meltow’s attentions will bring Sir Grantley to
the point.”

A few minutes Later the guests were seated at the wedding breakfast, while molly
Preen again leaned out of the window, having returned there after attending to the
bride, to whow two fresh pocket-handierchiefs were supplied, Lulgl of the organ was
still below, handsome and smiling as he scented good things, and he played on as
Mistress Preen Listened and thought of love and wmarringe, and music, ano how
handsome italian men were, and ended by doing as she had done for many weeks,
wrapping a three-penny piece up in many papers and dropping it nto Luigl's soft
felt hat, For how could she offer coppers to such a man as that!

She was not the only one who dreamed of Love, for Justine Frambotse, her ladyship’s
matd, was enjoying a pleasant flivtation with Monsieur Hector Launay, Cotffeur ole
Paris, from Upper Glmp Street, Marylebone, a gentleman whose offices were Largely
in request tn Portland Place, and who that morning had Left his place of business
tn charge of a boy, so that he might perform. cevtain capillary conjuring tricks, and
thew stay and Look in the eyes of the falr Justine—a French young lady, who woulsl
have beew a fortune to her father if she had beew a dentist’s daughter, so liberally
diol she show her fine white teeth,

The satd flirtation took place upon the statrs, and Perkins, the bride’s new wmatd,
took interest therein, to the neglect of her packing and the annoyance of Hewry, the
Restdent’s man, with whom she was to ride in the rumble, ano then second-class to
Paris that day own the honeymoon trip, For Monsieur Hector, with all the gallantry
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of the falr city from which he hailed, had catled Perkins, in Hewry's hearing, une
demoiselle charmante,

“Like his furren mperdence,” as Henwry satd, and thew the satd Hewry had to go tn
anol stand behind his master’s chatr. As soon after three parts of a bottle of
champagne was passed upstairs with a glass by a Rinaly disposed waiter, the
packing of the newly-married lady went on worse thaw ever, and several travelling-
cases were Left unfasteneo tn the bedroom.,

“I smy,” whispered Tom, going behind her ladyship’s chalr, “You are never golng to
Let the gov'nor speakz?”

“Yes, certainly), He must,” said her Ladyship in a decisive tone; and she turned to the
guest on her right,

“But he'll break doww as sure as a guwn,” remonstrated the son,

“l have prompted him, and he knows what to say,” replied her tadyship, “Go back to
your place.”

“Oh, just as you Like,” grumbled Tom; and he retwrned to his seat, determined tn his
own mind to stand behind his father’s chalr, and to prompt him to the best of his
ability.

The breakfast went on amdidst the pleasant tinkle of glass and plate, the
conversation grew Louder, there was the frequent pop of champagwne corks, and the
various couples grew too much engrosseod to notice what took place with thetr
nelghbours,

“Maude,” said Charley Melton at Last, “Uf You were put to the test, should You give
up any one You loved, and accept a comparative stranger because he could do as that
mawn has done—Lload you with diamonds?”

She turned her eyes to his with a veproachful look, and the colowr suffused her face,

“No one can hear what | say,” he whispered, with his eyes fixed upow his plate, “But
Listew to me.  feel that it is almost madness, but tLove you very, very dearly. You
Rinow it—pou must Rnow it. Bver sinece we met, six months since, You have been my
sole thought. 1 ought not to speak, but | cannot keep it back waiting for an
opportunity that may never come. And Lf some day t awoke to the fact that | had
made wo declaration and another had carried you off, 1 believe t should go mad, Give
me one wordl of hope, | am very poor—terribly poor, but times wmay change, and
money does ot provide all the happiness of Life.—Not one word? Have t been
deceiven? Was twad to think that you met me these many times with pleasure?
Give me one word—one Look,”
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“Il mustw't,” satd Lady Maude, colouring, “Mamma s giving You one.”

Charley Metton gave an unintentional Rick under the table, touching his opposite
nelghbour so havd that he turned reproachfully to the gentleman at his side.

“Oh, Lady Maude!” groaned Charley in tragic tones,

There was a hearty) laugh here at some sally made by the doctor, and Maude
whispered back in a husky volee—

“I dave not Look at You;” and he saw that the colour was mounting to her temples,
“One word then,” he whispered, as the conversation waxed Lowder, but there was no
veply,

“Maude,” he said, in a Low deep voice, “t will not believe You to be colo—heartless.”
“Oh wo,” she sighed,

“Then give me one word to tell me that | may hope,”

Still no reply, as the lady sat playing with the viands upon her plate; thew her face
turned slightly towards hivm; her long lashes Lifted softly, her eyes vested for a
moment upow his, and he drew a long breath of vellef, turning composed and quiet
the next moment as he leaned towards her, saying—

“l never felt what it was to be truly happy until now,”

“Nownsense?” said the doctor Loudly, after just finishing a very wmedical story—one
he always told after his thivd glass of champagne, “t can assure You it is perfectly
true. Good—isnt it? sShe really did elope with her music-master, Fact,—twins,”

Severnl Ladies Looked shocked, for Lady Rigby, the stout mamma, an old patient,
haol Laughed Loudly, and thew wiped her mouth with her lace handkerchief as if to
take off the smile of which she felt vather ashawmed, for her countenance afterwarols
Looked preternaturally solemn.

The earl had escaped the usual supervision, and he also had partaken of a glass of
champagwne or two—or three—anal he thoroughly enjoyed the doctors story,

“It puts me n mind of one,” he said, with a chuckle. “You know it, doctor. tf the
Ladlies will excuse its being a Little indelicate. Quite medical though, quite.”

“l am. quite sure that Lorol Barmouth would not say anything shocking,” said the
stout mamma, and she began to utter little dry coughs, suggestive of mittens, and
muffins, and tea.

“Of course not—of course not, (—t—t wouldn't say it—say it on any consideration,”
satd his lordship, chuckling, “tt—it—was about a friend of mine who built a house
by Primrose Hill, he—he—he! it's quite a medical story, doctor, over the vailway,
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you kRnow.,”
“The old girl will be down upown him directly,” thought Tom,

“capital story,” said the doctor, laughing, and glancing sidewise at her ladyship.
“There'll be an eruption divectly),” he added to himself.

“He—he—hel” Laughed his Lordship; “her Ladyyship never Lets me tell this story, does
she, my dears?” he continued, smiling at his daughters, “out 1 assure you, ladies,
it's very bnnocent. 1 used to go and see him whew he had furnished the place, over the
ratlway, and every now and thew there used to be quite a rnumble and quiver when
the trains went through the tunnel! Why, t satd to him, one day—'why, my dear
fellow, (—I— en?—eh?—eh? Bless my heart what was it said to him, Tom?”

“Patin, father,” satd Diphoos, grinning, for he hao noticed the Look of velief that
appeared wpon the ladies’ faces whew the hope came that the dreadful old gentleman
had forgotten the story, There would not have been much Tom left Uf thelr Looks had
been Lightning, for his words set the old gentleman off again,

“Yes, to be sure: 1 saiol to hive, ‘My dear fellow'—just after one of these rumbling
nolses made by the train tn the tunnel—my dear boy, You must call in the doctor,
or Lay doww some more good port wine.'—whyj?” he said.—Because,’ | replied, ‘Your
house always sounds to wme as if it had got a pain in its cellarl’ hl He—he! devilish
good that, wasn't it2”

No one enjoyed that feeble joke as well as the narvator who used to recollect it about
once a Year, and try to fire it off; but unless his son was there to promept him, it
ravely made more thaw a flash in the pan,

tt was observable that the conversation became very Loud just thew, and Charley
Meltow seized the opportunity to whisper a few words to Lady Mawde—words which
deepened the colour on her cheeks,

They were interrupted by the clapping of hands, for just thew the host rose, and Tom
stole gently behind him, taking the seat he had vacated, and preparing himself for
the break down he anticipated.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said his lordship, gazing meekly round like a very old
Welsh mutton, “I—I(—1, believe me, never rose upon such an occasion as this, and—er
—and—er,”

He gazed piteously at her Ladyship at the other end of the table, and at whose
instigation, a messnge having been sent by Robbins the butler, he had risen,

‘I say t have never before risen upon such an oceasion as this, but | hope that my
darting child who is about to—to—to—to—eh, what did you say, Tom my boy.”
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“Hang tt, go on, governor, Quit Your roof—paternal roof,” whispered Towm,

“Quit your paternal voof, will shine—yes, shine in her new sphere as an ornament to
soclety, as her mother has been before her. A woman all Love, all gentleness, and
sweetness of disposition.”

“Oh, hang it governor; draw tt wmild,” whispered Tom.
“Yes, wild,” said his lordship, “wmild to a fault, €Eh? bless wme, what is the matter?”

tt was a favourable opportunity for a display of emotion, and her Ladyship
displayed it beautifully for the assembled company to study and take a lesson in
maternal and wifely tenderness, Her beloved child was betng handed over to the
tender wmercies of a man—was about to Leave her howe—about to be torn away,

Her Ladyship burst tnto an agony of tears—of wild sobbing—for she was a wodel of
all the virtues; but whew virtues were made, nature selected another pattern and this
one was cast aside,

A sgmpa’chetio coo van round the table, tears were shed, and Tom winked at CMarLeg
Melton, who kept his countenance.

Thew her ladyship declared that it was “so foolish,” and that she was “quite well
now”; and other speeches good and bad were made, And at last the bridegroom’s
carringe was at the door; the bride was handed in; there was the usual cheering;
white satin slippers and showers of rice were thrown, and the carriage rolled away,
For Lady Barmouth had achieved one of the objects of her life—a brilliant match for
her elder daughter—leaving her free to execute her plans for Maude,

AlL had been en régle so fav: the hall was filled with company; the sound of wheels
was still to be heard volling down the broad thoroughtfare: whew “t say, Look out,”
whispered Tom to his friend, “There she goes,”

tt was a coarse way of expressing himself, but “there” “she” did go—to wit her
ladyship, Sir Grantley Wilters, whom she hoped some day to call son, was close at
hand. tt was quite time for her maternal feelings to assert thewmselves again, and
they did, for she sank heavily into the nearest arms,

They were not her husband’s but those of the baronet, most rotten reeds upon which a
lady wmight lean, The result was that as Lady Barmouth gave way, Str Grantley
did the same, and both would have fallen heavily but for Doctor Todd, who seized the
baronet in time, and with extraneous help her Ladyship was placed in the porter’s
great chatr,

‘Salts, and a little air: she has only fainted,” said the doctor,
BY all the rules of family etiquette as observed in the best society, Maude should
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have run to her mother’s side, ano made one in a pathetic group: but just at the same
moment she encountered Charley Mettow's eyes, Let her own rest upon them as a
singular thrill ran through her, till she wrenched them away and encountered Sir
Grantley wilters’ eye-glass, and directly after she recatled a prowmise she had wmade
to herself.

“Open that door a little,” said the doctor—‘ajar, Some fresh atr.”

Lulgl Malsano was back n the street, and the organ struck up once more, “Tis hard
to give the hand where the heart can never be,” while at the same moment a dismal
howl came from the doorstep and a head was thrust in, to be followed by a body
rather out of proportion,

(t was only Charley Melton's ugly bull-dog Joby, who had followed his master to the
house, and been waiting on step and in area for the said wmaster to come, He haol
several times made an attempt to enter, but had beew driven back by Robbins the
butler, and thought of gotng back to his master’s chambers, but at Last the
opportunity had come, and he too found his way in, for Luigl’s music nearly drove
hime mad,

Meanwhile the Restdent’s Young wife was betng carried towards Charing Cross en
route for Brindisi—the Suez canal—ndia—right away out of the country, and out
of this story, leaving the stage clear for her sister’s lmportant scene,

Chapter Three.

Dowwn in the Country—The Angel.

“'m afratd you ave not serious, Mr Meltown,” said Lady Barmouth; shaking her headl
at him sadly,

“Serlous, Lady Barmouth; indeed | am,” said Charley Melton, who was Viscount
Diphoos’ guest down at the Hurst, Lord Barmouth’s seat bn Sussex; “and as to
personal matters, my tncome—"

“Hush, hush! you bad, wicked boy,” exclatmed her Ladyship; “what do You take me
for? Just as if the unlon of two Young hearts was to be wade a question of hard cash
and settlements, and such mean, wretched, sordid matters, | beg You will never
utter a word to wme again about such things, They are shocking to wme,”

“lam very glad to hear You say so, Lady Barmouth,” said Melton, smiling frankly
in her face, as tn a gentle heaving bitlow style, she leaned, upon his arm, and
undulated softly and tapped his fingers with her faw,
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“I Like to think of my darling Maude as a sweet innocent girl in whose presence
such a sordid thing as money ought never to be mentioned, There, there, there, they
are calling you from the Lawwn, Charley Meltow; go to thewm and play and be happy
while You have your Youth and high spirits. How 1 envy Yyou all sometimes?”

“Your Ladyship has made me very happy,” said Melton, flushing slightly.

“tt s my desire to make all belonging to wme happy,” replied her ladyship. “t have
seen Dlana, my sweet child, settled, now it Ls my desire to see Maude the same,
There, there, go awny, for my eyes are weak with tears, and t feel half hysterical, Go
away, my dear boy, go away),”

“But You will let me see Your Ladyship to a seat?”
“No, no, no; go away, go away),”
“Yo-hoy!” shouted a familiar voice, “Charley Melton!—are you coming!”

“Yes, Yes, coming,” replied Meltown, as her ladyship tapped him on the arm very
significantly, and shook her head at him, while her eyes plaintively gazed at his,
And she satd to herself—*Yes, his expectations, Lady Rigby said, were excellent.”

The next moment he was on his way to the croquet Lawn, where a gaily dressed
party was engaged in preparing for a Little mateh,

“l never expected it,” satd the Yyoung wman to himself; “and elther 'm in luck’s way,
or her ladyship Ls not the mercenary creature people say. She is evidently agreeable,
and if she ts, ( have no fear of Loro Barmouth, for the olo man likes wee,”

“Come, old fellow,” cried Tom, advancing to meet him, with the biggest crogquet
mallet over his shoulder that could be found in the trade, “What have you and the
old lady been chatting over? She hasw't been dropping any hints about being de
trop?”

Melton was stlent, for he enjoyed the other’s interest,
“tf she has,” cried Tom, “VUL strike: | won't stand it, It's too bao;—it's—"

‘Gently, gently,” satd Melton, smiling. “She has beew all that | could desire, and it
is evident that she does not Look upon my pretensions to Your sister’'s hand with
disfavour.”

“What—disfavour? Do You mean to say in plain Bnglish that the old girl has not
cut up rough about Your spooning after Maude?”

“Is that plain english?”
“Never mind, Go on, What did she say?”
“Called we her dear boy, and said her sole wish was to see her child happy.”
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“Gammon!” said Viscount Diphoos, “She’s kRidding you,”
“Nonsense! What a miserable sceptic You arel”

“Yes; | know my dear mamma.”

“Lnerely quote her words,” satdl Meltow, coldly.

“Thew the old girl’s going off her chump,” said Tom. “But there, never mind; so
much the better, Charley, old man, t glve You my consent,”

“Thank You,” said Melton, smiling,

“Ah, you may laugh, but ‘pon my soul t should Like You to marry Maudey. She's
the dearest anol best girl tn the world, and 1 was afratd the olod girl meant Wilters to
have her, Well, t am glad, old wman. Give us Your fist, Um sure Maudley likes you, so
go in and win, Make your hay while the sun shines, my boy, Only stow all that
now, t's croquet, so get a mallet, You and Mawdey are partners, against Tryphie
wilder anol wme,”

He shook hands warmly with his friend, and they went doww the path together,

“l say, old man, Wilters is coming down to-day. He's been in a fine taking. Saw
him in London. Bay before Yesterday. satd he'd lost his diamond Locket. Just as tf
it wmattered to him with all his thousands. But he's as mean as mean, | should Like
to get him in a line at billiards, and win a Lot of money off him, ( will, too, some
day, Now girls! Ready?”

They were crossing the closely shavew lawn now to where Maude, Looking very sweet
and innocent, stood talking to Tryphie wWilder, and she coloured with pleasure as
the young men advanced,

Soown after the wmatch began, and for ten minutes the two couples played vigorously
and well. Thew the game languished, and the various players missed their turns,
anol were soon in a terrible tangle, forgetting their hoops, so that at last, Tom, who
was standing under a hawthorn that was one blush of pink, was heard by a
knowing old thrush, sitting closely over four blue speckled eggs, to whisper in a low
tone—

“Bow't be hard on a fellow, Tryphte dear, when You Rnow how fond he is of You.”

The thrush laughed thrushly, and blinked her eyes as she recalled the troubles of
matrinmony: how long eggs were hatehing, and what a deal of trouble the Little ones
were to feedt when the weather was dry and worms were scarce,

Just at the same time too Charley Melton and Maude had come to a stand-still where
a great Laburnum poured down a shower of rich golden drops, through which rained
the rays of the sun, broken up into stlvery arrows of light which forced thewmselves
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through the girl’s fair hatr, as she stood trembling and palpitating that happy June
day, while Charley Meltow's words grew deeper and wmore thrilling in thelr
meaning.

For thelr thewe was Love, one that has never seemed tiring to young and willing
ears, though it must be owned that folks do talk, have talked, and always will talk
a great deal of nonsense.

This was in the calm and peaceful days of croquet, before people had Llearned to
perspire profusely over Lawn-tennis as they flew tnto wild attitudes and dressed for
the popular work, This was croquet 4 la watteau, and in the midst of the absence of
play, Lord Barmouth came slowly down the path, stepped upon the soft Lawn as soon
as possible, and, choosing a gardewn seat in a comfortably shady nook, he sat down
and began to tenderly rub his leg,

“Helgho!” he sighed; “they, they—they say an Bnglishman’s house is his castle, if it
Ls, his wife's the elephant—white elephant, Why—why dow't they go on playing?
Ha, there’s Tom starting,” he continued, putting up his glasses. “l'd give five
hundred pounds to be able to stoop and pick up a ball Like that Young Charley
Melton—a strong, straight-backed young villain. And there’s my son Tom, too,
How he can runt I'd give another five hundred pounds, i 1'd got it, to be able to run
across the grass like my sow Tom. It strikes me, Yes, damme, it strikes me that my
son Tom's making up to little Tryphie, well, and he’s no fool Lf he does.”

The game went on now for a few minutes, and thew there was another halt,

“I said so to Tom on the morning of Di’s wedding,” said the olol gentleman,
caressing his leg; “and that Charley Melton is making up to Maudey, danume that
he ts, and—and—and—damme, she’s smiling at him, bless her, as sure as 'm.a
martyr to the gout.”

There were a few more strokes, and as many pauses, during which the old
gentleman watched the players tn thelr Laurel-sheltered ground with his dowble
glasses to his eye.

“Let me see, her ladyship satd he was one of the Mowbray Meltons, but he tsw't, He
belongs to the poor branch, but  didn't contradict her Ladyship; it makes her angry.
He, he, he, he! It’'s—its—it’s very fine to be young and good-looking, anod—anod—
damwume, Tom, You Young dog,” he continued, chuckling, “t can see through your
tricks, He's—he's—he's always knocking Tryphie’s ball in amongst the bushes,
and thew they have to go out of sight to find it,”

The old mawn chuckled and shook his head till a twinge of the gout madle him wince,
whewn he stooped down and had another rub,
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“Why—why—why,” he chuckled again directly after, “danme, damme, if young
Charley Mettow tsn't doing the same, He has knocked Maudey’s batl tn amongst
the laurels, and—oh—oh—oh—yjou wicked Yyoung rogues—they're coming to Look,
for it.”

He got up and toddled towards the Young couple, patting Maude on the cheek, ana
giving Charley Meltow a poke in the side.

“l—I—l—see through You both,” he said, laughing. “Won't do—won't do, Both as
transparent as glass, and ( can see Your hearts playing such a tune.”

He crossed to another garden seat, and sat doww, putting his leg up in a
comfortable position,

“There,” said Meltown, earnestly, “You see we have both tn our favour, Your father
would wnot refuse.”

“Pray say no more now,” satd the girl, gazing up in his face. “it is so new, it
troubles me, Let us go on playing. Tom and Tryphie must be waiting,”

“I think not,” said Melton, with a quict smile. “Maude, Love, to-day 1 am so happy
that it all seems too delightful to be real. Does it seem <o to You?”

“Uhardly kRnow,” she replied, turning her eyes to his for a few moments, and then
Lowering thew; “out somehow 1 feel sad with it and as if t were too happy for it to
last.”

“Then You are happy?” he said, engerly.

For answer she vaised her eyes to his, and the game was resumed, for Tom and
Tryphie came out of the shrubbery with the lost ball,

“Ha, ha, hal” Llaughed his Lordship, “Tom’s a sad dog—a sad dog, [ was just like him
whewn t was Young,”

He glanced to the right and Left, and, seeing that he was unobserved, drew out a
d'oyley from his coat-tail pocket, and from within picked out a slice of tongue and
a piece of bread and butter, which he ate with great gusto, but not without turning
his heaol from side to side Like some ancient sparrow on the Look-out for danger.

He wiped his fingers carefully upow his handkerchief, put away the d'oyley, and
swiiled to himself,

“That was nice—and refreshing,” he satd, “t don't suppose Robbins would miss it,
and mention the fact to her ladyship. Ah,” he continued, ratsing his glass once
more to his eye, “‘they are having a nice game there, Why, damme, they're all
courting like birds in spring-time, But Towm's a sad dog, He, he, hel | was just Like
him, t was a sad dog too whew t was Young, | remember once whew | was at
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Chiswick, at the Duke's—he—he—he! with Lady Ann Gowerby, [ told her there was
not a flower in the whole show to compare with her two Lips, and | kissed her behinol
the laurestinus—oanmune, that 1 din, and—anod—he, he, he! the olol woman—the
countess—eame and canght us.”

The old wman chuckled over this recollection till he had to wipe the tears out of his
eyes, and thew he had a fresh Look at the eroquet players,

“Tow, You dog,” he satd, “the old lady will come and cateh You, and thew, he, he, he!
there'll be a devil of a vow, for she means my Little Tryphie for some one else. Bh—eh
—eh? what! Look there now, Maudey dropped her mallet, and Charley Melton
pleked it up and Rissed her hand, well, it's nice,” he said, smacking his lips, “t was
a devil of a fetlow to squeeze and kiss the little girls’ hands whew t was a
youngster, but now—"

He bent down to rub his gouty leg, and uttered a low groan as he continued—

“But they're all going wrong, the silly young lambs; [ wish Charley Melton was
well off. Her Ladyship will come over it all Like a cloud divectly, for | know—she satd
so—she means Tryphie for old Bellman, and Maudey for that Sir Grantley wilter.
well, well, well, Little gnats, enjoy your bit of sunshine while you can,”

“Now, Charley, are you golng on?” shouted Tom tn indignant tones, “ewo blue plays
—two blue plays.”

“There’s a dog for You,” chuckled Lord Barmouth, “any one would think he had been
busy over the game all the time tnstead of courting Tryphie,”

“Coming, Tom,” cried Melton; thew turning to Maude he whispered, “Parting, you
are mine, come what mag——Maude, my Love—-mg Lovel”

Thelr eyes met for a few moments, and from that look it was evident that the work
so nearly completed on the morning of the wedding party had now recelved the
finishing strokes, that the fresh young heart had placed itself in another’s keeping,
and that henceforth Charley Melton was Lordl of someone’s will, and her duty only
to obey.

“lought to go andl stop thew,” said his lordship, sadly, “but making love without
thinking of money used to be nice; but—hallol” he exclaimed, as a cold wose touched
his hand; and Looking down there was the ugly wmassive face of a bull-dog gazing
up tnko his, “Charley Meltow’s dog, eh! well, you've a very ugly dog, but You seem
to like wme, €h, eh!” he added, as, after a quiet wag of his tatl, Joby smelt at his
Lordship’s tail pocket, “So You knew there was a Little bit of game pie in there, diol
youl!”

_Joby uttered a low whine,
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“well, so there is, good dog,” said his Lovdship, chuckling as he felt in his other
pocket, and brought out something very unpleasant-looking crushed up as it was

in a plece of paper.
“U'm afraid thave beew sitting upown it, my dog,” said his Lordship, ruefully, “and
the jelly and cold gravy have got into the crust. But you will not mind, will you?”

The dog gave a short bark, and evidently did not mind, for he and Lord Barmouth
finished the last morsel of the game ple, and Joby ate the jelly-smeared paper
afterwards as a Rino of digestive pill,

“Ah,” satd his Lordship, patting the dog’s head, “'wm glaol of that—good dog then—
for L did not know what to do with that piece of paper, Eh, eh? whom have we here?” he
continued, putting up his glasses. “Her ladyship and Sir qrantley wilters. There, |
toldl You Young people that You were to enjoy Your game as You could, for here
comes the shadow,”

He alluded to Lady Barmouth, who, Like the good general she was, had made her
plans, which were rapidly approaching fruition.

Chapter Four,

clouad Y

Lord Barmouth was quite right, for the shadow was coming over the sunshiny
portion of the yYoung people’s Life in the shape of her ladyship, who could in turm
assume the rile of Fate or Fury,

Amongst the company expected at the Hurst was Sir Grantley Wilters, and for his
own reasons he had made a polnt of coming, He had arvived that morning, and,
Learning from Robbins the butler that Metton was there, had hastened to obtain a
quiet interview with her Ladyship.

“Nothing Like taking time by the forelock, don't You know,” he said to himself.
“‘old girl evidently wants me for a son-in-law, and that fellow Melton is a doosed
sight too attentive, | can see through it all, though, Old girl keeps him here to make
play and draw wme on. Artful, doosed artful, don't you know. But it don't matter;
sults my book, Time t did marry and settle down. Maude Diphoos is a doosed
handsome girl, and’lL do me credit, ULl propose at once.”

He musend thus tn his bedroom, where he gave a few finishing touches to his
morning toilet, and thew descending to the drawing-room, he was most
affectionately received by her Ladyship, who took his arm, and they strolled out
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through the conservatory into the garden,

“Such delightful weather!” said her ladyship, leaning upow his arm more heavily
thaw was pleasant to a man in tight boots, and rather weak upon his legs.

“Charming,” said Str Grantley. “BY the way, Lady Barmouth, we are very great
friends, you and t, don't you Rnow.”

“ndeed, yes,” satd her Ladyship, “t always feel disposed to call you by your
Christian name—agrantley—"

“Do,” sald the baronet, having a little struggle with his eye-glass—a new one of
rather smaller diameter thaw the last—which he hao Lost—and which would not
consent to stop in its place—Do—like it, Fact is, Lady Barmouth, t have madle up
my mind to be married, don't you know,”

“You have? Really!” cried her ladyship, “t am glad;” and she adroitly turned their
steps down the Lilae walk in place of going stratght to the croquet Lawn,

“Fact, | assure You,” contlnued Sir Grantley, “tt is only quite Lately that t have seen
any one whowm [ should Like to make Lady wilters; and now—"

“You are hopelessly tn Love,” satd her Ladyship; showing him her hundred guinea set
of teeth—patent mineral, and of pearly whiteness, her best set—odown to the false
gums, “Oh, You Young people in the days of Your romance, It Ls too delightful tn
spite of tts regrets for us who are in the sere and yellow Leaf,”

Her Ladyship, by the way, was very little older than Sir Grantley, and art had
made her Look the Younger of the two, especially as, in spite of the allusions to the
yellow Leaf, her Ladyship’s plump skin was powdered into a state of peach bloowm,

“Thanks, much,” satd Sir Grantley, wincing a little from tight boots, and greeting
with delight thelr approach to a garden seat, “Shall we sit down?”

“Oh, by all means,” cried her ladyship; and they took their places under the Lilac
which bloomed profusely over their heads, “And now,” exclatmed Lady Barmouth,
with sparkling eyes and another sweet smile to show her hundred guinea teeth,
while the plump face was covered with tnnocent dimples, “tell me, who is the dear
olri?”

“Yas,” said Sir grantley, clearing his throat, and feeling decidedly better, “yas.”
He paused, ano wiped his heated brow with a scented handkerchief,
“Now this Ls too bad,” satd her ladyship, playfully. “You are teasing me,”

“No, "pon honour, no,” sald Sir Grantley, “Fact is, don't You know, | feel a kind of
nervous shrinking,”
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“Ah, You Young mewn, You Young men,” said her Ladyship, shaking her head, “But
come: tetl me, Do | know her?”

“Oh, yas,” sald Sir Grantley.

“To be sure,” cried her ladyship, clapping her hands together. “it's Lady Mary
Mahow. There, 1've found You out.”

“No,” said Sir Grantley, “Guess again,” and this time he secured the eye-glass with
a good ring of circles round it, which did wot add to his personal appearance,

“Not Lady Mary,” mused her Ladyship, “well, it can't be the wealthy Miss
Parminter?”

“No,” said Sir Grawntley, calmly; “oh, dear, no,”

“Why, of course not; t know, it's the Honournble Grace Leasome,”

“N-no,” said Sir Grantley, with the most gentlemanly insouciance. “Try again.”
“I give it up,” said her tadyship, smiling,

“Now, Maude, it’s your turn,” was heard faintly from the croquet Lawn,

“Yas,” sald Sir grantley, bowing slightly. “That is the lady. My dear Lady
Barmouth, will you allow me humbly and respectfully, don't You know, to propose
for Your charming daughter's hand?”

Lady Barmouth sank back in her seat as if struck with horvor,
“Anything the matter?” sald Sir qrantley, looking puzzled,
“Dlod—did t understand you aright, Sty qrantley?” faltered her ladyship,

“Arlght? Oh, yas, Sorry to be so sudden and upset You, but thought You expected it,
don't You know.,”

“My dear Sir qrantley; wmy dear young friend,” exclaimed her Ladyship, laying her
hand tn a sympathising fashion upon his arm, “This is too painful.”

“well, suppose it is,” said Sir Grantley, calmly, “Just Lost one daughter too—
charming girl, Dlana—but it must come, Lady Barmouth, 've been a bit free and
got rid of some money, but there's about nine thou a year left, and thew t shall have
the Mellish estates by and by!—another three thou—wmight settle that on her, don't
you Rnow.”

“Oh, this ts dreadful,” panted her ladyship. “My dear young friend, t should have
beewn too happy to give my consent, but dear Maude Ls as good as engaged to Mr
Melton.”

“The doose she Ls,” said Sir qrantley, dropping his glass and looking blankly at
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his aompawiow,

“Oh, yes,” exclatmed her Ladyship, applying her scent bottle to her delicate nostrils,
“I thought you must have seen it.”

“Hunmph! doostd provoking, don't You know,” said Str Grantley, calmly. “Made up
my mind at last, and now too Late.”

“I am so—so—sorry,” sighed her ladyship.

“can't be helped. t diol mean to propose the week before Last, but had to see my doctor.
Meltown, eh? Boostd poor, tsw't he?”

“Oh, really, Slr grantley, [ know nothing about Mr Melton’s prospects, but he is a
Mowbrag Meltown, and a wealthy cousin Ls childless, and not L’Lkaetg to many,”

“What, Dlek Mowbmg? Marvried Last week,”
“Mr Melton's cousin?”

“To e sure he did, Lady Barmouth; and besides, Charley Meltown is one of the
Younger branch, Poor as Job,”

He wmade as if to rise, but her ladyship latd her hand upow his arm.

“Stop a moment,” she exclatmed. “This is a serious wmatter, Str Grantley, and it
must be cleared up.”

“Bon't say a word about it, please,” he replied, with some trepidation.,

“I shall not say a word,” veplied her Laal‘gshi,p; “but You are under a mistake, Sir
Grantley. Mr Meltow has a handsome private tncome,”

“Where from?” veplied the baronet, “His father has wot a vap.”

“Then he has magnificent expectations,”

“Did he tell You this?” said sSir Grantley, serewing his glass very tightly into his
eye.

“N-wo,” said her Ladyship, “There, { will be frank with you, Sir Grantley, You are a
gentleman, and | can trust you,”

“l hope so,” he replied, stiffly.

“The fact is,” said her Ladyship, “seeing that there was a growing intimacy between
my daughter and Mr Melton, who is the son of an old Bton schoolfellow of Lord
Barmouth, | made some inquiries,”

“Yas?” said Sir Grantley,
“And t understood Lord Barmouth to say that he would be a weost eligible parti for
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our dearest chilol,”

“Oh, indeed,” saiol Str qrantley, carefully examining the sit of one leg of his
trousers.

Lady Barmouth stared at the speaker, and thew shut her scent bottle with a loud
Snap.

“If she has deceived me—tricked me over this,” thought her Ladyship, “t will never
forgive her,”

“But has Mr Melton professed this to Yyou?” satd Sir Grantley, staring at the change
which hao come over his proposed mother-n-law, For the sweet smile was gone, and
her thin Lips were drawn tightly over her teeth: not a dimple was to be seew, and a
couple of dark marks came beneath her eyes,

“No,” she said, shortly; and there was a great deal of acidity in her tone, “t must say
he has not, But | must inguire into this, t trusted 'metioittg in what my husband,
who knew his father intimately, had said, Will Yyou join the eroquet party, Str
Grantley?” she continued, foreing back, her sweetest smile.

“Yas, oh yas, with pleasure. Charmed,” said Sir Grantley; and they rose and walked
towards the croquet Lawn.,

“Bear Sir Grantley,” said her Ladyship, speaking once more with her accustomed
sweetness, “this s a private matter between ourselves, You will not Let it influence
your visit?”

“Not at all,”
“ mean, you will not Let it shorten Your staye”

“Oh, no—wnot at all,” he replied, “Charmed to stay, U'm sure, Shan't break my heart,
don't You kewnow, Try to bear the disappointment,”

Five minutes Later her Ladyship had left Sir Grantley on the Laww, and gone off in
the divection of Lord Barmouth, who saw her coming and beat a retreat, but her
Ladyship cut him off and met him face to face.

“Tryphie,” sald Towm to his Little cousin, “there’s a vow cooking.”

“Yes,” she replied, sending her ball with straight atwm. through a hoop. “t saw it
coming. | hope it is nothing about Maude; she seems so happy.”

“Hang wme if tdont think it is,” satd Tom., “I'm going off directly, for the old girl’s
started to wig the governor, 'm certain, tshall go and back him up after giving my
mallet to Wilters, Don't make me madly jealous,”

“Wlfug not?” she replied, mischievoustg,
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“And be careful not to hit his legs,” sato Tom, “They'dl break Like reeds,—wWilters,
will you take my mallet? t want to go,”

“‘Charmed, U'm shaw,” satd Str Grantley, bowing, and being thus tntroduced to the
game, while Tom Lit a cigarette and slipped away.

Meanwhile Lady Barmouth had captured her husband as he was moving off,
followed closely by Charley Melton's ugly dog, which no sooner saw her thawn he
lowered his tail, dropped his head, ana walked under a clumep of Portugal Laurel out
of the way.

“Rarmouth,” satol her Ladgship, taking him into custoolg, like a plump soctal
policeman, “t want to speak to you,”

‘certa'w»Lg, my dear,” he said, m’LLdLg, “Ahat s (E2”
“About this My Charles Melton, What income has he?”

“well, my dear,” satd the olo gentleman, “t don't believe he has any begoml a little
allowance from his {ather, who is very poor.”

“And his expectations,” said her Ladyship, sharply. “He has great expectations, has
he note”

“I—I—1 dow't think he has, my love,” satd the old wman; “but he’s a doosed fine,
manly young fellow, and t like him very much tndeed.”

“But You told me that he had great prospects.”
“No, my dear, you said you had heard that he had, t remember it quite well.”
“Don't be an tdiot, Barmouth,” exclabmed her Ladyship, “Uisten to me,”

“Yes, my dear,” he said, Looking at her nervously, and thew stooping to rub his leg,
an act she stopped by giving his hand a smart slap,

“How can You be so offensive,” she eried, in a low angry voice; “it is quite
disgusting, Listen to me,”

“Yes, my dear.”

“I went to see Lady Merritty about this matter, and Lady Rigby.”
“About my gout, my dear?”

“Bo You wish to make me angry, Barmouth?”

“No, my dear,”

“I went to see her about this young man—this Melton, and Lady Merritty told me
she believed he had wost brilliant expectations, But VUL be even with her for this, Oh,
tt was too baol!”
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“Wwhat's the matter?” saio Towm, jolning them,

“Matterl” cried the trate woman, “why, evidently to gratify some old spite, that
wretched woman, Lady Mervitty, has been palming off upon us this Mr Melton as a
wmillionaire, and on the strength of it all t have encouraged him here, and only just
now refused an offer made by Sir Grantley Wilters. A beggar! An upstart!”

“Bravo, mother!” cried Tom, enthusiastically, “So he Ls, a contemptible, weak-kneed,
supercilious beggar, | hate him,”

“Hate hinz?” said her Ladyship, “Why, you always wmade him Your greatest friend.”
“what, old Wilters?” cried Tom,

“‘Stuff! This Meltown,” vetorted her Ladyship,

“Ban!” exclatmed Tom, “1 meant that thin weedy humbug, wilters,”

“And [ meant that wretched impostor, Meltow,” cried her Ladyship, angrily.

“Look here, mother,” cried Tom, “Charley Melton is my friend, and he is here at Your
invitation, Let me tell You this: if you tnsult him, i t don't go bang out o the
crogquet Lawn and Rick Wilters. Damme, that { will.”

“He’s a brave dashing young fellow, my son Tom,” sald his Lordship to himself. “
wish [ dared—"

“Barmouth,” moaned her ladyship, “help me to the house, My sow, to whowm t should
Look for support, turns upown his own wmother, Alas, that 1 should Live to see such a
day!”

“Yes, my dear,” satd Lord Barmouth, tn a troubled way, as he offered the lady his
arm, “Tom, my boy, don't speak so vudely to Your mamma,” he continued, Looking
back, and they moved slowly towards the open drawing-room window,

As her ladyship Left the garden, Joby came slowly up from under the laurels, and
Latdl his heaol on Tom's kuee, for that gentleman hao thrown himself on a garolen
Seatr

“Hallo, Joby,” he said “You here? L tell You what, old wman, if you would go and stick
Your teeth into wilters’ calf—®ah! he hasw't got a calfl—into his leg, and give him
hydrophobia, You'd be dolng Your master a good turn.”

From that hour a gloom came over the scene. Lady Barmouth was serupulously
polite, but Charley Meltow remarked a change, There were no wmore rides out with
Maude; no more pleasant téte-a-tétes: all was swiles carefully iced, and he turned at
last to Towm for an explanation,

“I can't understand it,” he said; “a few days ago my suit seemed to find favour in
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her eyes; now her Ladyship seems to ridicule the very tdea of my pretentions,”
“Yes,” saiol Tom savagely; and he bit his cigar vight tn half,

“But why, in heaven's name?”

“Heard You were poor.”

“well, | never pretended otherwise,”

“No,” satd Towm, snappishly; “but t suppose some one else did.”

“Who?" eried Melton, angrily,

“‘shan't tell,” cried Tom; “but mind your eye, my boy, or she'll throw You over,”

“She shall not,” cried Meltow, firmly, “for though there Ls no formal engagement, t
hold to your sister, whom 1 Love with all wy heart.”

That evening Charley Melton was called away to see his father, who had been taken
seriously ill,

“So very sorry,” said her Ladyship, Leily, “But these calls must be answered, Poor My
Melton, | am so grieved, Maude, my darling, Sir Grantley is waiting to play that
game of chess with you.”

The consequence was, that Charley Melton’s farewell to Maude was spoken with eyes
alone, and he Left the house feeling that he was doowmed never to enter it again as a
staying guest, while the enemy) was in the field ready to sap and wmine his dearest
hopes,

Chapter Five.

Back L Town—the Demon,

Lady Maude Diphoos sat in her dressing-room in Portland Place with her long
brown hatr Let down and spread all around her Lilke some beautiful garment
designed by nature to hide her soft white bust and arms, which were erossed before
her as she gazed in the long dressing-glass draped with pink muslin.

For the time belng that dressing-glass seemed to be a framed pleture tn which could
be seen the sweet face of a beautiful woman, whose blue eyes were pensive and full of
trouble. tt was the picture of one greatly tn deshabille; but thew it was the lady’s
dressing-room, and there was no one present but the matd,

The chawber was charmingly furnished, enough showing in the glass to make an
effective background to the picture; anol to add to the charm there was a deliclous
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odour of blendled scents that seemed to be exhaled by the principal flower tn the room
—she whose picture shone tn the muslin-draped frame,

There Ls nothing very new, it may be presumed, for a handsome woman to be seateot
before her glass with her Long hair dowwn, gazing straight before her into the
reflector; but this was an exceptional case, for Maude Diphoos was Looking right tnto
her mirror and could not see herself, Sometimes what she saw was Charley Melton,
but at the present moment the face of Dolly Preen, her maid, as that body stood half
behind her chair, brushing away at her mistress’ long tresses, which crackled and
sparkled electrically, and dropping upon thewm certain moist pearls which she as
raploly brushed away,

Dolly Preen was a pretty, plump, dark girt, with a certain rustic beauty of her own
such as was found sometimes in the sunny village by the Hurst, from which she
haol been taken to become Young ladies’ matd, a sort of moral pincushion, tnto
which Mademoiselle Justine Framboise, her ladyship’s attendant, stuck venomen
verbal pins.

But Polly did not look pretty tn the glass just now, for her nose was very red, her
eyes were swollew up, and as she sniffed, and choked, and uttered a low sob from
tiwme to time, she had wore the alr of a severely punished school-girl than a prim
young ladies” matd in an aristocratic family,

Dolly wept and dropped tears on the beautiful soft tangled hair at which Str
Grantley Wilters had often cast longing glances, Thew she brushed thew off again,
and took out her handkerchief to blow her nose—a nose which took a great deal of
blowing, as it was becoming overcharged with tears,

“Oh, DoLLg, boLLg,” satd her mistress at last, “this is very, very sad,”

At this moment through the open window, faintly heard, theve floated, softened by
distance, that delicious, now forgotten, but once popular strain—*=1"m a young man
from the country, but you don't get over me.”

Dorothy Preen, Sussex Yeoman's daughter, was a Young woman from the country,
and was it because the air seemed apropos that the matden suddenly uttered an
gjaculation which sounded Like Owt and dropping the ivory-backed brush, plunmped
herself down upon the carpet, as if making a nursery cheese, and began to sob as if
her heart would break? was it the appropriate nature of the air? No; it was the atr
prodiucer,

“Oh, Bolly, Dolly, [ don't know what to say,” said Lady Maude gently, as she gave
her hair & whisk and sent it atl flying to one side, “t don't want to send you back
howe,”
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“No, no, no, my lady, please don't do that,” blubbered the girl,

“But her Ladyship is thinking very sertously about ik, Dolly, and you see You were
found talking to him.”

“Ye—ye—yes, my lady.”
“But, You foolish girl, don't you understand that he Ls Little better than a beggar—
an ttallan wmendicant?”

“Ye-ye-yes, my lady.”
“Then how can You be so foolish?”
“I—1—1 don't know, my Lad(aj,”

“You, a vespectable farmer’s daughter, to think of taking up with a low man who
goes about the streets turning the handle of an organ, Dolly, Dolly, my poor gir,
what does it mean?”

“I—I—1 dow't Rnow, my Lady, Ow! [ am so miserable,”

“Of course You are, my good girl, There, promise me yow'll forget it all, and il
speak, to her Ladyship, and tell her yow'll be more sensible, and get her to let You
stay.”

“I—t can't, my lady.”

“Cannot what?”

“Forget him, my lady.”

“Why not?”

“Be-be-because he Ls so handsome,”

“Oh, Bolly, I've no patience with you,”

“N-n-no, my lady, because Yyou—you ain't—ain't in love,” sobbed the girl with
angry vehemence, as she covered her face with her hands and vocked herself to and

fro,

“For shawe, Dolly,” cried Maude, with her face flamingly ved, “If a woman is in love
that is no reason for her degrading herself. 'm shocked at you.”

“Ye-ye-yes, my lady, bu-bu-but You don't know; you—you—you haven't felt it yet.
Wh-wh-whew it comes over You some day, You—you—yowll be as bad as t am. ow!
ow! ow! U'me a wretehed, unhappy girl.”

“Thew rouse Yourself and think no wore of this fellow, For shame of you!”
“I—t can't, my lady, He—he—he’s so handsome, and t've tried ever so to give him up,
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but he takes hold of You Like.”
“Talkes hold of You, Dolly? Oh, for shame!”

“I—1 d-d-d-dont mean with his hands, my Lady, b-b-but with his great dark eyes,
miss, and—and he fixes you like; and once you're Like t am Yow've always seeing
thew, and they've looking right tnto you, and it makes you—you—you feel as if
You must go where he tells you to, and—and 1 can't help it, and 'm a wretched,
unhappy girl.”

“You are indeed,” satd Maude with spirit. “it is degrading n the extreme, An organ-
grinder—panht”

“It—it—Lt don't matter what he is, my lady,” sobbed Dolly, “it’s the man does it,
And—and some day wh-wh-when You feel as tdo, miss, you'll—"

“Silence,” cried Lady Mawde, “ULL hear no more such nonsense, Get up, You foolish
girl, and go on brushing my hair, You shall think no wmore of that wretched
creature,”

Just at that moment, after a dead silence, an air from Trovatore rang out from the
pavement below, and Bolly, who had picked up the brush, dropped it again, and
stooot gazing toward the window with so comical an expression of grief and despair
upown her face that her wmistress rose, and taking her arm. gave her a sharp shake.

“You stlly girll” she cried,

“But—but he's so handsome, my lady, i—t can't help it, Do—do please send him
away,”

“Why, the girl’s fascinated,” thought Maude, whose cheeks were flushed, anol whose
heart was increasing its speed as she eagerty twisted up her hatr and confined it
behind by a spring band,

“f—if You could send him away, my lady,”

“Sendl him away! Yes: it is disgraceful,” eried Maude, and as if moved by some

strange influence she rapioly made herself presentable and Looked angrily from the
window,

There was an indignant Look in her eyes, and her Lips parted to speak, but at that
moment the mechanical wmuste ceased, and the bearer of the green baize draped “kist
of whustles” Looked up, removed his soft hat, smiled and displayed his teeth as he
exclabmed in a rich, mellow volce—

“Ah, stgnora—ah, bella signora,”

Maudle Diphoos” head was withdrawn vapidly and her cheeks paled, flushed, ano
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turned pale again, as she stood gazing at her maid, and wondering what had
possessed her to attempt to do such a thing as dismiss this man,

“Ah, signoral Ah, bella signoral” came again from below; and this seemed to arouse
Maude to action, for now she hastily closed the window and seated herself before the
glass.

“Undo my hatr and finish brushing it,” she satd austerely; “and, Dolly, there is to
be no wore of this wicked folly.”

“No, my Laalg,"

“It Ls disgraceful, Mind, t desive that you never Look out at this man, nor speak to
him again,”

“No, my lady.”

“t shall ask her Ladyship to Look over your ervor, and mind that hewceforth you are
to be a very good girl.”

“Yes, my tady,”

“There: | need say no move; You are Very sorry, are You not?”

“Ye-yes, my lady.”

“Then mind, t shall expect You to do eredit to my interference, for her ladyship will
be exceedingly angry if anything of this kind occurs again. Now, you will try?”

“Ye-yes, my lady,” sobbed poor Dolly, “Ull try; but You don't know, miss, how harol
it is. some day you may feel as 1 do, and then youw'll be sorry You scolded me so
much,”

“Silence, Bolly; ( have not scolded you so much, thave only interfered to save you
from ruin and disgrace.”

“Ruin and disgrace, my lady?”

“Yes, You foolish girl, You could not marry such a mawn as that, There, now go
downstatrs—wno, go to Your own room and bathe your eyes before Yyou go down, { feel
quite ashamed of you.”

“Yes, my lady, so do 1,” sobbed Dolly. “Un afraid 'm a very wicked girl, and father
will never forgive me; but t can't help it, and—ow—ow—ow!”

“Bolly! Polly! Dolly! There, do go to Your room,” cried Maude impatiently, and the
poor girl went sobbing away, leaving her mistress to sit thinking pensively of what
she had satd,

Lady Maude Diphoos should have continued dressing, but she sat dowwn by her
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mirvor with her head resting wupon her hand thinking very deeply of the weak, Love-
sick girl who had just left the room, Her thoughts were strange, and it seemed to her
that so soon as she begaw to picture the bluff, manly, Saxon countenance of
Charley Meltow, the dark-eyed, black-bearded face of the ttalian Leered at her over
his shoulder, and so surely as she made an effort to drive away the tllusion, the face
disappeared from one stde to start out again upon the other,

So constant was this to the droning of the organ far below that Maude shivered,
and at last stavted up, feeling wore ready now to sympathise with the girl than to
blawe as she hurriedly dressed, and prepared to go downstairs to join her Ladyship
tn her afternoon drive,

“Are You aware, Maude, that t have been waiting for you some time?”
“No, mamma, The carriage has not yet come,”

“That has nothing whatever to do with it,” said her Ladyship, “You have kept me
waiting, And by the way, Maude, | must request that You do not return Mr
Melton's very partioular bows. | observed that you did yesterday in the Park, while
directly afterwards, when Sir Grantley wilters passed, You turned Your head the
other way.”

"Rmug, mamma, 1—"
“That will do, child, t am Your mother,”

“The carriage ts at the door, my lady,” sald Robbins, entering the room; and soon
afterwards the ladies descended to enter the barouche and enjoy the atr, “gravel
grinding,” in the regular slow procession by the side of the Serpentine, where it was
not long before Mawde caught sight of Charley Melton, with his ugly bull-deg by
his legs,

He bowed, but Lady Barmouth cut him dead, He bowed again—this time to Maude,
who cut him alive, for her piteous Look cut him to the heart; and as the carviage
passed ow the remark the young man made concerning her ladyship was certainly
nelther refined nor tn the best of taste.

Chapter Six,

Not at Howe,

For Charley Melton's father was better, hence his presence in town, where he had speol
as soon as he found that the Diphoos family had left the Hurst, where Lady
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Barmouth hateheo matrlmowg,

That cut in the Park was unpleasant, but nothing daunted itn his determination
not to be throww over, the Young man made his way wnext day to Portland Place,
eager, anxious, ano wondering whether Maude would be firm, or allow herself to be
influenced by her Ladyship to his downfall,

Robbins unclosed the door at the great family mansion looking very severe and
uncompromising. So stern was his countenance, ano so stiff the bristles on his
head, that any one with bribery in his heart would have felt that silver would be an
tnsult,

“Not at home,”

He Left his cavd, and called next day,

“Not at home,”

He waited two days, and catled again,

“Not at howme,”

Another two days, and another call. The same answer.
“Not at howe,”

Charley Melton turned away with his brow knit, and thew thought over the past,
and determined that, come what wmight, he would not be beatewn,

The next day he went again, with his dog trotting closely at his heels, He knocked;
the door was opened by Robbins the butler, and to the usual tnguiry, that
individual responded as before—

“Not at howme, sir,”

As Meltow Left his card and turnmed to go away, Joby quietly walked in, crossed the
hall, and went upstairs, while his master, who was biting his Lips, turned sharply
back and slipped half a soverelgwn into the butler’s hand,

“Look here, Robbins,” he satd; “You may trust me; what does this mean?”

The butler glanced behind him, and Let the door swing nearly to as he stood upon
the step.

“Fact s, str, her Ladyship said they was wever to be at home to You.”

A curbous smile crossed Melton’s Lip as he nodded shortly and turned away, going
straight back to his chawbers in Duke Street, Satnt Jawmes’s, and walking
bpatiently up and down till he was fain to cease from utter exhaustion, whew he
flung himself tmpatiently in his chatr, and sat trying to make plans for the
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future,

Meanwhile Joby, feeling himself quite at howme tn the Portland Place mansion, had
walked straight tnto the dining-room, where the Luncheon was not yet cleared away.
The dog settled himself under the table, till, hearing a halting step, he haod come
slowly out to stand watching Lord Barmouth, who todaled in hastily, and helped
himself to three or four slices of cold hawm, which he was in the act of placing tn his
pocket as the dog touched him on the leg,

“Bhl w very sorry, Robbins—i—eh? Oh dear, how You frightened me, my goodl
dog,” he satd; “l thought it was the butler,”

He was hurrying out whew, thinking that perhaps the visitor might also tike a Little
extra refreshment, he hastily took up a couple of cutlets and threw them one by one
to the dog, who caught them, anol seemed to swallow thew with one and the same
movement, pill-fashtown, for they disappeared, and Joby waited for more,

“I dave not take any wore, my good dog,” sald his lorddship, stooping down and
patting him; and thew, feeling that there was nothing more to be done here, Joby
quietly trotted upstairs tnto the drawing-room, wheve Maude was seated alone, with
her head resting upow her hand, and the tears silently stealing down her cheeks,

She uttered a faint cry, for the dog’s great blunt muzzle was Latd upon her soft
white hand, when, seelng who it was, the poor girl, with a hysterical sob, threw
herself down upon her knees bestde the great ugly brute, flung her arms round his
neck, and hugged him to her breast, “Oh Joby, Joby, Joby, You dear goodt dog,” she
sobbed, “how did you come here?” and thew, with flushed cheeks, and a faint hope in
her breast that the dog’s master might be at hand, she paused with her head thrown
back, listening intently,

But there was not a sound to be heard, and she once more caressed the dog, who, with
his head vesting wpon her shoulder, blinked his great eyes and licked his black
muzzle as if he liked it all amazingly.

Maude sobbed bitterly as she knelt by the dog, and thew a thought seemed to strike
hev, for she felt tts collar, and hesitated; thew going to the table she opened a blotter,
selzed a sheet of note paper, and began to write.

At the end of a few moments she stopped though,

“t dare not—t dare not,” she sighed, “tt would certainly be found out, and what
would he think of me? what does he think of me?” she wailed, “He must believe me
not worth a thought, t will send—just a Lline,”

She wrote a few words, fololed the paper up small, and was taking some silk from
her work-basket, whew a cough ow the staivs wmade her start and return to her chatr,

Table of Contents




“She will see the dog and be so angry,” thought Maude, as the rustling of silk
proclaimed the coming of her Ladyship, when, to her great joy joby uttered a low
growl and dived at once beneath the couch, where he curled himself up completely
out of sight.

“Maude,” said her Ladyship, in an tl-used tone, “you are not looking so well as you
should.,”

“ndeed, mammn?”

“BY no means, child; and as t am speaking to You, t may as well say that ( could
not help noticing last night that you were almost rude to Sir Grantley Wilters, |
must beg that it does not occur again,”

“Mavama!”

“There, there, there, that will do,” said her Ladyship, “not a word, | am going out, and
[ cannot be made nervous by Your silly nonsense,”

“noeed, mamma, 1—"

“I will not hear excuses,” eried her Ladyship. “ tell you | am golng out. if Sir
Grantley Wilters calls, [ insist upon your treating him with proper consideration.
As have tolol You, and 1 repeat it once for all, that silly flirtation with Mr Melton is
quite at an end, and now we must be serious,”

“Serlous, mammal” cried Maude, rising; “t assure You—"

“That will do, child, that will do, You must Let older people think for you, tf You
please, Be silent,”

Lady Barmouth satled out of the room, and with a flush upown her countenance
Maudle returned to her work-basket for the silk, starting as she did so, for
something touched her, and there was Joby's great head with the prominent eyes
staring up at her, as if to say, “Are you ready?”

Folding her note very small, she tied it securely to the tnside of the dog’s collar, and
then, laying her hands wupon his ears, kissed his great ugly forehead.

“There, good dog, take that to Your master,” she said, “Go howme.”

The dog started up, uttered a low bark, and, as tf he understood her words, wmade for
the door.

“No, no,” cried Maude, who repented now that she hao gowne so far; “come back, good
dog, come back, what will he think of me? what shall t do!”

She ran to the door, but the dog had disappeared, and to her horvor she heard the
front door open as the carviage wheels stoppedt at the door, Trembling with dread she
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ran to the window and saw that the carriage was watting for Lady Barmouth; but
what interested her far more was the sight of Joby trotting across the wide
thoroughfare, and evidently making his way straight off home, where he arvived tn
due course, and set to seratehing at the door till Charley Melton got up limpatiently
and Let him in.

“Ah, Joby," he said, carelessly; and then, heedless of the dog— But ULl never give her
wp,” he satd sharply, as he rose and took an old pipe from the chimney-piece, which
he filled and thew sat down,

As he did so, according to custom, Joby Latd his head in his master’s hand, Melton
pultting the dog’s ears, and patting him with one hand, thinking of something else
the while, His thoughts did not come back, even when his hano came tn contact with
the paper which now came off easily at his touch,

Melton's thoughts were with the writer, and he had a pipe tn the other hand; but his
bratn suggested to him that he might just as well light the pipe, incited probably
thereto by the touch of the paper which he began to open out, after putting his
meerschaum tn his mouth; and he was then dreamily doubling the note, whew his
eyes fell upown the characters, his pipe dropped from his Lips and broke upow the floor,
as he vead with tnereasing excitement—

“l am driven to communicate with You like this, for t dare not try to post a note,
Pray do not think ill of me; t cannot do as | would, and t am very, very unhappy.”

That was all; and Charley Meltow read it through again, and thew stood Looking
puzzled, as if he could not comprenend how he came by the Letter,

“Why, Joby must have stayed behind to-day,” he cried, “and—yes—no—of course—
here ave the silieen threads attached to his collar, and—and—oh, You jolly old brute!
ULl never repent of giving twenty pounds for you again,”

He patted Joby until the caresses grew too forcible to be pleasant, and the dog slipped
undler his master’s chatr, while the note was reao over andl over again, and then
carefully placed in a pocket-book and transferved to the owner’s breast—a serious
proceeding with a comic stde.

“No, my darling,” he said, “t won't think ill of you; and as for you, my dear Lady
Barmouth, all stratagews are good tn Love and war, You have thrown down the glove
bn casting wme off in this cool and tnsolent manner; t have taken tt up, If | cannot
win her by fair means, t must by foul,”

tHe walked up and down the room for a few minutes in a state of intense excitement,
“I can't help the past,” he satol, half aloud, “1 cannot help what | am, but win her |
must, [ feel now as if 1 can stop at nothing to gain my ends, and here is the way
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open at atl events for a time, Joby, You are golng to prove Your master’s best friend,”

Chapter sevew,

Down Below,

“If thad wmy way,” satd Mr Robbins, “Ud give orders to the poliss, and every one of
‘e shouldl be took up, They're so fond of turning handles that o put ‘em on the
crank, 'd make ‘em grina,”

“You have not the taste for the music, M’steur Robbins,” saiol Mademoiselle justine,
Looking up from her plate at dinner in the servants’ hall, and thew glancing side
wise at Dolly Preen, who was cutting her waxy potato up very small and soaking it
in gravy, as she bent down so as not to show her burning face,

“Haven't |, ma‘amselle? P'v'aps not; but [ had a brother who could a’wost make a
fiddle speak. t dont call organs musie, and 1 object on principle to a set of lazy
ronies belng encouraged about our house.”

Dolly's face grew more searlet, and Mademoiselle Justine’s mouth wmore tight as a
couple of curious Little curves played about the corners of her Lips,

“well, all t can say,” said the cook, “ls, that he’s a very hawnodsome man.”

“Handsome!” exclatimed Robbins, “t don't call a man handsowme as can't shave, and
never cuts his greasy hatr, Handsome! Yah, a Low, macaroni-eating, lazy rony,
that's what he is, There’s heaps of ‘em always walking about outsiole the furren
chureh doors, 1'Ve seen ‘em myself,”

“But some of ‘em’s exiles, My Robbins,” said the stout, amiable-looking cook, “t have
‘eared as some on ‘emt’s princes tn disguise,”

“My faith!” ejaculated Mademotselle Justine, sardonically,

“Yes, ma‘awmselle, | ayve,” said cook, deflantly, “t don't mean Frenchy exiles, with
their coats buttoned up to their chins in Leloester Square, because they ain't got no
washing to put out, but Hightalian exiles,”

“Bahl” gjaculated Mademoiselle Justine, “that for you! What know Your” and she
swnapped her fingers,

“Praps a deal wore than some people thinks, and 1 don't Like to sit still and hear
poor people sneered at because they are reduced to music,”

“But | don't call that wmuusice,” satd Robbins, comtemptuoustg,
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“Don't You, Mr Robbins?—then ( do,”

At this stage of the proceedings Dolly could bear her feelings no more, but got up
and Left the hall to ascend the back stairs to her own room, and sit down tn a corner,
and cover her face with her natty aprow.,

“Pore gell,” exclaimed the cook. “it’s too bad.”
“What s too bad, Madame Downes?” satd Madewmotselle Framboise.
“To go ow like that before the pore thing, She can't help it.”

“Bah!” gjaculated the French wmatd, “it is disgust, An organ man! The child is
affreuserment stupide,”

“I have a heart of my own,” sighed the cook,
“Yais, but You do not go to throw it to a mawn like that, Madame Downes,”
“Hear, hearl” said the butler, anol there was a chorus of approval,

“I say it s disgust—disgrace,” continued Mademoiselle justine, “The girl is mad,
and should be sent howe to the bon papa down in the country).”

“ have a heart of my own,” satd Mrs Downes again. “Ah, you needn't Laugh, Mary
Ann, Some people Likes footmen next door.”

The housemaid addressed tossed her head and exclatmed, “well, Um surel”

“And so am 1" veplied the cook, regardless of the sneers and swiles of the rest of the
dowmestics at the table, “As 1 said before, | have a heart of my) own, and if some people
follow the example of their betters,—here Mrs Downes stared very havd at the
contemptuous countenance of the French matd,—‘and Like the furren element, it's
no business of nobody’s.”

Madame Justine's eyes flashed,

“Did you make that saying for me, Madame Downes?” she flashed out victously,
“sSayings ain't puddens,” retorted cook,

“l say, malke You that vairy witty jeer for me?” cried Madlemotselle Justine viclously,

“What [ say is,” continued the cook, who, having a blunter tongue, stood ow her
defence, but heaping up dull verblage round her position as a guard agatnst the
Frenchwoman's sharp attack, “that a man’s a wman, and tf he's a furrener it ain't no
fault of his. t should say he's a count at least, and he's very handsome.”

“Counts don't count tn this country,” satd Robbins smiling, and waiting for the
applause of the table,

“Count indeed!” cried Mademotselle justine, “Count You the fork and spoons, Mr
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Robbins, and see that these canaille music men come not down the atr—ree, As for
that green-goose girl Preen—eah! she is a Little shilol for her mamma to vip and
send to bed wizout her soop—paire. Madame Downes, You are a vairy foolish
womaw.”

Madewmoiselle Justine rose from her seat, ano wmade a wmovement as tf to push back a
chatr; but she hao been seated wupon a forme which accommeodated half a dozen wmore
dowmestics, and in consequence she had to climb out and glide toward the door,
through which she passed with a rustle like that of a cloud of dead Leaves swept tinto
a barw,

“You've put ma’amselle out, Mrs Downes,” said Robbins with condescension,

“That's easy enough done, Mr Robbins, t's her furren blood, [ don't Llike Young
people to be sneered at if they've a bit tender, t've got a heart of my own,”

“And a very good heart too, Mrs Downes,” saidl the butler,
“Hear, hear,” satd Joseph the footman,

“Hear, hear, hear, hear, hear!” cried the page-boy, a Yyoung gentleman who lived tn a
constant state of suppression, and consequently in his Youthful vivacity was
always seeking an opportunity to come to the surface. This appeared to him. to be
one, His chief had paid a compliment which had beew cheered by the satd chief’s
first-lieutenant Joseph, so Henry, the bearer of three rows of buttons, every one of
which he longed to annex for purposes of play, cried “hear, hear, hear,” as the
footman’s echo, andl rapped Loudly) upon the table with the hatt of his knife.

A dead silence fell upon the occupants of the servants’ hall, and Hewry longed to
take flight; but the butler fixeo him as the Ancient Mariner did the wedding guest,
and held him with his glittering eye,

“There, | knowed you'd do it,” whispered the footman., “You're always up to some of
your manoeuvres,”

“Henry,” said the butler in his most severe tones, and with the Look upow his
countenance that he generally reserved for Lord Barmouth, “t don't know where You
were brought up, my good boy, and [ don't want to Rnow, but have the goodness to
recollect that Yyou are now in a nobleman's service, where, as there is no regular
steward’s room for the upper servants, You are allowed to take Your meals with your
superiors, t have before had occaston to complain of Your behaviour, eating with Yyour
knife, breathing all over your plate, and sniffing at the table in a most disgusting
way.”

“Hear, hear,” satd Joseph in a Low volce, and the boy thought it additionally havd
that he was to be chidden while his fellow-servant in Livery went free,
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Mr Robbins bowed his head gractously to his underling'’s softly-breathed piece of
adulation, and continued—

“once for all, my good boy, 1 must request that if Yyou do not wish to be sent tnto
the knife place to partake of Your meals, you will cease Your Low pothouse conduct,
and behave Yourself properly).”

The butler turned away with a dignified atr, while Henry serewed up his face as itf
about to cry, bent down his head, and begawn to Rick the footman's legs under the
table—a playful piece of lmpudence that the lofty servitor did not resent, Master
Henry the buttons kunowing too much of things in general appertaining to the
pantry; sundry stealings out at night whew other people were in bed, and when
retwrns were madle through the area doov, and from gooot fellowship, for though there
was & vast difference in years and size, Joseph’s brain was of wmuch the same calibre
as that of the boy,

“Mrs Downes,” satd the butler, after clearing his voice with a good cough, “Your
sentiments do You eredit. You have a heart of your own, and what is wmore, You are
English.”

“l am, Mr Robbins, | am,” said the lady addressed, and she wiped her eyes.

“Furreners arve furveners,” continued the butler didactically; “out what t always will
matntain ts, that the English are so thoroughly English.”

There was a waurmur of applause here which warmed the imposing-looking butler’s
heart, and he continued—

“Your sentiments do you the greatest of credit, Mrs Downes; but you are too tender,”
“I can't help tt, Mr Robbins,” said the Lady pathetically.

“And U'm sure no one wishes that you should, Mrs Downes, for | say it boldly so that
all may hear,—except the two lady’s wmatds who have left the hall,—that a better
cook, and a Rinder fellow-servant never came tnto a house,”

Another murmur of applause, and the cook sighed, shed two more tears, and felt, to
use her own words, afterward expressed, “all of a fluster.”

“Mr Robbins,” she began.

“I beg your pardon, madam, | have not finished,” satd the butler, smiling, “t only
wished to observe, and  must say it evewn if t give offence to Yyour delicate
susceptibilities, madaw, that that furren papist fellow with the organ haunts
Portlandl Place Like a regular demon, smiling at weak woman, anol taking of her
captive, when it's well kinown what Lives the poor creatures Live out Saffron Hill
way. t should feel as | was ot dotng my duty toward my fellow creatures if |
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didw't protest against such a man having any encourngement here,”
“Hear, hear,” said the footman again,

“Some lmpudent person once observed,” continued the butler, “that when a footman
married he took a room tn a mews for his wife, and furnished it with a tub and a
looking-glass.”

“Haw, haw, haw!” laughed the buttons,

“Henry, be silent, or you will have to leave the room,” satd the butler, sternly. “A tub
and a looking-glass, t repeat,” he added, as he Looked round, “so that his wife might
try to get her Living by washing, and see herself starve,”

A vy of approval rose here from every one but the footman, who Lookeod
aggrieved, and kicked Henry beneath the table,

“But what ( say s this,” continued the butler, “the pore girl who Lets herself be
deluded into marrying one of those lazy rony organ wmen may have the Looking-
glass, for ttalians is a vain nation; but from what | know of ‘em, the pore wives will
never have the tub, Let alone the soap.”

The butler smiled, and there was a burst of Laughter, which ceased as the cook took
wp the defence.

“Maye,” she said, “but what [ say s this, as 1've said before, [ can feel for a woman
tn love, for t have a heart of my own,”

it was self-evident, for that heart was thoroughly doing its work of pumping the
vital curvent so energetically, that the blood flushed the lady's cheeks, rose tnto her
forehead, and was beginning to suffuse her eyes, which Looked angry, when a loud
peal at the front door bell acted as a check to the discussion, Joseph going off to
answer the summons as all arose, and the butley, to finish the debate, exclaimed—

“Mark my words, no good won't come of it if that man’s atlowed to haunt this
house, and—well, of all the impudence! there he is again, | shall have to call her
Ladyship’s attention to the fact.”

For Lulgi was slowly grinding out the last new waltz, and it had such an effect on
the wore frivolous of the hired servants, that as soon as thelr eloers had gquitted the
underground banquetting hall, two of thew clasped each other, and began to spin
round the place, proving that music had charms as well as the wman,
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Chapter Bight,

Famug Matters,

Charley Melton made up his mind that he would behave honournbly, and he called
several thimes wore at Portland Place, till it became evident that there was no prospect
of his being adwmitted, He saw the carriage twice tn the Park, and bowed, to obtain a
cold recogunition from her Ladyship the first time, the cut divect from her the second
time, and an agownisen Look from Maude,

“That's the second time this week,” he muttered angrily; “t must end this,” He
stopped short, leaning over the rails and watching the carriage as it was pulled up,
and a fashionably-dressed gentleman went to the door and stood talking for some
considerable time.

‘MY rival, t suppose. Sir Grantley Wilters, thew, is to be the happy man? Here, come
along, Joby, it Ls time to take to stratagem. | wonder what has become of Tom?”

The next day a speclal message was sent to that wmedical attendant, Doctor Todd,
Lady Barmouth bmploring him to come directly, as Maude was so ill that she was
growing uneasy,

“Humph!” said the doctor, “poor girl, But she must wait her turn,”

He hurried through his interviews with his regular patients, and reached Porttand
Place just as lLunch was gotng tn; but it was put back while Lady Barmouth took,
him into the drawing-room, where Maude was seated,

“Ah, my dear!” he exclatmeed, tn his cheery way. “Why, 1 say), what's the matter?”
He sat talking to her for sowme Little thme, wrote a prescription, and thew rose.

“There, Lady Barmouth,” he satd; “that is all 1 can do, Give her change and peace of
mind, and she will soon be well,”

“noleed, doctor,” eried her Ladyship, “she shall have everything she can wish for. As
to peace of mind, why what is there to disturb it? it is our peace of mind that suffers,
Poor Sty Grantley Wilters Ls half distracted about her,”

“Is he?” saidl the doctor, bluntly, “Why, what has it got to do with him?”

“Hush, doctor! Fiel” exclaimed her Ladyship, smiling, “There, You are making
somebooly blush, tt is too bad,”

Mawole darted an tndignant glance at her mother, and with flaming cheeks and
eyes full of tears Left the room,

“Poor girl, she is so hysterical,” satd her ladyship. “Ah, these young girls, these
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young girls! Of course you will stay lunch, doctor?”

“Yes,” he said shortly, “t intended to, 1'm precious hungry, and You've put me out of
my usual course.”

“I'm s0 sorvy,” satd her ladyship; “out it was very good of you to come,” as the door
opened and the earl came toddling into the room.

“Ah, doctor,” he said, “doosed glad to see You, Did You hear my leg was threatening
againe”

“No,” satd the doctor, shaking hands, “We must have a consultation,”
“And forbid so many good things, doctor,” satd her ladyship, with asperity,
“But, my dear, I—I—'m pretty nearly stavved; it's poverty of blood, 'm sure,”

“Well, come and have a good Lunch,” said the doctor, “UtL see that you have nothing
to disagree with you.”

“Thank You, doctor, thank You,” satd the old gentleman, as the gong begawn to
sound and they went down, Tryphie and Tom coming out of another voom—mMaude
Joining thewm, Looking now quite composed.

“l reveenber whew | was a boy,” satd Lovd Barmouth, suddenly.
“Yes, my love,” satdl her ladyship, stiffly; “but you've told us that before.”

“Have |, my dear?” said his lordship, looking troubled, and thew there was a Little
pause,

“twmay have a glass of hock, may [ not, doctor?” said the old maw, as the luncheon
went on,

“Bh? Yes,—! say, what's Your name, bring me the hock, some seltzer and a glass,”
said the doctor to Robbins, “Yes, my dear,” he continued to Tryphie, “t would rather
any day go to the Tyrol than along the beaten track through the Alps,”

The butler brought the hock and seltzer, and a Large tumbler, tnto which such a
Liberal portion of wine was poured that Lady Barmouth Looked horrified, and the old
gentleman chuckled and squeezed Maude’s hand under the table.

“Is not that too much, doctor?” whispered her Ladyship.

“Eh? Much? oh no, Do him good,” said the doctor, filling up the glass with seltzer,
“There, take that to his lovdship,”

“l say, father,” satd Tom, giving her ladyship a mocking swile, “t watched the
quantities, VL mix your hock for You tn future,”

The luncheon went on, the doctor chatting merrily, while his Lordship became, under

Table of Contents




the tnfluence of so strong a dose of medicine, quite garrulous,

“I say, doctor,” he said, chuekling, “did—did You hear that deuced good story about
Lady Grace Moray?”

“No,” satd the doctor; “what wags it?”

“‘capital story, and quite true—he he, hel” chuckled the old gentleman, “She—she—
she—begad, she was disappointed of one fellow, and—and—and, damme Lf she
didnt run off with the butler,”

“Barmouth!” exclaimed her Ladyship, austerely, “t am glad that the servants are not
b the voom,”

“It's—it’s—it’s a fact, my dear,” satd the old gentleman, wiping his eyes, “Bolted
with him, she did, and—and—and, damme, ( forget how it all ended, ( say, Tom,
my boy, how—how—how the doose did that affair enc?”

‘ot marvied and made a fool of herself,” satd Tom sharply,

“Do people always make fools of themselves who marry, Tom?” sato Tryphie in a low
volce.

“Always,” he whispered back, “if they marry people chosewn for thewm in place of those
they love.”

“I must request, Barmouth, my dear, that You do not tell such stories as that, They
are Loathsome and repulsive, Lady Grace Moray comes of a very low type of family.
Her grandfather married a butterman’s daughter, or something of that kind. They
have no breeding,”

“I—I—1 think ( left my handkerchief in the drawing-room,” said his lordship,
rising,

“Why wot ring, my love?” said her Ladyship,

“No, no, no, | would rather fetch it myself,” said his lovdship, who left the room, went

wp two or three stairs, stopped, listened, and thew toddled back to wheve, on a tray,
the vemains of a tongue stood tn company with an empty vegetable dish or two.

There was a great piece, too, of the point quite six inches long Lying detached, for the
doctor’'s arm was vigorous, and he had cut the tongue quite through, Such a chance
was wot offered every day, and it would not only wmake a couple or three pleasant
snacks whewn his Lordship was hungry, but it would keep.

He Listened: all was still, and, cautiously advancing, he secured the piece of dry
flrme tongue, Then he started as if electrified, Robbins’ cough was heard on the
stairs, and his Lordship dabbed the delicacy away in the handiest place, and turned
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towards the door as the butler appeared in the hatl,

“What game’s he up to now?” said Robbins to himself, as, with his memory
reminding him of the trouble he had haol to sponge and briush the tails of the old
gentleman’s dress coats, which used to be found matted with gummy gravies and
sauces, so that the pocket Linings had had to be several times replaced, he opened the
dining-room door.

“I—I—1 think t left my handkerchief upstairs Robbins,” satd his lordship humbly;
and he toddled in agatn and retook his place,

The luncheon ended, the party rose and stood chatting about the room, while the
doctor was in earnest conversation with Mawde and her ladyship,

“Nothing at all,” he satd firmly), “but low spirits from mental causes, and these are
matters for which mothers and fathers must preseribe.”

“It’s—it’s—doosed hardl to be so short of money,” said his Lordship to himself as he
was left alone; and then thinking of the tongue, he tried to get to the door, but a

Look from her Ladyship sent him back. “it’s—it's—doosed hard. 1 shall have to go to
Little Tryphie again. He, he, hel her Ladyship dowt know,” he chuckled, “I've—t've left
her five thousand tn my will, bless her. 1 wish she’d buy me some more Bath buns,”

He crossed to where the bright Little girl was standing, and she advanced to him
directly,

“‘can You lend wme another five shillings, Tryphie?” he whispered,

“yes, uncle,” she replied, nodding and smiling, “Vll get it anol put it under the
china dog on the right hand cabinet,”

“That's right, my dear; it's—it's—it's so doosedt awkward to be so short, and 1 don't
like to ask her ladyship.”

“Well, | must go,” said the doctor Lowdly, “Good-bye all. Good-bye, my dear,” he
continued to Maude, Then he plnched Tryphie's cheek, shook hands with the old
man and was gone.

“So clever,” sighed her Ladyship, “that we Look over his rough, eccentric ways. 1
believe that | should not have been here now Uf it had wot been for his skill.”

“Then damn the doctor,” satd Towm to himself, for he was in a very unfilial wmood,

“Oh, by the way,” said the gentleman spoken of, as he came hurriedly back,
sendling the door open so that it banged wpon a chatr, “Lady Mawde, wmy dear, You
are only to take that medicine when you feel Low,”

As he spoke he hitehed ow his light overcoat that he had partly donned in the hall,
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and thew, fishing in one of the pockets for his gloves, he brought out a plece of
tongue,

“Oh, bless my soull” muttered his lordship; and he toddled towards the window.

“what the dickens is this?” eried the doctor, holding out his find, and putting up
his double eye-glass. “Tongue, by jingo! s this one of Your tricks, my Lord Tom?”

“No,” roared Towm, as he burst out Laughing, and followed his father to the window,
where the old gentleman was nervously gazing forth,

“I'm so sorvy,” said her ladyshtp, quivering with tndignation, “tt must have been
one of the servants, or the cat,”

“well,” said the doctor, solemunly, “VlL swear 1 didw't steal i, ( might perhaps have
pocketed something good, but thadn't got this coat on,”

“Pray say wo more, doctor,” said her Ladyship, “Robbins, bring a plate and take this
away.”

“Yes, my lady,” said the butler, who was waiting tn the hall to show the doctor out;
and he made matters worse by advancing with a stately wmarch, taking a plate and
silver fork frowm the stdeboard, removed the piece of tongue from the doctor’s fingers
with the fork; and thew deftly thrusting it off with his thuwmb on to the plate, he

marched out with it, the ladies all bursting tnto busy conversation to cover his
retreat.

Thew the doctor went, and a general ascent towards the drawing-room was
commenced, his lordship hanging back, and Tom stopping to try and avert the
storm,

“Such tdiotic—such disgraceful proceedings, Barmouth,” exclaimed her ladyship,
closing the dining-room door,

“There, that will do, mother,” satd Tom, quietly, “Lookers-on see most of the game,”
“What do You meaw, sir?” said her Ladyship,

“Why this,” said Tom, savagely. “There, don't faint; because if you do t shaw't stop
and attend You.”

“If L only dared to face her like my son Tom,” satd his Lordship to himself; “damine,
he's as brave as a Little lion, my son Tom.”

“Str, your language is wost disgraceful,” sato her ladyship, haughtily,

“That’s what all people think when something is satd that they don't like, Now Look
here, mother; t don't mean to stand by any wmore and see the old wman bullied,”

“Bless him, t am proud of that boy,” thought his Lovdship, “Damme, he's Little, but
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he’s a man,”
"Diphoos!” cried her Lavlgship,

“t dow't say it was not stupld of the gov'nor to go and take that piece of tongue, and
put it in the wrong pocket.”

“But, my dear bog, (—"

“Hold Your tongue, gov'nor,” cried Tom. “tt was stupld and tdiotic of him perhaps,
but not one half so stupid and tdiotic as some things 1 see done here,”

“Tom, t oo not Rnow what You mean,” cried her Ladgship.

“well, t mean this, it was tdiotic to marry DL to Liver-pill Goole, as they call him;
and ten thmes wmore Laiotic to encournge that racing cad, Captain Bellman, here;
while it was madness to cut Charley Meltow advift, and try to bring things to an
understanding between Maude and that hospital duwmmy, Wilters,”

“Your language, str, is frightful,” eried her Ladyship, whose voice was rising tn spite
of herself, “Hospital dummy!”

“So he is; | could drive my fist right through his tottering carcase. He's only fit to
stuff and put in a glass case as a warning to Young men.”

“t wish—1 wish—t wish t could pat him. on the back,” muttered Lord Barmouth, “He’s
brave as a liown.”

“Sir Grantley wilters has my consent to pay his addresses to Your sister,” satd her
ladyship with dignity; “and as for Your disgusting remarks about Captain
Bellman, he comes here with my consent to see Your cousin Tryphie, for whom he
will be an excellent parti,”

“Parti—funeral party, An excellent corpse,” eried Tom in a rage, “for, damme, il
shoot him on his wedding morning before he shatl have her.”

“You will have to Leave howme, siv, and Live in chambers,” satd her Ladyship, “You
grow too low for soclety,”

“What, and Let You have Your own way here, mother! No, hang it, that you shan't.
You may stop my allowance, but t stop here; so don't Look blank, dad.”

“Dow't speak angrily to Your mamma, my) dear boy,” said Lord Barmouth,
“All right, gov'nor.”

“As to Your friend and companion, whom You brought to this house, and who
pretended, Like an twepostor as he ts, to have good expectations—"

“He never did anything of the kind,” satd Tom, “He always said he hadw't a rap,”
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“Such a person ought never to have been brought near Your sweet, pure-mindent
sisters,” continued her Ladyship; “l foundl out that he was an impostor, and now |
hear that he gambles and is in debt.”

“Who told You that?” roared Tom.

“Never mind.”

“But | lnsist on knowing.,”

“Hush, hush, my boy,” satd his lordship, twitching Tom's coat.

“Be quiet, gov'nor, Who told You that, mamma?” cried Tom,

“l heard it from good authority),” satd her ladyship as Lord Barmouth beat a retreat,

“Thew good authority s a confounded Liav,” cried Towm, as her ladyship sailed out of
the room, anol after he had cooled down a Little and Looked voundl, he found his
Lovrdship had gowne,

Tom went bnto the cloak-room, where he came upon his father sitting on a box,
busily spreading a biscuit with some mysterious condiment which he dug out of a
pot with a paper-knife.

“Poor old Charley,” satd Tom, not heeding his father’s ocoupation, “he’s the soul of
honour—a regular truwmp, Look here, gov'nor,” he eried, turning sharply o the old
gentleman anod making him junp.

“Don't You bully wme too, my dear boy,” sald the old man, trembling, “t can't bear
ter”

“I'm not going to bully You, gov'nor,” cried Tom, laying his hands on the old
man’s shoulders affectionately; “out are You going to stand up for Your rights or
are Yow not? Look here—that tonguel”

“Yes, my boy, 1 did take it—1 owwn ik, [ thought ( might be hungry to-morrow, [ have
such a dreadful appetite, my boy,”

“Then why not ring and order that pompous old fizzle Robbins to bring you up
something to eat?”

“t daren't, my dear boy, 1 darew't. Her ladyship has given such strict orders to the
servanks, and | feel so humiliated whew they refuse me.”

“Of course You do, gov'nor, Thew why don't You go down to the club?”

“I can't Towm, my boy, There’s no credit there, and her ladyship keeps me so horribly
short of money,”

“It’s too bad; but come, gov'nor, 'm not afraid of mamma, and 'm not nearly so big
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as you ave,”

“But, my boy,” whimpered the olo man? with a piteous Look upow his face, “1 look,
bigger than L am, but it tsw't all veal: there’s a deal of padoing, Tom, and that's no
good. That tailor fellow said | must have a Lot of filling out.”

He drew out his pocket-handierchief to wipe away a weak tear, while Tom. Looked at
him, half sorry, half amused, laughing at length outright as the poor old man
smeared something brown and sticky across his face,

“Why, gov'nor!” he cried reproachfully, as something round and brown and flat fell
wpow the carpet.

“It’s only a veal cutlet, my son,” said the old man, piteously, as he stooped and
pleked it up before wiping his face, “You see t didn't know then that 1 shouldl get the
plece of tongue,”

“Oh, gov'wor, gov'nor!” cried Tom,

“Don't scold me, my dear boy,” pleaded the old mawn, “1 am so padded out, There's
much less of me whew my coat’s off. But U'm nothing to what your dear mamma Ls.
Really the way she makes up Ls a gross Limposture. tf You only knew what | know,
Towm, You'ol be astonished,”

“I know quite enough,” growled Towm, “and wouldn't care if she were not so false
instoe.”

“Don't say that, Tom, my boy, She's a wonderful woman, and wmeans all for the
best,”

“But, my dear old gov'nor,” satd Towm, “this is all so very weak of you,”
“Well, it is, my boy.”

“You must plucke up, or we shall be ruined,” continued Tom, taking up a napkin
and removing a Little tomato sauce from his parent’s brow,

“No, my boy—wno, my boy, dow't say that; but | can't bear to ask her ladyship for
money. It does make her so cross.”

“It tswt pleasant,” satd Tom; “but there, You go up tn the drawing-room, and wateh
over Mawde Like a Lion; | dont want to see her wmaote miserable,”

“I will, Towm, my boy, t will,”

“And  say, gov'nor, You wWill stick up?”

“Yes, Tom, my bog, yes,” satol the old v, “There, you shall see, Gotng out?”

“Yes, gov'nor, [ want to hunt out Charley Melton, t haven't see him for an age, He's
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aLwags away somewhere,”

‘Glve my kind regards, Tom, He's a fine fellow—Damme, tlike Charley, But t'm
afraid he thinks me very weak.”

“Nonsense, dad,” eried Tom; “but, 1 say, what's that tn Your pocket?”

“Oh, nothing, my sow, nothing,” said the old man, in a confused way, as Tom
pounced upown his pocket and dragged out something in a handkerchief, “why bless
my soul,” he eried, in a surprised tone of volce, as he raised his glasses to his eyes,
“if it Lsw't a patty,”

“Yes, gov'nor, and You've beew sitting o it. Now, 1 say, old fellow, that is weak,
Pah! why it simells of eau-ve-Cologwne from your handkerchief, You couldn't eat
that,”

“'m afiaid { couldn’t, my dear boy),” satd the old gentleman, wrinkling up his
forehead,

“Gov'nor, Yow're incorrigible,” eried Tom, “Only this morning Joseph told me in
confidence that you had borrowed five shillings of him, and t had to give it him
back, leaving myself without a shilling. Hang we, if You do such things as this
again, if 1 don't tell the old lady.”

“No, no, my bog, pray don't,” said the old gentleman, amxwung, “and ULl never do
So any wore,”

“TUL the very next thme,” satd Towm, sharply. ‘Gov'nor, Yow've afraid of the servants,
and You are always stealing something,”

“I—l—t am a little afraid of Robbins,” faltered the old man gently; “‘and that big
footman Joseph vather Looks at me; but, Tom, my boy, it ought not to be stealing for
me to take my own things,”

“Well, | suppose not, gov'nor; but it really is absurd to see You send a chicken bone
flying across a drawing-room when You take out your handierchief and your cont-
tails stiff with gravy.”

“tt s, my son,” said the old mawn, hastily; “out about Charley Meltow. t Like him,
Towm..”

“And so do |, father,—He's my friend, and ULl stick to him too,”

He sald the latter words in the hall, as he put on his hat and took his cane, paused to
light a very strong cigar of the kind her Ladyship detested to smell tn the house,
and thew, with his hat cocked defiantly on one side, sallied out, Looking so small tn
Great Portlano Place that he seemed Lost,
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As the door closed upon him, Lovd Barmouth came out of the lavatory, and wmet
Robbins the butler and a footman coming to clear away the tunch things,

Lovd Barmouth Looked up and down, and thew took, the pompous butler by the
button.

“Robbins,” he satd, “Uf her Ladyship does not object, t shall not wear wy second dress
suit any wore.”

“Thank You, my lord,” said the butler with solemn dignity,

“And, Robbins,” added his lordship, tn a hurried whisper, “what did you do with
that plece of tongue?”

“Took it down into the kitchen, my lord,”

“Ask Mrs Downes to give it back to You, Robbins—for me,”
“Yes, my lord,”

“Wrap it up Ln paper, Robbins,”

“Yes, my tord,”

“And by the way, Robbins,” continued the old gentleman, after a sharp ook round,
like a sparvow in fear of cats, “could You oblige me with five pounds?”

“Wwell reaLLg, my Lorot—~5ou see You owe me—"
“Sixty-five, Robbins.”
“angl Lnterest, my Lovdl,”

“Of course, Robbins, of course; and you shall have it all back; but you see, Robbins,
it is not always easy to lay one’s hands on a few pounds to give to my son. You
know it is quite safe.”

“Oh, of course, my lord,”

“ down't Likee to be so situated that | cannot oblige him with a soverelgin now and
thew,”

“Of course not, my lovd, WALL your Lordship be good enough to write me an 1,0,U.?”

‘Certainly, Robbins, certainly. There—there—that’s it. 1.O.U. five pounds—
Barmouth, Thank You, Robbins; You are a most valuable servant,”

“Thank You, my Lordl.”

“I'Ve put You down for something handsome in my will, Robbins, so that if [ should
die some day, as 1 probably shall, yow'll burn these 1.0.U.s, Robbins, and pay
yourself out of what t've Left,”
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"Oertaing, my Lord; but suppose—"

“The will is disputed? Oh no, Robbins, 1| can do what t Like with my money thew,
and 1 shall not be ungrateful.”

The oldl wman took the five pounds and went off, chiuckling with delight at being
able to supply Tom with a Little hard cash next time that gentleman was short,
which would be next dayy; while the butler satd something to himself which sounded
like—

“Poor old wagpte. Well, he aln't a bad sort, and that's wmore than You can say of the
dragown,”

Chapter Nine,

Love me, Love my Bog,

There was gravel to be ground in Hyde Park, but Lady Maude declined to assist in
the operation, pleading a bad headache; so Lady Barmouth took her carriage exercise
alone, while his lordship watched till the bavouche had gone, when he went up and
sat by his child tn the drawing-room, and talked to her for a time, ending by
selecting a comfortable chair and golng off fast asleep.

He hao not been unconscious five minutes before Mawde heard a bit of a
disturbance, and directly after there was a seratehing at the drawing-room door,

She started and Listeneo, with the colour coming and going in her cheeks, whewn the
seratehing was repeated, and on her opening the door Joby trotted in, looked at her,
gave his tail a wag to the right and a wag to the left, Whew, catching sight of Lovd
Barmouth, his canine nature got the better of him, and trotting up to the easy-
chaty, he sniffed two or three times at his lovdship’s pocket, ending by laying his
massive jowl upon the olo man’s knee.

Maude trembled as she watched the dog, and her face was flaming, but she dared
not move.

The old gentleman half woke up, and realised the fact of the dog being there, for he
put out his thin white hand, and patted the great head, and rubbed Joby's ears,
muttering softly, “Good dog, thew; poor old fellow,” and thew went off fast asleep,

_Joby pushed his head a little farther up, and thew had another sniff at the pocket,
Adfter this, giving his Lordship up for a bad job, or roused to a sense of duty), he
trotted over to Maudle, Laid his head in her Lap, and staved up at her with his great
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eyes.

It seemen @ shame to be so lavish of such sweet Risses, and on a dog’s forehead; but
all the same Maude bestowed them there, and the ugly brute blinked and snuffled
and whined softly. suddenly a thought seemed to strike Maude though, and her
Little fingers began to busy themselves about the dog's colla, to tremble visibly,
and at last with a faint ery of joy she detached a note folded tn a very small
compass, and fitted in a Little packet of Leather the colour of the dog’s skin.

Trewbling with eagerness she was about to open tt, whew the door was opened, anol
Robbins entered to announce—

“‘Sir Grantley wilters,”

Maudle turned from crimson to white, and Joby crept slowly under the couch,
resenting an offer made by the butler to drive him out by such a display of white
teeth that the pompous domestic satld to himself that the dog might stay as long as
he Liked, for it wasw't his place to interfere,

Str Grantley’s costume was faultless, for he was a fortune to his tradespeople—the
tightest of coats and gloves, the shinlest of boots, and the cholcest of “button-holes,”
displayed in a tiny glass of water plnned tn the foldd of his coat, as he came in, hat
and cane tn one hand, and a little toy terrier in the other—one of those
unpleasantly diminutive creatures whose legs seem as if they are not safe, and
whose foreheads and eyes tndicate water on the bratn.

“Ah, Lady Maude, Delighted to find You alone,” said the baronet, advancing and
extinguishing the dog with his hat, so as to Leave his tightly-gloved hand free to
salute the lady,

“I am wot alone,” said Mawde quietly), and she pointed to his lordship’s chatr,
“No: to be sure, Asteep! Well, [ veally thought you were alone, don't Yyou know,”
“Papa often comes and sits with me now,” said Maude, quietly,

“Very charming of him, very,” said Str Grantley. “Quite well?”

“Except a headache,” said Maude.

“Sorry—very,” said the baronet, hunting for his glass, which was now hanging
between his shoulders. “Bad things headaches, very. Should go for a walk,”

“I preferred staying at howe this afternoon,” said Maude,

“Did You, though! Ah!” said Sir Grantley. “Sorry about the headache. Always take
brandy and soda for headache t do, don't You know, BY the way, Lady Maude,” he
continued, taking his hat off the Little dog as if he were performing a conjuring
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trick, “ bought this beautiful little creechaw in Regent Street just now, Will you
accept it from me?”

“Oh, thank Yyou, no,” said Maude. “'m sure mamma would not approve of my
accepting such a present.”

“Oh, yes, | asked her yesterday, don't You know, and she satd You'd be most happy.
Very wnice spectmen, not often found so small, May 1 set it downe”

“Oh, certainly,” said Maude, colouring with annoyance; and evidently very glad to
get rid of the Little antmal, the baronet set it down anal it began to make a tour of
the room,

“Don't be nervous about accepting presents from wme,” said Sir Grantley, “vecause |
shall bring you a great many),”

“l beg You will not, Sty Grantley,” satd Mawde, flushing, “You must really by now
be quite sure that such attentions ave distasteful to me,”

“Not used to them, You know,” said the baronet smiling; “out | have her ladyship’s
full permission, and we shall understand each other in time. Old gentleman sleeps
well.”

“Papa Ls getting old, and his health is feeble,” salol Maude, rather indignantly).

“Yes, very,” satd the baronet.—*t don't want to be a bore, but 've satd so little to you
about our future.”

“Our future?”

“Yes; it’s all settled, 1 proposed down at Hurst, and thought it was all over; but her
ladyship Rindly tells me that tmay hope,”

“Sir Grantley Wilters,” cried Maude, rising, “t am not of course ignorant of what
mamma’s wishes are, but Let wee tell You as a gentleman that this subject is very
distasteful to me, and that [ can never, never think otherwise of you than 1 do now,”

“Oh, yes, you will,” satd Sir Grantley, in a most unrwffled manner, “You are very
Young, don't You know. Think differently by and byje. Bad job this about poor
Melton.”

Maude started, and her eyes dilated slightly.
“Thought he was a decent fellow once, but he's regularly golng to the dogs,”

“Mr Melton ts a friend of mine, Str Grantley—a very dear friend of mine,” cried
Maude, crushing the stiff paper of the note she held tn her hand,

“Say was, my dear Maude,” satd Sir Grantley), making pokes at the pearl buttons
on his patent Leather boots with his walking cane, “Poor fellow! was all right once,
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but he’s hopetessty gone now,”

“I will not believe it,” cried Maude indignantly, “tt s cruel and ungentlemanly of
You to try to blacken Mr Melton thus whew he Ls not present.”

“Cruel perhaps, but Rind,” sald Sir Grantley; “‘ungentlemanly, no.” He drew
himself up slightly, as he spoke. “Poor beggar, can't help betng poor, You Rnow.
They say—"

“Str Grantley, | will not believe anything against Mr Melton,” cried Maude with
Spirit,

“Not till you have proved tt, my dear child, t don't want to pain you, but 1 know that
the thoughts of Charles Melton have kept You from Llistening to me, Now, my dear
Maudle, If t were out of the vace, You could not marry a man who s hopelessty in the
hawnds of the Jews, Couldn't do it, you know; and they do say.”

“Sir Grantley wilters,” cried Maude, with her head thrown back, “these are cruel
calumnies, Mr Charles Meltow (s a gentleman, and the soul of honour, | shall tell
him your words.”

“I shall be very glad to retract them, and apologise,” said the baronet calmly; and
thew he busted himself in fixing his glass, for the Little toy tervier had suddenly
made a dead set at one end of the couch, where from beneath the chintz cover there
peered out one very large prominent and peculiar eye, which kept blinking at the
tervier in the calmest manner, its owner never attempting to move tn spite of the
angry demonstrations of the newcomer,

At last its demonstrations became so loud that, not seeing the great eye himself, the
baronet vose slowly, drove the terrier into the back drawing-room and closed the
door,

“A little new to the place, don't You know,” he said, “There, 'm golng now; t did not
mean to blacken Mr Melton’s character, but ask Your brother to tnquire, Sorry for
any) man to go to the bad. Gone regularly. Good-day.”

He took Maude’s hand and kissed the tips of her flngers, while she was too much
agitated to resist, Then backing to the door, he smiled, kissed his glove, and was
gone,

“Oh, this ts wmonstrous!” cried Maude in anguished tones, when she remenmbered the
wote and opened it hastily, to vead a few Lines full of manly love and respect; and as
she read of her wooer's determination never to give her up, her heart grew stronger in
its faith,

“I knew it was false,” she exclatmed, proudly, “How dare he calummniate him Like
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that!”

Thew going to a writing table, she glanced at her father, saw that he still slept, and,
blushing at her duplicity, she wrote a note, folded it so that it would go in the tiny
Leather pocket, and tn a Low voice called the dog,

_Joby came out directly, and Laid his great heao tw her Lap, while the note was
securely placed L its receptacle,

“Now 9o to Your master, good dog,” she cried, Rissing him once more, and at the
word “waster” Joby started to the door and Looked back, whenw Maude followed and
opened Bt, The dog trotted downstairs and settled himself under the porter’s chatr tn
the hall till the door was opened, Then he trotted off to his master’s chambers,

Meanwhile, as soon as she haol despatched her messenger, Maude seated herself upon
the carpet by her father, and Laid her cheek against his hand,

tHe opened his eyes dirvectly, saw who it was, and Laid his other hand upon her head,
“Ah, Maude, my pet,” he sald, “t have, beew sitting here with my eyes closed,”

“Yes, papa. Bid you hear what Sir Grantley wilters satd?”

“No, my child. Has—has—he been heve?”

“Yes, dear.”

“Then | suppose | must have been quite asleep,”

“Yes, papa—rfor quite an hour,—Papa, dear.”

“Yes, my love,”

“I cannot rest happy with any seeret from you,” satd the girl, with averted head, and
her cheeks burning for shame at the clandestine corvespondence she was carryjing
on.,

“That's right, my darling,” satd the old man, patting the soft fair hair and
swoothing it over her forehead,

“Papa, oear,” she continued, after a long pause, during which she fought hard to
nerve herself for what she had to say.

“Yes, my child. There, You've not afratd of me.”

“Oh, no, dear,” she cried, drawing his arm around her neck, and holding his hand
with both hers to her throbbing bosow. “Papa, 'm. afraid—"

“Adfraid, my dear?”
“Adfraid that t Love Mr Melton very dearly,”
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She hid her face upon the withered olo hand, anol the burning blood crimsoned her
soft white neck at this avowal,

“well—well—well! He—he—he!” chuckled the old man. “I—(—I don't see anything so
very shocking tn that, Maude, Charley Meltow ts a doosed fine fellow, and t Like
him very much indeed.”

“Oh, papa, papa,” cried Maude joyfully; and she turned, flung her arms round his
neck, andl hid her face tn his bosow.,

“Yes, Maude,” he continued, “He's a gentleman, and a wman of honour, though he’s
poor Like the rest of us,”

“Thank qod—thank qooll” murmured Maude, as the words wmade her heart throb
with joy.
“His father was a gentleman too and a wman of honour, though a bit wild, He was

my junior at Btow, | like Charley Meltown, and though | should hate the man who
tried to vob me of my Little pet here, | don't think t should be very hard on him,”

“Yap—yap—yap!” came from the back drawing-room, and the old gentleman Looked
inquiringly at his child,

“It ts a pet dog,” she sald contemptuously, “that Str Grantley wilters has brought
as a present for mee,”

“Bon't have it, my dear,” said the old gentleman, eagerly. “t wouldn't, He's a
wmiserable screw of a fellow, that Wilters. t dont like him, and her ladyship’s always
trying to bring him forward, she'll be wanting to wmake him marry You next,”

“Dlont You kRnow, papa?” cried Maude,
“Know, my darling? Kinow what?”
“He has proposed to mamma for my hand.”

“Then—then—then,” cried the old man, indignantly, “he—he—he shan't have it, if
my Maude Ls to be nurse to any man, she shall be nurse to me, He—he don't want a
wife.”

The old man shook his head angrily, and then patted and caressed the fatlr young
girl who clung to him. for protection. what his protection was worth he showed when
a carviage stopped at the door, and her ladyship’s trumpet tones were heard soon
after on the statrs,

‘Maude, my darling,” he satd, “here’s her Ladyship, t—t think Ul slip off this way
down to my study,”

He went out by one door, timing himself carefully, as her ladyship came in at the
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other, and began pratsing the “lovely” Little pet dog which Str Grantley had Left, to
which the Little brute veplied by snapping at her flevcely as she approached her hand,

AlL the same though it had to make friends with her Ladyship, who adopted it from
the next day, Mawde stubbornly refusing to have anything to do with the black
and tan spectimen of the canine race wrought by the “fancy” in filigree.

Chapter Tewn.

Love's Messengers,

“How a Young lady as calls herself a young lady can bemean herself by making a
pet of a Low-bred, ill-looking dog Like that, | can't think,” sald Mr Robbins, laying
himself out for a speech in the servants’ hall, “That’s a nice enough Little tarvier as
Sir grantley Wilters brought, and she won't have nowe of it, but leaves it to her
Ladyship.”

“Yes,” said the footman, “and a nice mess is maole, with sops and wmilk and cutlets
all over the carpet,”

“Joseph,” satd the butler with dignity, “it is not the place of a young man like you
tn Livery to find fault with the acts of your superiors, Servants as do such things
never rises to be out of Livery,”

“Thanky, str,” satd Joseph, who, belng a young man of @ Li,vetg tmagination and
much whiskers, turned his head, squinted horribly at an under housemaid, anol
made her glggle,

“Such a dog as that ugly brute as comes brushing tnto the house every time the door
Ls opened is only fit to go with a costermonger or a butcher,”

“Well, l'm. sure, Mr Robbins,” said the cook, who for reasons of her own had a
weakness for tradesmen tn the Latter Line, “butchers ave as good as butlers any
day.”

“Perhaps they are, Mrs Bownes—perhaps they are not,” said the butler with dignity;
“but what 1 say Ls, Mr Melton ought to have known better thaw ever to have brought
such a beast into a gentleman’s house.”

“That for Your opinion, Mr Robbins,” said Mademoiselle Justine, colouring up and
snapping her fingers, “t know what Yyou think,” she said, speaking tn a high-
pitched, excited voice, “You think that a lady should adwire scented men in fine
tatlor’s clothes and flowers, ano wiz zeve Leetle wretched dogs, Bah! Tish! A woman
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Loves the big and ugly and ster-r-r-rong, She can be weak and beautiful herself, 1s
it not so, my friends? Yes,”

Mademotselle Justine shook her head, tightened her Lips, and with sparkling eyes
Looked round the table, ending with heightened colowr and patting her little bottine
wpow the floor,

“well, that dog's ugly enough anyhow,” satd Robbins, smiling faintly, and
making a second chin above his cravat, “As for that Mr Melton—"

“Ah, bah! stop You there,” cried Mademoiselle justine. “l do not say he Ls ugly, but he
is big and sterong and has broad shouldatire, He is all a man—tout-a-fait all a—
quite a man,”

There was another sharp burst of nods and jerks at this,

“You think, you, that my Young lady will marry this Sir wilters? That for him!
He Ls a man for the Maison Diew or the invalides, He marry! ha, ha, ha! | could blow
him out myself, Poofl He is gone.”

Mademoiselle Justine blew some tmaginary bit of fluff from her fingers as she
spoke, apparently shook her head into a Rind of noteh or cateh tn the spine, and
thew sat very upright and very rigid, while the butler sald grace and the party broke
Up.

Lunch had beew over tn the dining-room some time, and her Ladyship was gotng out
for a drive, Maude had again declined, and her Ladyship had swiled, knowing that
Sir Grantley Wilters would probably call, Her ladyship was wowderfuug made up,
and Looked her best, for Monsteur Hector Launay from Upper Glmp Street had had
an interview with her that morning, There hao been a consultation on freckles, and
a large mole which troubled her Ladyship’s chin had beew condemned to death,
executed with some peculiar acid, and its funeral performed and mowrning
arvanged with a piece of black court plaster, which now Looked like a beauty spot
upow the lady'’s chin.

Her gloves, of the sweetest pearl grey, fitted her plump hands to perfection, and she
was gquite ready to go out,

“Where is Your papa, dear Maude,” satd her ladyship, stopping to smell a bouguet.
“Ah we, how sweet! How Rind Str Grantley ts, and what taste he has in flowers.”

“Papa s tn the library,” said Maude, quietly, and she glanced nervously towards
the door,

“Come thew, a sweet,” cried her Ladyship; “and he shall go and have a nice ride in the
carriage, he shall, and Look down and bark at all the dirty dogs in the road.”
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As she showedl her secondl best teeth tn a Large simile, the Little terrier took it to be a
challenge of war, and displayed his own pigmy set; but after a due amount of
coaxing, and the gift of a Lump of sugar, he permitted himself to be caught and
placed beneath her Ladyship’s plump arm, presenting to a spectator who had a side
view a Little head cocking out in front, and a little tail cocking out behinad—
nothiing more,

“t shall be back by five, t dare say, Maude, Where is Tryphie?”

“t am here, aunt, quite reaalg,” satd a cheerful voice, and the bright Little girl
appeared at the door,

“You are not quite ready: you have only one glove on, Tryphie, You might pay some
respect to those who find you a home and protection,”

The girl coloured slightly but made wo answer, only exchanged glances with
Maude, and kissed her hand to her,

“Dear wmel” exclatmed her Ladyship, “where did | put my Aagon? Oh, | remember,”

She marched tn a stately) manner with the roll of a female beadle, or an alderman
in his gold chatn of office, to an ndian cabinet, opened a drawer and inserted her
hand.

“Why, what is this?” she exclabmed, drawing out something whitey brown and
throwing it down with an gjaculation of annoyance. “Bisgusting!”

The toy tervier uttered a sharp yelp of excitement, leaped from her Ladyship’s arms
on to a table, upsetting a china cup and saucer, bounded on to the floor and selzeol
that which her Ladyship had rejected—to wit, a savoury-looking chicken bone, ano
proceeoled to denude it of its flesh,

“ declave yYour papa grows insufferable,” cried her ladyship, “His brain must be
softening, | shall consult the doctor about him,”

Certatnly it was very annoying, for her Ladyship’s pearly grey Parisian glove had
a broad brown smear of osmazome across it, and all due to Lord Barmouth’s
magpie-like trick of hiding seraps of food away for future consumption, in ndian
cabinets and china jars, and then forgetting the caché he had wade.

Madewmoiselle Justine was summoned, a fresh pair of gloves obtained ano put on
with the matd’s assistance, by which time the dog had polished the bone, and
probably in his own tongue, being a well-bred animal, satd a grace and blessed
Lovdl Barmouth, Thew he was once more taken up, his mouth and paws wiped by
Justine on one of her ladyship’s clean handkerchiefs; Tryphie nodded a good-bye to
her cousin, to whom she had havdly dared to speak, and thew followed her Ladyship
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dowwnstairs,

Maude rose, trembling and in dread Lest something she feared should occur, for her
Ladyship was later than usual tn golng out, and this was a wedwnesday, which day
was sacred to the canine post.

n fact, as Maude heard the steps of the carriage rattled dowwn with a great deal of
nolse—her ladyship encouraged her servants to bang them down well, for it Let the
nelghbours know she kept a carriage and was golng out—there was a pattering of
feet, and as she opened the door, Joby canme trotting in, with his great eyes full of
anbmation, and the grinning smile tn which he indulged a Little wwore broad, for he
had rushed in between the footman's Legs nearly upsetting him as the door was
opened, tn his eagerness to play postwman for his master,

“Gooot dlog, thew!” whispered Mauole, ano thew her heart seevent to stand still, for the
carriage oid ot drive off, there was a rustling of silks on the stairs, and her
Ladyship came panting up.

Maude threw herself, colouring vividly, into a bergére chatr, and Joby dived under
the couch, not leaving so much as the point of his tail visible as her ladyship satled
bnto the room and looked hastily round.

“Maude,” she cried, “there Ls some mystery here. | insist on knowing what this
means,”

There was no reply, but Tryphie came in, and darted a sywmpathetic glance at the
poor girl, mentally wishing that Tom were at howme,

“I—insist upon knowing what this means,”
“What, mamma?” said Mawde, huskily,
“That dog; where is he? My Melton's hideous wreteh, Heve: dog, dog, dog!” she cried,

She might have catled till she was speechless, for Joby would not have moved, All the
sawme, though, he was to be stivved, for her ladyship, now tn a towering passion, set
down the toy terrier upon a chatr, whew it immediately Leaped to the carpet, barking
furiously, and wade a dead set at the sofa,

“It ts Yonder! You have hidden the wretch therel” eried her ladyship, ‘and 1 am.
certain that that dog has been wade the bearer of clandestine correspondence. | have
read of such things. But there’s an end to it now, and it is only just and fit—false,
abandoned girll—that it should be discovered by the fatthful Little dog of the
gentleman who ts to-be Your husband, Good Little pet, thew, to protect your master’s
interests, Feteh hime out, then,”

This was vather unwise of her Ladyship, but she was excited, and she excited the Little
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tervier tn turw, for he hao contented himself up to this time with snapping and
barking furiously at the chintz valance hanging from the sofa, but keeping about
a yard distant, as he Leaped up with all four feet from the carpet at once and came
dowwn barking.

Encouraged though by her ladyship he went a Little closer, barking and snarling so
furiously that Joby could not contain himself any longer but softly pushed his
short black nose and one eye beneath the chintz, had a look at the nolsy tntruder,
and thew, withdrew once more,

“There! | knew it,” eried her Ladyship, angrily, “Oh, shame on You, shame, shame!
Good little dog, thew! Drive him out!”

The tervier barked again furiously, and glanced up at her ladyship, who uttered
fresh words of encouragement,

Str grantley Wilters gave fifteen guineas for the beast, and another for his worocco
and silver collar!

“Drive him out, thew, good Little dog!” eried her Ladyship, and with a fierce rush, the
tervier van under the sofa.

There was a sharp bark, a bit of a scuffle, a worrying noise, a loud yelp cut
suddenly in half, and then, frowning severely, Joby crept out from. the foot of the
sofa, with the hatr about his neck erect, his eyes glowering, and the limp corpse of
the wretched tervier hanging from his jaws,

tt was all plain enough—that tnvisible tragedy benenth the chintz, The enemy had
fastened upon one of Joby's cheeks with his keew Little teeth, and made it bleed,
whew, with a growl, the big dog had shakew his assailant off, caught him by the
back, given him a shake Like a vat, and the terrier’s head, four legs, and tail hung
down together, Sir Grantley Wilters’ guineas were represented now by some
tnanbmate skin and bone,

it was all pover!

“Oh, this s dreadfull” cried her ladyship, as, with a ery of horvor, Maude wade for
the dog.

But no: Joby was amdiability itself at thmes, and well educated; still, rouse the dog
that was tn him, and his obstinate breeo began to show, Maude called, but he took
no wotice, only walked solemnly about the room with his vanquishea enemy
pendent from his grinning mouth,

“He'll kill tt—he'll RILL it,” eried her Ladyship, wildly, but not daring to approach;
and just then Tom entered the room, “Oh, Tom, Tom, quick!”
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“what's the row?” cried Tom, “eh? Oh, [ say! ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! what a jolly Lark!”
and he stapped his leg and roared with laughter,

“Tom!” shrieked her ladyship.

“That’s just about how Charley Meltow could serve wilters,” erieo Tom, wiping his
eyes.

“For shawe, sirl” cried her ladyship. “Pray, pray save the poor dog).”

“what for?” satd Tom, grinning, “co be stuffed?”

“Oh, don't say it’s dead!” watled her Ladyship,

“Iwon't, Lf You don't wish me to say so,” satd Towm, “but it is as dead as a door nail,
Here, Joby, Joby,” he cried, watking up to the dog,

But there was a Low growl and Joby hung his head, glowered, and walked to the far
end of the drawing-room, seeming to take a pleasure in making his journey as long
as he could tn and out amongst chatrs and tables, giving Tom, who followed him,
significant hints that it would not be safe to interfere with him at such a time,

“There, Let’s open the door, and he'll go,” satd Tom.
‘Oh, no, no, Tow,” eried her Ladyship. “Sir Grantley’s present.”

Just then the dog seemed to have satisfied his anger upon his rival, and crossing the
roowm. to where Mawde sat trembling tn her chatr, he dropped the defunct terrier at her
feet, and stoool solemmly wagging his stuwmp of a tail as if asking for praise,

“Ring the bell, Tryphie,” cried her Ladyship.
“All right,” said Towm, forestalling her, and Robbins came up with stately stride,
“Take this doww, Robbins,” said her ladyship, with a shudder,

The butler Looked tneffably disgusted, but he merely turned upown his heel, strode
out of the room, andl returned at the end of a minute or two with a sitver salver and

a napkin, pickeot up the sixteen guineas with the Latter, placed it upown the former,
covered it with the damask, and bore the dead dog solemnly out, Joby following him
closely, as if turning himself tnto chief mourner, and thew seelng the hall door open
trotting slowly out,

“That | should have lived to be the wmother of such—"

Her Ladyship did not finish her sentence but rose with dilating eyes, made a sort of
heavy rush and bound across the room, pounced upon something and began eagerly
to lnspect it, tearing open a Little narrow pocket and extracting a note,

Poor Joby! he dict not mean to be so faithless to his trust, but the excitement
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consequent upown the attack had wmaole the muscles of his throat swell to such a
degree that his collar fastening had swapped, and the collar with its vatuable
missive had fallen upow the carpet, while poor Maude had sat wondering where it
had gowne.

“Yes, of course,” said her ladyship, sarcastically). “well: that trick is detected,” she
cried, viclously tearing up the note. “Letters sent by a dog, by one of the vilest of the
vile; and this, Biphoos, is the man you called your friend.”

“Oh, aunt, pray be silent,” eried Tryphie, running to her cousin’s side. “Maude has
fainted.”

chapter Eleven,

The Exile,

That morning Monsieur Hector Launay was happy. He had beew to Portland Place,
acted as executioner to the mole upon her ladyship’s chin, buried it beneath the court
plaster, been paid his bill, and in going out squeezed Justine’s hand, and—4an, oui
mes amis—she had squeezed it again,

“Yes, yes,” he had cried, joyously, as he returned, with the recollection of Justine's
bright eyes making his own sparkle, “encore a little wore of this isle of fogs and
rheuwms ano spleen, encore a Little wore of the hard cash to be made here, encore a
Little too much more wait, and thew cette chére Justine and Lla France—la France—
Tvalla-la—Tvalla-la—Tvalla-la,”

Frowm this it will be seen that Monsieur Hector Launay was joyous, It was his nature
to be joyous, but he suppressed it beneath a solemn mask as of wax, He was as
tmmovable as a vule as his own gentleman; that is to say, the waxen bmage of his
craft which looked down Upper Glmp Street from the shop window—the gentleman
who was wmarried to the handsome Lady with the graceful turn to her neek, who
always Looked up Upper Glmp Street from morning till night, saving at such thmes
as Mownsleur Hector Launay hung old coples of the Figaro or Petit journal before
them, Lest the heat of the sumimer sun should visit thelr cheeks too roughly, n fact,
a neglect of this on one occaston had resulted in the wax “giving” a little, and the
lady having a slight attack of muwmps,

These dwellers in a happy atwosphere behind glass were the acmé of perfection tn the
dressing of their hatr, the lady’s being the longest and the gentleman’s the shortest
posstble to conceive, So short was the Latter’s, in fact, that it might have been used to
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brush that of the former; and so ocoupted were they in gazing up and down the
street that they wmight have beew the spies who furnished Monsieur Hector Launay
with the abundant information he possessed respecting the dlite who Lived in a wile
cirele round his dwelling tn that most strange of London regions—mysterious
Marylebone.

He was a slim, genteel, sallow gentleman, polite tn the extreme, always the
perfection of cleanliness, and, as Lord Barmouth satd, swmelling as tf made of
scented soap, His eyes were of the darkest, so was his hatr, which was cut to the
pattern in the window, He had a carefully-waxed and pointed moustache, but
shaved the vest of his face as religlously as he did that of Lord Barmouth, every
morming, passing his hand over the skin and seeming to be always hunting for
one particular bristle, which evaded him,

It has been satd that he might be supposed to have gained his information about the
various people around by means of his two wax figures, who afterwarls
communicated thelr knowledge to him tn some ocoult way, though the theory might
hold water that the thoughts of people’s brains radiated to the ends of thelr hairs
which were often cut off and rematned tn the possession of the barber for
distillation, sale, or the five.

Mownsteur Hector Launay, it must be owned, was, though a Lover of his country, not
patriotic from a Communist, mperinlist, Royalist, or Republican point of view,
Friends and compatriots often wanted him to join in this or that conspiracy.

“No,” he would say, “it Ls ignoble, nor Ls it pleasant to Live heve, and shave and cut
and dress, but it is safe, Ma fol, wo,” he would say), “t should not Like to be
guillotined and find myself a head short some morning; neither should t Like to be
sent to New Caledonia, to be cooked by the cannibals of that happy land.”

Certainly he had periodic longings sometimes, but they took the form of eau sucrée
or a Little cup of coffee with Justine at versailles, on the Bols de Boulogwne: so he
waited, stored up knowledge, sang chansons, and invented wonderful washes for
the skin or hatr,

“Yes,” satd Monsieur Hector, “l kinow what (s lmmense, Ladies place themselves in
my hands, and would t betray thelr confiodence? Never, never. A coiffeurin a good
district is the repository of the grandest secrets of life, t could write a book, but, ma
1oL, wo, | never betray, | am a man of trust,”

Charley Melton came tnto his shop that morning for a periodical cut and shampoo,
after sending Joby ow his regular mission, and Monsiewr Hector smiled softly to
himself as he played with the young man's hatr,
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“That good dlog, monsiewr, will he find his way-back?”
“What do You wmean?” said Melton sharply,

“Pardon, monsiewr, a mere nothing; but | should not trust a dog. They suspect
yondler.”

Melton turned and gazed at hiwm angrily.

“Yes,” saiol Monsteur Hector, “It s a tender subject, but [ go so much that [ come to
Rnow nearly all,”

“What the deuce oo You mean?”

“Monsieur forgets that | dress Lady Barmouth’s haty; that the Miladi Maude often
goes to the opera with her beautiful fair tresses arvanged in designs of my
invention, But, monsieur, they talk about the dog,”

Something very Like an tmprecation came from the Young man’s Lips, but he
restrained i,

“Mownsteur may trust me,” satd the halrdresser, “Madenmoiselle Justine is a great
friend of mine. Have you not remarked her likeness to my lady of wax? She s
exact, It ts she—encore.”

“Oh, indeed,” satol Melton, dritg,

“Yes, monsteur; some day we shall return to la France together, to pass our days in
stmple happy joys.”

“Look here,” satd Melton, bluntly, “t am an Bnglishman, and always speak
plainly, You know all about me—about the house in Portland Place?”

“Bverything, monsiewr,” said the hairdresser, with a smile and a bow. “Mademoiselle

Justine is désolée about the course that affairs have taken; she speaks to wme of Sir
Wilter as the enemy, Pah! she say he is old, béte, he is wot at all a man, We
discourse of You, monsieur—we lovers—and we talk of Your Love, We agree ourselves
that it is foolish to trust a dog,”

“How the devil did you know that [ trusted a dog?” satd Melton furiously.

“Ma foi, monsieur is angry. Why so, with one who would serve him? Justine Loves
You—I thew love You. How do | know?"—a shrug here—“wmonsieur ts indiserét,
Justine could not fail to see.”

“Confusionl” gjaculated Melton.,

“And yet it is so easy, monsteur—a note—a cake of soap—a packet of bloom—a
bottle of scent—it Ls wrapped up—for Miladi Maude with my printed card outside—
voilal who could suspect?”
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“Look here,” said Melton, turning sharply round,
“Pardlon, monsteur, | use the scissor; there is a Little fresh growth here,”

“what do you expect to be patd for this, if t trust your—and perhaps 1 shall not, for
it is confoundedly dirty work.”

“Pardon, monsteur,” cried the Frenchman, laying his hand upon his breast, “t am a
gentleman. Pay? Noting. Have  not told you that Justine, whom t have the honour

to Love, adores her young wistress, She adores monsteur, and would serve him, tin
my turn adore Mademotselle Justine, t am her slave—t am Yours.”

“Let’s see—Justine? That is her ladyship’s mato?”

“True, monsteur, But this morning she say to me—Hector, mon enfant, 'm désolée
on the subject of those two children, Help them, mon gargon, and t will be
benefactor,”

“It is good, [ say to her, and [ place myself at monsieur’s disposition.”

Charles Melton frowned, and Monsiewr Hector went on with his shampooing, till the
head between his hands was dried, polished, and finished, whewn the hatroresser took
up a little tvory brush, and anointed it with some fragrant preparation to be applied
in fts turn to the patient’s beard, till the fair hair glistened like gold, and Monsteur
Hector fell back and looked at him tn adwiration.

“But monsteur is fit now for the arms of a goddess,” he exclaimed, “Does he accept
my assistance?”

Melton Looked at hiv for a moment, as he patd the fee usual upon such oceasions,
and thew satd bLu.thg—-—

“Mownsieur Launay, | am obliged to you, and You mean well, Doubtless
Mademoiselle Justine means well, and she has my thanks, but ( cannot accept Your
assistance, Good mom—Ah, Joby, old fetlow,”

He drew back tnto the Little voom as the dog came hastily in, and placed his head
agatnst his master’s leg.

“Why, Joby," exclatmed Meltow, tn a Low excited tone, “where is Your collar? Blood
too! You have been fighting, Good heavens! what shall t dol—If that note is found!—
Oh, my poor darling!” he muttered, and he hurried from the place,
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Chapter Twelve,

La Belle Alliance,

“It’s enough to drive a man to do anything,” exclaimed Meltow, as he dashed down
the fashionable newspaper he haol been reading, where in a short paragraph he haol
found that which he tolol himself woulol make him wretched for Life. The paragraph
was as follows—

“we understand that an alliance ts on the tapis between Sir Grantley wilters, of
Morley Hall, Shropshive, and Eaton Place, and Lady Maude Diphoos, daughter of
the Earl of Barmouth.”

“I seewn to be crushed,” exclaimed the Young man, rising and walking hastily up
and dowwn the room. “Everything goes wrong with wme, and t believe t am. going mad,
Perhaps it is fate,” he said, gloomily, “and how to save that poor girl from
wretchedness! Heigho! Joby, olol fellow, t wish t could forget the unpleasant things,
anol thew perhaps there would be some comfort tn Life,

“Now, what's to be done?” he cried, as his eyes fell again upon the newspaper, “I
cannot bear this, Here's n whole month sinee t have heard from or seew poor Little
Maudle, for ( haven't the heart to try any wore of those clandestineg tricks,”

tHe sat down and thought over the past month and its incldents, taking out and re-
reading a note with Lady Barmouth’s crest upow it, in which her ladyship very
curtly requested that Mr Melton would vefrain from calling tn Portland Place, for
after what haol occurred she could only Look upown his visits as an insult. She wrote
this at the request of Lord Barmouth,

“That is a monstrous {Lb,” said Charley Melton, angrily, “for the amiable Little old
man was always wost friendly. But what shall [ do? [ must see her; | must hear
from her, They are forclng this on with the poor girl, and it is like blasting her

young life,
“Tom!” he gjaculated, after a pause, “No; he has not answered either of my last
Letters, There is something wrong there,”

He sat thinking agatn,

“Confound it alll tt is so contemptible, 1 hate it, but what can t do? | must send a
note through that Fremchman, Pah! how [ Loathe this backstairs work, but what caw |
do? 1 am debarved the front stairs, which are open to that confounded roué wilters,”

He stampeol up and down the room again till there was a knock at the door.

“Come tn,” he cried, and a groow entered,
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“Please, sir, master’'s compliments, and—and—I beg Your pardon, sir, he'd be much
obliged if you wouldw't stamp up and down the room so, He's got a bad headache,
and yow're just over him.”

“was that the message Your master sent?” exclatmen Meltow, for the groom was the
servant of an acquatntance who had chamdbers on the floor below.,

“Well, str—no, sir—not exactly, sir,” said the man, suppressing an inclination to
smile,

“What did he say thewn?”

“Please, sir, he satd, ‘Run up and ask Mr Melton if he's golng mad,” and he shied
one of his boots at wme,”

“Tell him yes, raving mad,” said Melton savagely; and the man went down,
“It’s fate, | suppose,” he sato at Last: “and it seewms as if L am to give her up,”

For from that fatal day when the toy terrier had beew slain Joby had stood tn the
same category as his master—Lady Mauwde was not at home to the canine caller,
and after many efforts to obtain access to his mistress, Charley Melton was nearly
b despatr.

tHe had tried the post, and his Letters had beew returned, He haol tried the servants
and wutual friends, but given up both in disgust for Maude’s sake, being
unwilling to cause her fresh anxieties and pain.,

“It ts so confoundedly undignified,” he satd to himself, “t can't think of a plan that
Ls safe, But never mind, patlence—and something will turn up, We must wait, |
caw get a look at my darling now and then, and that must do till better days
arvive,”

But human nature has its bounds of endurance, and after seeing Maude one day
tn the Park tn compa nwy with washed-out, overdressed Sty Grantley Wilters,
Charley Mettow could bear it no more,

“Wwhat's the goodl of Living in this confounded England,” he exclatmen, “where a
man cannot wring his rival’s neck or knock out his enemy’s brains without there
being a row. 1 must do tt, there is no other means that [ can see but 'L have one more
try flrst.”

He went off straight to Portland Place, and as he came within sight of the house, to
his great delight he caught sight of Maude in the large covered space with tts huge
pots of evergreens over the portico, She was leaning on the ratling and gazing
pensively down, and as Charley Melton drew nearer he found that she was Listening
to the music of a loud-toned orgawn played by a tall, broad-shouldered, swarthy
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ttalian, who waved his hand and vaised his hat, and smiled and bowed titl the Ladg
dropped something white tnto his extennled felt broad brim, tn response to which he
kissed his hand, and the Ladg still Looked down.

Charley Meltow thought Little of it at the moment as he crossed the road, when just
as he was half-way across the broad way Mawde raised her head, saw him, and fled
quickly into the house.

“She needn't have beew tn such a prectous hurry,” satd Meltow to himself; “but never
mind, VL wakee a big effort to see her this thme, at all events,”

He went boldly across the pavement to reach the front door and ring, and as he did
so Luigi Malsano followed him, turning his handle the while,

“Ah, stgnorel” he whined, as he smiled and showed his white teeth, “povero ttatiano,”

“Yes, you handsome scoundrel,” said Charley Melton to himself, “t should Like your
poverty, Allowed to come here, and rewarded by her in her gentle Love and
kRindliness, what s the scoundrel glaring at?”

For Lulgl's eyes seemed to him to emit a peculiarty sinister or baleful glare that was
wot pleasant,

“No, no, go away!” said Melton tmpatiently.

Just then the door opened, andd Robbins the powpous appeared,
“Not at howe, str,” he satd, before he was asked,
“Take my card, Robbins, and ask Lord Barmouth to see me.”

“I dursen't, sir; | dursen't indeed,” satd the butler tn a whisper, “it’s wore than my
place ts worth, siv, and his Lordship couldn't see You, he coutdn't indeed,”

“Wh Y note”

Robbins “made a face” which was quite expressive enough, for Charley Melton read
it to mean “he dragon wouldn't Let him,” and with a feeling of bitterness and rage
which nearly tempted him to Rick the organ~-grinder into the gutter, he turned and
walked away, to go stratght from thence to Upper Glmp Street, where he found the
handsome hatrdresser rearranging the costume of his waxen lady duwmimy.

“Adh, wslew; Yes, | am quite at Liberty. Bntrez, m'slew.”

Charley Melton confounded his “Ah, monsieur” with the ttalian’s “Ah, signore,” and
he walked into the saloown, and stood for a few minutes tn silence thinking, while
Monsteur Hector suggested hatr-cutting, shampooing, scent, singeing, and other
matters connecten with his profession,

“Look here, Mr Launay,” he said at last,
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“M’sten, sl vous plait, m'stew, it is the only pleasant reminder of my own clime,”
“Mownsteur Launay then—"
“Il am at Your service, m'siew.”

“Some time back, whew | was here, You were good enough to make e the offer of
your services.”

“certainement, va'stew,”

“Monsteur Launay, what you have said s a profound secret between us? As a
French gentleman, ttrust to Your honour,”

“Sare, | am the vepository of the secrets of the aristocratic classes,”
“Thewn perhaps [ shall trust you,”

“And monsieur accepts the offer of my services?”

“I cannot say yet—t will call again,”

Charley Meltow Left the place and went along the street, for he could get no farther
that day, He felt degraded, and the words choked him; but Monsteur Launay
swatched a copy of Le Petit journal from over the head of his gentleman, whose fixed
eyjes followed the Young man as he went slowly along the pavement with Joby close
at his heels,

“Clest fait?” exclabmed Monsleur Launay, “Justine, mon ange, t shall obey You and
save Monsieur Melton—Ma foil what a name! They will be happy, and thew (—Ah,
la France—Lla bel-le,” he sang, “at last  shall return to you a rich mawn, Oh, but it
was quite platn: he had sent a note by the dogue, and the boule-dogue had Lost it
andl his collar, But what it is to be ingenious—to have of the spirit! If | vase and cut
hatr, | starve myself, but if t make myself of great use to all around, 1 grow rich,
Live the secrets! Justine, You will be mine at last,

“Ahal—it is good,” he continued, “t have another secret to keep,,, This is the bureau
aux secrets, He had not remarked the Likeness to my adorable, it is beautiful, and
she was jalouse whew [ say 1 Love my Lady of wax. Cette chérie. But, ma {oil | vust be
busy over my other affairs; there is the coiffure of the Grande Barmouth to prepare.
Aha, Milady La Grande, you will call ma chérie béte, chouette, stuploe, and trouble
her poor sweet soul. Now 1 shall have wmy revenge, and be on ze best of terms as Yyou
say all ze time. La—la—la—Lla—la—la, Par-tir pour Lo guer-re—Lla guer-re, Ces
braves soldats,”

He sang on tn a Low tone, and began to comb some of Lady Barmouth’s falsities,
anol while he comben he smiled, and when Monsieur Hector smilen he was making
plans,
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“Vive les conspiratenrs!” he cried; anol then prepared for his primitive vepast,

Belng a bachelor at present, he cooked for himself behind a little screen over a gas-
stove; sometimes it was food, sometimes strange cosmetiques and chemical
preparations for beautifying his clients. This day it was food preparation, and,
manipulated by Monsiewr Hector, one Ridney became a wonderful dish, swimming
tn gravy. Tiny bits of wmeat reappeared brown and appetising: and he was great
upown soup, which he made with half a plnt of water, some vegetables, and a disc cut
off what seemeed to be so much glue tn a sausage skin,

But he Lived well upon a small income, and partook of grand salads, water souchées
made of one herring, biftek-aux-pommes, café, eau sucrée, and cigarette,

owne gas-burner cooked, boiled, and stewed, and his cleanliness and saving ways
enablent him to afford his game at billiards; and to pass for a Parisian of the first
water wnder a political clowd,

“A1” he satd, as he smokeo his one cigarette, “when will he return with a Letter for
his beloafed? Soon. But stop—what is a Letter to a weeting? Ha, ha! t have a plan.
watt till he come once more, and then—ha, hal how La Justine will Laugh! Vive
L'amour,

“Yes, the ruse, one that your foggy head, ros-bif Anglais could never devise, but
which 1, Hector of the sunny France, threw off at once. Ooral, as we say in thees
deesmal country, Vive L'amour, One—two—three days; when will he come? Any
veek, and then—vive Lamour,”

Chapter Thirteen,

Sir grantley is Agitated,

Lady Barmouth was tn great trouble, and resembled more strongly thaw ever the
heaving billows. She had beew so agitated several times lately that she had found it
necessary to take medicinally red Lavender drops, or else eau de Cologne, the Latter
by preference for its fragrance.

She was terribly troubled, for matters had not gone so satisfactorily as she could
wish, There had been a death in Sir Grantley wilters’ famitg, and that gentleman
had been wnwell too, thanks to a fresh medicine man he had tried,

“Andl really),” said her ladyship, “that ungrateful child Maude does not show the
slightest sympathy,”
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“Fool Uf she did,” satd Tom, who was in the drawing-room, “what’s that fellow
Bellman been here for again?”

“To see Tryphie, of course,” satd her ladyship.

Tom was about to make some angry reply, when Maude came bn with Lord
Barmouth leaning upon her arm, fresh from a walk, and Sir Grantley wilters,
most carefully got up in deep mourning, following behind with Tryphie,

“Now t appeal to Your Ladyship,” satd Sir Grantley, as soon as the door was closed,

“There, there, there,” said Lord Barmouth, “let wme tell it to her ladyship, tt was all
nothing, damme, it was all nothing, and—and—and,” he continued, sittbng down
to have a vub at his leg, “t won't have my little girl here troubled about it,”

“For Heaven's sake, behave Like a gentleman if You can,” whispered her Ladyship,

“Yes, yes, yes, my dear, t will, ( will,” said his Lovdship, while, evidently greatty
agitated, Maude moved towards the door,

“No, ‘pow honour, | must beg of You to stop, Lady Maude,” said Str Grantley, “it
concerns You so much, don't you Rnow. Fact is, Lady Barmouth,” he continued, as
Maude stood Looking very pale before them—*fact Ls, we were tn the Square
walking, whew that demmed dog came slowly up and snatched Lady Maude’s
handierchief, and wmade off before he could be stopped.”

“well, suppose a dog did,” satol Tom coming to his sister’s rescue; “l suppose he was a
very decent dog, who preferved cleanliness to honesty, so he stole a pocket
handierchief to wipe his nose.”

“He, he, he!” chuckled his Lordship; “that’s wot bad, Towm;” while her Lavlgshlp Lookent
dagoers,

“Doosed good—very doosed good,” said Sir Grantley, ramming his glass tightly in
his eye, and standing, holding his hat behind him, to Reep up the balance as he bent
forward and stared at Tom., “If it hao been another dog, it wouldwn't have mattered,
but it was—er—er—er—a very particular dog.”

“Just as t satd—over his nose,” said Tom.

“t—it—it was Charley Melton’s dog,” said Lord Barmouth, and Maude’s face
becawme crimwson,

“Yes, and that's the dayvle of it,” satd Sir Grantley, angrily. “t don't choose for that
fler's dog to come and take such a Liberty. He was—er—hanging about for some
time, and smelling at his Lordship’s pocket, here, don't You know, and then he
presumed to steal that handkerchief, Lady Barmouth, 1 feel as if 1 could poison that
dog, 1 do—damme!”
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Just before this Lovd Barmouth, who had Looked teribly guilty at the mention of the
dog sweelling his pocket, drew out his handlerchief to hide his confusion, and
brought forth with it a very brown and sticky Bath bun, one that his Little niece
Tryphie had purchased for him. This bun fell with a dab upon a Little margueterie
table, behind where Sir Grantley was balancing hiwmself, and, knowing that her
ladyship must see it at the next turn of her head, the old wman Looked piteously
across at Tryphie, who was nearest, for he dared not go across to pick, it up.

Tryphie saw the divection of his gaze, caught sight of the bun and coloured, when
Tow, who was always jealously watching her every look, followed her eyes, saw the
buw sticking to the table, and divined at once whencee it hao come, So nonchalantly
crossing the room while Sty Granttey was delivering his speech, he deftly Lifted the
bun and Let it glide down softly into the hat the baronet was balancing behind, he
betng too excited to wotice the difference tn welght,

“Really, Sir qrantley, it was very tivesome,” said her Ladyship,

“He, he, hel” Laughed his Lordship, putting his handierchief to his mouth, and
bending down in his chalr to laugh with all the enjoyment of a schoolboy at Tom’s
monkeyish trick,

“My dear!” exclaimed her ladyship,

“I—I—1 was laughting at the con—con—confounded tmpudence of that dog,” satd his
Lordship, mendactously; and her ladyship mentally promised hime one of her
lectures,

“It was an accident that cannot possibly ocour again,” continued her Ladyship,
‘Maude, my darling, pray go and take off your things, Sir Grantley, you will
stay bunch?”

“Thanks, no,” said the baronet, changing his position, giving his hat a turn, and
flourishing out the Bath bun, which fell upon the carpet before him,

Her ladyship put up her eye-glass and stared at the bun; Sir Grantley gave his an
extra twist andl also staved at the bun, poking at it with his stick; and Maude and
Tryphie escaped from. the room.

“Bldn't know You were so fond of buns, Wilters,” satd Tom, “You should have them
put n a paper bag, They make Your hat Lining sticky,”

“That's doosed funny, Diphoos,” said Sir qrantley, “very fond of a joke. BY) the
way, the amateurs are going to get up a pantomime next seasow, Won't You join
them? VLl put in a word for You, Make a doosed good cloww, don't You know,—I
think t had him there,” satol the baronet to himself,
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“wwill, if yow'll play pantaloon,” said Tom sharply, “You'd Look the part to
perfection,”

“Yas, doosed good,” satd Sir Grantley. ‘Day, Lady Barmouth; must go. Bay, Lord
Barmouth;” and with a short nod at Tom, he left the house.

“Tom,” exclatmed her ladyship, “if You tnsult Sir Grantley any wore Like that You
shall suffer for it. if You behave like that, You will be the means of breaking off a
most brilliant matceh,”

“Thanks,” said Towm, quietly, as her Ladyship was satling out of the room. “You
can't make things worse for me,”

“Tom, my boy,” said his lordship, “You are—are—are—a vegular liown, that you are, |
don't kinow what ( should do without you.”

“Flght for yourself, father, L hope,” satd the viscount, smiling, “U'm afraid t do more
harm thawn good,”

Meanwhile, Str Grantley wilters, who had not the slightest thought of breaking off
the match, Let Diphoos behave as he would, went to lkeep a particular engagement
that he hao with Monsieur Hector Launay, who was singing away to himself about
“La—Fran-ce—et—Lla—aguer-re,” and standing before a glass with a pair of scissors
cutting his black hatr close to his skull,

He was ready ow the instant, though, as Sir Grantley entered, showed him into his
private room, andl upon the baronet stating his case, to wit, his uneasiness about his
hatr, which he satd was getting thin on the crown, gave the most earnest attention
to the subject,

“I shoutdn't mind so much,” said Sir Grantley; “but 'm—er—going to be mar'd
shortly, and t want to Look my best,”

Monsieur Hector took a magnifying glass from a drawer, and gravely tnspected
the crown before him, ending by assuring the baronet that by the use of certain
washes prepared by himself from peculiar and unique receipts he could restore the
hatrs that wade him slightly thin upown the crown.

Str grantley, in full faith, resigned himself to the colffeur's hands, and was
sponged anol rubbed and scented during a space of about an hour, whewn he rose and
patd a liberal fee, which made Monsieur Hector smile and bow.,

Thewn he turned to go, but stopped short at the door and came back.

“Oh, Monsteur Launay, U'm told that you are a great friend of Mademoiselle
Justine, Lady Barmouth’s maid,”

“l have that hownour, monsteur,” satd the hatroresser, bowing low,
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“Ah, yes,” satd Sir qrantley, hesitating, “BYy the way, | am Sir qrantley wilters,”
“I have heard maodemotselle mention Sir Vilter,” satd the hatrdresser, bowing,

“Yes, of course,” said the baronet. “Look here, don't You know, 'm engaged to Lady

Maude Biphoos, and [ want to save her from pain. No spying—moucharder—but |

should be glad to hear of anyjthing that You think might interest me. Mademoiselle
Justine will tell you better what 1 mean. Good-day).”

“Bahl—Phitl—Pst! Big John Bull, fooll” cried Monsteur Hector as soon as he was
alone; and he indulged tn a peculiar saltatory exercise, indicative of Ricking his
client tn the chest, and making derisive gestures with pointed fingers, “You think |
tell you what | know, Pst! Grand béte. Big thin beast, Cochon, Peeg! Come and be
shampooed, and | had you by the nose and tell You noting. Aha! Be Your spy? No.

Justine tells me all, and | know so much that my head is full. But wait you, Aha!
Str Vilter! wait you, vive L'amour.”

He folded the cloth that had beew spread over Siv Grantley’s shoulders with a jerk,
and was tn the act of putting it away, when something touched his leg, and
Looking down, it was to see Joby, and directly after Charley Melton entered the
roomm.

Chapter Fourteew.

Lady Maude’s Hatr comes off,

tt was very singular, and showed weakwness, but Maude Biphoos, who had hitherto
Looked with contempt upon her Ladyship’s dealings with Mounsieur Hector, laughing
at the tolea of using washes, powder, and the like, as pure water made her beautiful
fair hatr cluster about her clear white tewples, and hang round a neck whose skin
put the wmost cleverly concocted pearl powder in the shade, now seemed to become
somewhat of a convert to his powers.

Justine confided to her mistress that Miladi Mawde’s hatr was coming off in great
patches, horrifying her ladyship so that she gave Lord Barmouth no sleep all one
night, and the next morning when she drilled the servants, and tnspected thewm as
to smartness of livery, amount of hatrpowder used, and the rest, they confided to
one another that the old girl’s teweper was not to be borne,

“What would dear Sir rantley say if he knew?” she exclatmed; and hurrying to
her secret chamber, she rang for Justine, whew a long consultation ensued,

“‘Cer-tainly, milady, if you like,” satd the dark Frenchwoman; “out that is the way
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to make the servants in the hall talk—they ave so low—and do tattle so, Thew it
come to Sir Grantley’s groom’s ears, and Sir Grantley's groom tell Sir Vilter, and
ze wmischief is all made.”

“Yes, Justine; but what can 1 do, my good soul? t would not care if they were
married; it would not wmatter a bit. Now, don't exaggerate, Justine—great patches oo
you say?”

Justine tightened her Lips and plunged one hand tnto the pocket of her aprown to draw
forth a tuft of soft fair hair and hold it wp before her Ladyship,

“Oh, Justine!” she half shrieked, sighing and heaving billowy, “this is dreactful,
Poor child, she will be nearly bald, Oh, Justine, whatever You do, preserve Your hair, |
know of a case where a Lady) of title became an old maio whew she might have had a
great establishment, all through lostng her hatr,”

“I will take the greatest care, milady,”
“My drops, Justine, my drops, This is really too much for my nerves,”

Justine hurried to a case, and brought out a flagon of spirits of veol Lavender, a
goodly portion of which her Ladyship took upon Lmps of sugar, sighed, and felt
better.

“what is to be done, my goool justine? it must be a profound seeret.”

“what wore of ease, milady, than for Miladi Maude to go out for ze health
promenadie every morning, and call upon Monsteur Hector Launay, [ tink he might
be trusted if he is well pay,”

“Oh, no, no,” exclaimen hey Ladyship, sharply. “t could not trust her; she is too weak,”
“Wis her faithful attendant, milady?”

Her Ladyship turned sharply round upon the matd, and gazed full into the dark
shining eyes that met hers without a wink,

“Can I trust You, Justine?” she exclaimed,

“Who knows better than milady?” vetorted the maid. “Is it t who go below to the
servants and betrays all wmiladi's secrets? Ma foil wo: L sooner die. And,” she adoed,
nodding sharply, “t Rnow two, tre, many secret of her Ladyship.”

“Yes, yes, You do, my good Justine. it shall be as You say: Monsteur Launay shall
have a very high fee for his pains if he cheeks it, A silly, weak girl; it is nothing
but fretting after that nasty, vulgar wretech and his dog, Ah, Justine, if ever You
becowme a mother, You will know what a mother’s troubles really ave,”

Her Ladyship rolled in her fautewil wore like the henving billows thaw ever, and shed
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a couple of tears, either the tears or her breath smelling strongly of lavender,

“Poor milady!” satd the confidential maid, compassionately, “Then milady trusts
me to see that Miladi Maude goes safely to the colffeur’s?”

“Oh, yes, Justine, my good soul, t will. Justine, [ shall not wear that black satin, nor
the ruby wolré again. Alas, who would be a mother! [ have but one Ldea, justine, and
that is to see my children settled with good establishments, and they seem to do
nothing but rebel against wme.”

“It is vairg terrible, poor muaotg."

“Yes, it is dreadful, Justine,” satd her ladyship who was now shedding tears
coplously, “Bven my son goes against me,”

“It is vairy shocking of him, mitady,” said the sywmpathetic maid, holding salts to
her mistress’ nostrils, and having her hand gratefully pressed in return,

“Ah, wme; [ am a great martyy,” said her ladyship, sobbing softly, and growing wmore
confiding, “t dowt know what t should do without You, Justine, Every one fights
against wme.”

“Poor, poor milady,” cried Justine, sympathetically.
“Does Miss Tryphie ever talk to You about Captain Bellman?”
“She satd once he was vairy handsome,” satd Justine,

“Yes, yes, very, and so well connected, Justine. They say he has beew rather wild; but
a wmaw of birth may make wmistakes, justing; they are never the serlous errors of a
plebetan,”

“No, milady, never,” said the matd, “Just a few wore drops, milady,”

“Thanks, Justine, thanks,” sighed her ladyship, partaking of some more Lavender
upow sugar, “That Mr Melton never calls now, | think?”

“No, milady, never,—Ah, quel mensongel” she added to herself,
“Awndl his dog does not come?”
“No, milady, ( have not seew. it for a month.”

“Ah,” sighed her Ladyship, whose noble bust rose and fell from the excess of her
emotions; “mine is far from a happy Life; but go, Justine, go now: [ feel as if 1 could
sleep. A nap might do wme good. | trust You, Justine, You shall have a gold watch
and chain the day wy daughter becomes Lady wilters, Let her go at once.”

“Thank You, dear milady; merct beaucoup,” cried the Frenchwoman, bending down
and Rissing her Ladyship’s extremely white and beringed plump hand,
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A minute Later she was bn Maude’s room,
“Gol” faltered the girl, trembling, “No, no, Justine, | cannot—1 dare not,”

“How—wmiladi is thwlde,” satd the Frenchwoman, laying her hand upow the girl’s
soft tresses, “would she have all this fall, so that whew Sir Wilter, your dear
husband, would pass his hand through and say, ‘Ah, ma belle ange, Your fair
tresses are adovable,” and kiss thew, and become fou with delight as he pass thew
over his face, would You have them thin and come out in his fingaire?”

Maude’s face was a study as she gazed at the matd while she spoke. She shuddered,
and her features assuwmen a Look of unutterable Loathing,

‘Quick, give me my hat and scarf, [ will have a veil.”

“You shall, my sweet young Lady. Her Ladyship wills that you go often to save your
beautiful hatr, Ah, | would that Monsieur Hector could attend you himself, but he
will be busy, You must be content wis ze assistant,”

“ustine,” said Maude quietly, “do not forget our positions,”

“Ma chére young lady, | will not,” said the French woman. “Pardown, | was foolish. (
do not forrgette. Miladi will Let me put on the tick veil.”

Full of respectful solicitude now, Justine helped her Young wmistress to dress, when
she again began to tremble.

“Justine, t dare not,” she faltered.
“Would wmilndi prefer to be accompany by her own matd Preene”
“No, no, Justine,” cried Maude, hastily, “t darve not trust her,”

“Ma foi, nowt wiladi is right, She will trust justine, her ladyship’s confidential
maid, who keep her Ladyship’s secret, and will be so silent and secret as wever was
for cette chére Yyoung mistress in her big trouble,”

“I will trust you, Justine; 1 am obliged,” sobbed Maude,

“And wot trust, ze foolish girl goose who fall tn Love wis ze mis-er-rable organ
grind. My faith, it is so foolish, though ze man. is beau.”

“Yes, very handsome,” sighed Maude, thoughtfully.
“Ad, Justine, | cannot be angry with the poor girl for being in Love.”

“Ma fot, non, wiladt, it is our nature to have our weakmness there, | too, | confess to it
all. yats,”

“You, Justine! you?” cried Maude, staring hard at the dark shining eyes of the
Frenchwoman, who Lookedl too hard to have had a soft sensation tn her Life,
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“Oul, mitadi, it is my seoret, and thide him, But ( too love with a grand ardour that
canmnot be what you call him tn your tongue,”

“Appeased, Justine,” sigheo Maude.
“Nown, non, miladi. Ah, yats, 1 have him, squench, which can nevaire be squench.”

“Poor Justine!” sighed Maude; and thew recovering herself, and shrinking from
being so tntlmate with her wmother’'s maid, “But no, no, t could not go.”

“Why not, miladiz” satd the wily Frenchwoman, “Mownsieur Heetor is a gentleman
that an empress might trust.”

“Yes, yes; but—oh, this is dreadful,”

“Her ladyship does not think of Sir Wilters’ great sorvow if he find my young lady
has lose all her hatr,” satd Justine, smiling as she watched the effect of her wordls;
and a few minutes after she was attending Maude on her way to Upper Gimp
Street,

The waxen Lady had her head turned in the opposite divection, but the waxen
gentleman watehed her coming, and Looked a combination of the mysterious and
adwiring as, closely veiled, Maude walked swiftly by Justine’s side, trembling the
while, and feeling certain that every one she passed knew her errand and was
watching her,

Dreading the visit as she did, it was with something Like relief that she stood within
the curtained door, face to face with bland, chivalrous Mownsteur Hector, who rose,
Laidk doww his three days’ old copy of the Petit journal, and bowed profoundly,

“Miladi will excuse that t do not attend her myself?” he said, respectfully), “Monsieur
my assistant is at wmiladi's service.”

As Maude bowed, he opened the tnner door that Led to his private consulting room,
and returned to the front, to indulge for the next two hours in pleasant converse
with Justine,

At last Justine rose to go.

“One lnstant, my beautiful,” whispered Monsteur Hector. “when do t come to see La
Ggrande Chouette?”

“Oh, 1 had forgotten, —to-morrow,” satol Justine,

“Cette chére pleturel” satd Hector, taking a photograph from over the Little stove anol
Rissing tt, “remains with we for ever, But stay,” he satd, addressing the real
instead of the lmage, “Behold a Little packet which t prepare for my beautiful—tooth-
powder for her beauteous teeth; scent of the best, but not so sweet as her gentle breath;
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soap for her soft skin, Ah, sweet soap, sweet soap! if [ were only you to be pressed in
her hawds,” he adden, kissing it, and then presenting his offerings to his goddess,
who recelved thew Like a deity, and held out one hand for him to kiss, with which he
was apparently) quite content.

Thew he struck a table gong, and evidently conveyed by it due notice to his
assistant that he had devoted sufficient time to the new client, who shortly after
cawme out, closely veiled, took Justine’s arm, and the waxen lady had one glance at
her, while the waxen gentleman Looked more mysterious thaw ever, as he watched her
till she was out of sight,

Chapter Fifteen.

Lady Barmouth receives (nformation,

“Maude, | will not allow it,” cried Lady Barmouth, one morning. “That wretched
organ maw Ls always haunting this house, and You are constantly giving him
money.”

“The poor fellow is a foreigner and in distress, and he does no harwm,” said Maude,
“No harmz? He distracts wme with his dreadful notse,”

“Plays that tune from Trovatore where the fellow’s shut up rather nicely,” said his
Lordship, rubbing his leg,

“Barmouth!”
“Yes, my deav,”

“Be quitt, And mind this, Maude, | have given instructions to the servants that this
drerdful ttatian is to be sent away,”

“Very well, mamma,” satd Maude, coldly, “‘only be fatr—send every man away who
comes to the house. BE consistent in what you do.”

“Is the girl mad?” exclatmed Lady Barmouth. “What does she mean?”

“l mean, mamma,” cried Mawde, with sp'wi,t, “that | will not—I cannot marry Sir
Grantley wilters,”

“Mawde, yow'll break my heart,” cried her Ladgship’
“Tow, this ts your fault for bringing that wicked young man to the house,”
“wWhat—wilters?”
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“No, no, no, my boy,” said his Lordship, rubbing his leg. “Your mamma means
Charley Mettown, and I——(—damme, | can't understand it all about him, U'm sure |
—I—I—dowt think he's so bad as he's being painted.”

Mawde darted a Look of gratitude towards him, and then one of reproach at her
brother, who stood biting his natls,

“Barmouth, will you Leave that Leg alone,” cried her Ladyship, “You give me the
creeps; and if You cannot talk senstbly, hold your tongue. Everybody knows, even
Towm, if he would only speak, that this man—pah! t cannot utter his name—is
degraded to the utwost degree; but he has managed to play upow a foolish girl’os
heart, and she ts blind to his wickedness,”

“Mavma,” cried Maudle, “l am not blind; and | will not believe these calumnies, Mr
Melton never professedt to be rich, and t do wot believe he either gambles or drinks,”

“Believe thewm or not, Maudle, my word and your papa’s are passed to Sir Grantley
wilters, and you will be his wife, So no more folly, please.”

Maude turned pale, and glanced at Tom, who stood biting his nails, and thew at her
father, who grew more wrinkled, and rubbed his leg. She thew turned to Tryphie,
whose look was sywmpathising, but meant no help. For poor dependent Tryphie
hardly dare say that her soul was her own, Maude felt that she was alone, and, even
bn these nineteenth century times, being as helplessly driven into marriage with a
mawn she detested as if in the days of old chivalry, whew knights and barons
patronised tronmongery for costume, and carvied off captive matdens to thelr
castles to espouse thew before shaven friav, or else dispense with his services,

“Maude,” satd her Ladyship thew, “t wished to spave your feelings, and if you hao
been Less recaleltrant’—that was a word that her Ladyship had beew hoarding up for
the occasion, and it rather jarved against her secondl best set of teeth as she usen it; it
was such a havd, stony word, and so threatening to the enamel—*1 should have kept
this back, but now | must tell You that for your papa’s and my own satisfaction, we
have had inquiries made as to this—this—Mr Melton’s character, by an tmpartial
person, and You shall hear from his Lips how misguided You have been.”

Maude turned pale, but, setting her teeth, she threw up her head ano remained
defiant anol proud,

“Adfter hearing this, t trust that your sense of duty to your parents will teach you to
behave to Sir qrantley Wilters wmore tn accordance with Your relative positions, He
does not complain, but [ can often see that he is wounded by your studied coloness,”

“Not he; damned sight too hard,”
“Diphoos,” said her Ladyship, “t had hoped that Your visit to purer atmospheres taken
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at the expense of Your papa would have had a wmore vefining influence upon You,”

“So it has,” satd Tom, sharply; “but if You keep on making use of that worn-out
oad’s nawme, | must swear, so there.”

Her Ladyship did not reply, but pointed to the bell, and Lord Barmouth dropped the
hand with which he was about to caress his Leg, toddled across the room and rang,
surreptitiously feeling tn one of his pockets directly after to see if something was

safe.

Tryphie Wilders crossed to her cousin and took her hand, whispering a few
consolatory words, while her Ladyship played the heaving billow a Little as she
settled herself in her chatr in a most magisterial manner,

“Robbins,” said her Ladyship, as the butler entered, “has that gentleman arviveo?”
“Beew here five minutes, my lady, He is in his lordship’s study,”
“Show him up, Robbins, and we are at home to no one until he is gone,”

The butler bowed, went out, and returned with a tall, rather ungainly maw in black,
who had something of the appearance of a country carpenter who had takew to
preaching. He had a habit of buttoning his black coat up tightly, with the
consequence that it made a great many wrinkles round his body), and though he
was fully six feet high, you felt that these wrinkles were caused by a kind of
contraction, his body being of the nature of concertina bellows, and that you might
pull hime out to a wost amazing extent.

He favoured this concelt, too, by being very cartilaginous in the spine, and softly
pressing his hands to his breast, and bowing and undulating gently in different
directions to the party assembled in the room,

“Hang him!” muttered Tom, scowling at the new comer, “He Looks, as if he were in
training for a spiral spring, Who the deuce is he?”

“Tom,” whispered his Lovdship, “that man makes me feel queer; get some brandy and
soda tn Your room after he has gone.”

Tow favoured his father with a peculiar wink, and the old gentleman felt tn his
pockets once more, to be sure that he hao not flung something out with his
handieerchief,

“Mr Irkle, | think?” satd her Laolgship, bLavwng.

“Hurkle, my lady,” satd the new arrival, bowing, “Hurkle and slant, Murley Court,
obun,”

“Oban?” satd her Ladyship; “t thought your place of business was in town,”
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“Yes, my lady, Obun, W.C,, near top o’ Charn-shery Lane.”
“Go it, otd chap,” said Tom; “never mind the H's,”

“Towm, be silent.”

“All right!”

“l think we need no preliminaries, Mr Hurkle,” said her ladyship. “Perhaps You will
favour me by reading a few notes from Your diary.”

“Thank you, my lady, yes, certainly,” said the new arrival, taking out a large flat
pocket-book, and then getting tnto difficulties with his gloves and hat, setting the
Latter down upon a chatr and putting the former in his pocket, then altering his
wming, and taking the gloves out of his pocket, dropping one, and putting the other
in his hat, which he took up and placed under the chair tnstead of upow tt, Then he
had to pick up the stray glove and put it in his pocket, evidently feeling uneasy
dirvectly after because he had not put it in his hat, but ot Liking to malke a fresh
alteration,

He now coughed behind the pocket-book very respectfully, opened it, turned over a
few Leaves, drew out a pencil, and Laid it across, so as wot to Lose the place, coughed
again, and saiol—

“Your ladyship would like me to begin at the beginning?”

“‘Certainly, Mr Hurkle,” satd her ladyship with dignity; and thew with Maude

sitting with her eyes half-closed, Tom walking up and down the room, and Lord
Barmouth looking very much troubled and caressing his leg, the visitor coughed
again, and began in a low subdued tone indicative of the secrecy of his mission,

“Thursday, twelft, called into Lady Barmouth’s”—no mention was made of Lord
Barmouth whatever—“Portland Place. Private inguiry, No expense to be spared,”

“I think Yyou may omit all that part, My Hurkle,” said her Ladyship, graciously,

“Thank You, my lady, Hem!” said the visitor, going on reading, “Decided to take
up case myself, Mr Slant belng tn Paris’—That is the end of that entry, my lady.”

“Thank You,” satd her ladyship, bowing, and Tom began to whistle softly, and to
wownder what the man would say Uf he Ricked his hat across the voom. Like a football.

“Friday, thirteent,” continued the visitor, turning over a leaf. “Hew!” His cough
seemed to be brought on by the fact that he was in the presence of the nobility, and
it troubled hiva sLLghtLg as he went on—*“Melton, Charles, Esquire, 150 Duke Street,
Satnt James, Went out with bull-dog, 10:50, Burlington Arcade, Gardens, Vigo
Street, Regent Street, Portland Place, upper Gimp Street, Must have got into house
there, Missed, Took up clue tn Puke Street 2:30, Came back, Adwmiration Club,
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Back howme at 11:30,'—That is the second ewtrg, my Lavlg,"

“Thank You, Mr Hurkle—proceed,” said her Ladyship; and Lord Barmouth yawned
so Lloudly that her ladyship turned upon him with a portentous frown.

“saturday, fourteent,” Hem!” satd Mr Hurkle. “Met C.M. in Strand. Followed to
hoster's shop; stayed ten minutes—gloves, went west. Cosimo Club. Stayed an hour,
cawme out, walked to Barker's, Jermyw Street,” Hem!”

Mr Hurkle Looked up after coughing apologetically.
“Barker's—unotorious gambling house, my lady,”
“Bosh!” satdl Tom, “Fellows play a friendly game of pool sometimes,”

“I must request that You will not interrupt, Lord Diphoos,” said her Ladyship,
sternly,

“Thme to bnterrupt whew 'm called upow to Listen to a cock-anad-bull story Like this,”
cried Tom, “Barker’s isn't a wotorious gambling house,”

Mr Hurkle raised his eyebrows and thew his hand to his Lips, and said “Hem!”
“May L ask how you know?” said her ladyship.
“Beew there myself, hundreds of times,” sald Tom, sturdily.

“Oh!” gjaculated her ladyship; and that “Oh!” was wonderful tn the meaning it
expressed. For it seemed to say, “1 thought as much! That accounts for the amount of
money souandered away!” and her Ladyship gazed at her son from between her
half-closed lids as she said aloud, “Go on, My Hurkle, if You please.”

“Hem! ‘Left Barker’s at eleven Pee Hewm, Returned to Duke Street,” That is the whole
of the third entry, my lady,”

“Thank you, Proceed.”

“Bleven o'clock, eh?” said Tom, “Well, very respectable time,”

“Be silent, if you please, siv, Continue, Mr Hurkle,”

“Sunday, fifteent, went out at three, To Barker’s, Jermyn Street,”

“Hum! Gambling house on a Sunday,” said her Ladyship, sarcastically). “Continue,
Mr HurRkle,”

“Here, shall | finish for Youz” eried Tom. “Went to Barker’s, and had a chop for
Llunch, read the papers till dinnertime—a wicked wretch, on a Sunday too; then
dined—soup, fish, cutlet, cut, off the joint, pint o claret, and on a Sunday, is that
right, my hawk-eyed detective?”

“No, my Lovdl, Hem!”
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“Will You be silent, Lovol Diphoos?” eried her Lav!gshlp,
“That is the whole of the fourt entry, my lady,”

“And cheap at the money, whatever it is,” eried Tom. “l say,” he added, scornfully,
“do You Rnow where | was on Sunday, You sir?”

“Beg pardon, my lord,” satd Mr Hurkle, undulating. “You are not on my list, and |
have no client making tnquiries about you.”

“That’s a blessing,” satd Tom, “for thewm and for You.”

“Pray go on, Mr Hurkle,” said her ladyship, “Lord Diphoos, | must beg that you do
not bnterrupt.”

To address her son as “Lord Biphoos” was tn her ladyship’s estimation crushing, but
Tow did not seem crushed,

“Monday, sixteenth Hem!” said Mr Hurkle, “Saw My Meltow come out, followed by
Large-headed bull-dog, short tail, closely-cut ears, one white leg, and—"

“Left canine tooth tn Lower jaw knocked out, and Lip torn in a fight,” eried Tom,
“Enter that, please.”

“Lovol Diphoos.”

“Oh, all right,” cried Tow, savagely. “Here, [ say, You sir, get on and finish. This
grows interesting,”

He glanced across to his sister, who was holding Tryphie’s hand, her head evect, Lip
curling, and a warm flush in her cheeks as she Listened to this diary of her lover’s
doings,

“That is the fift entry,” said Mr Hurkle, glancing from one to the other; and then,
as a dead silence reigned, he went on—

“Tuesday, seventeent, Blank. C.M, did not go out,'—That is the sixt entry, my
Lady.

“Wednesday, eighteent, Blank, C.M, did not go out,’—That is the sevent entry, my
Lady.

’“Thursvlag, ninetent. watehed at Duke Street. Found C.M. was out, watted, C.M.
returned by north of street and met Lord Barmouth,”

“Eh, what?” exclaimed her ladyship.

“His lordship entered Puke Street from the south, after stopping some time to Look
bn picture-dealer’s at full-length portrait of a goddess,”

“Why, governor!” cried Tom,
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“Go on, Mr Hurkle, please. Lovd Barmouth, | beg you will not Leave the room.,”
“Certainly not, my dear,” said his tordship, rubbing his leg,
“Proceed, My Hurkle,” said her Ladyship, sternly.

“Hem! Yes, my lady. ‘C.M. and his lordship went together to Regal Café, Regal
Street, Bined there.”

“‘oht” gjaculated her Ladyship, with eyes growing very tight, “Proceed,”
“But  say, You sir,” cried Tom, “‘wasn't [ there?”

“No, my Lovdl, Hem!”

“Wish t had been, t say, gov'nor, it was shabby of You,”

Lord Barmouth squirmed—to use his son’s words,

“Go on, Mr Hurkle,” said her Ladyship, patting the carpet with her boot, while his
Lovdship vubbed his Leg,

“Long dinner of many courses, Several kinds of wine, sodas, brandies, and cigars,
Gentlemen returned to chambers tn Duke Street, simoked cigars till tew; thew to
Barker’s.”

“Let me see, Lord Barmouth, You satd You were unwell Last evening?”
“And | was wot there,” cried Tom.

“That, my lady—hem!” said Mr Hurkle, undulating and threatening to draw
himself out—“carries us up to midnight,”

“Yes—yes—yes,” eried his lordship, rising in great excitement; “‘and—and—and
it’s, danume, it's too much, Tom, Tom, my sow, if You don't Rick that fellow out of
the house, damme, [ will, for it's all a plece of—of confounded humbug, 1 won't have
tt—1 didwn't order this to be done—it’s—it's—a confounded, damme, it’s a cruel
insult to me and my family, and | wont—t won't—Tom, my boy, send that fellow
away, or  shall—damme, t shatl RiLL him.”

“Yes, yes, go now,” moaned her Ladyship, “ will send to you, Mr Hurkle,”

The private inguirer bowed very low, took up his hat and gloves, and, veplacing his
pocket-book without unbuttoning himself, backed out of the room, as Towm stood
with his hands tn his pockets, his Little waxed moustache sticking out in two sharp
polnts, and grinding his teeth, while poor Lora Barmouth Linmeped about the room.
trembling with excitement,

“Oh!” moaned her Ladyship, “My salts—wmy drops, Tryphie; this will be the death of
me,”
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“Serve You right,” said Tom, savagely, “You brought it on yourself.”

“It's—it’s too bad, Little lnnocent amusement, Bit o’ dinner and glass o’ wine,
Charley Meltow is all right.”

“Yes,” said Lady Barmouth, “a gambler, a roud, But what wonder, Ah, me! Oh, my
poor children. That Meltow debauching my husband!”

“And—and—and devilish nice fellow too, —t—1—1 liked it, and—and—and |
wished that you had beew there, Tom.,”

“Thawnke, governor,”
“Oh, that t should Live to hear all this!”
“You—you ought to have kicked that fellow out, Tom,”

“Be silent, Barmouth, be silent, Tryphie, ring for justine to help me to my room, My
heart is wearly broken now,” she added, tn a tone of voice that seemed to indicate
that it was only holding together by a Little bit of Ligament which was ready to go
at any moment, “Maude, ungrateful girl, you have heard all, The horrible,
dissipated gambler who is dragging my sow tnto his dreadful vortex, and even
spreading his wmeshes around Your weak father.”

“Wweakl” cried Lovdt Barmouth; “not at all,”

“I have heard no harm of Mr Melton, mamma,” satd Maude, “He—" She checked
herself on the polnt of saying, “He told wmee he was going.”

“But a gambler, my child—a gambler.”

“Who pockets sixpenny Lives at pool whew he isw't losing,” satd Tom—*a wreteh, a
demon, Vot a larks!”

“Good game, pool, whew Your hand is sterdy, Yes, my boy, yes,” said his Lordship,
who was now rapioly calming down, and looking frightened,

“Thank heaven,” eried her Ladyship, tn tragic tones, “clvilisation has tntroduced the
private inquirer, { know all now, and my course is clear,”

“Know all, en?” said Tom, “Why, mamma, You've had a splendid pen'orth. All that
about Charley Melton, and the private information about the governor chucked in.”

“Chucked!” gjaculated her ladyship, in tones which sounded as if she were forming
an enormous “poster” for a hoarding, “Chucked!” And this ts my expensively-
educated sown, Justine, help me to my room.”

“Funmnee LIl mans,” sato justine to herself as Towm gave her a peculiar Look,
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Chapter Sixteen,

Mustic hath Charms,

The private inquiry trouble was cooling dowwn, but there was so much excitement
and trouble at Portland Place, that Maude’s hair had to go untended on one
oceasion, and Monsteur Hector and his assistant waited tn vain for the lady’s
coming, Short as was the distance, Mademoiselle Justine was unable to run rounol
and say that they weed not waik,

For Sir Grantley Wilters was to dine tn Portland Place that evening, and he arrived
tn good time.

The baronet was quite bright in spirits and Youthful in appearance, having got the
better of his Late atlment, and Lady Barmouth smiled pensively at him whew she
was not watching Lord Barmouth, and seelng Lf he was surreptitiously supplied
with wine,

Towm dined at home, and was wmorosely civil, belng puzzled how to act towards his
future brother-in-law,

Sir qrantley knew of the trouble between her Ladyship and her lord, but religiously
avolded all allusion thereto; he, however, found time anod opportunity to mention to
her Ladyship the last scandal that he had heard concerning Meltow,

“No?” exclabmed her Ladyship, Laying her plump hand upow his arm,

“Yas; fact, | assure Yow,” he satd, “t had it from three fellows at the club, and they
were present. (t was at a place in Jermyw street.”

“How dreaofull” exclatmed her Ladyship in a low tone,

“They are retatling scandal about poor old Charley, Maude,” satd Tom, leaning over
the back of her chair in the drawing-room. “You think he’s quite square, eh?”

“If you mean by that, Towm, that  think him an honourable gentleman; yes, 1 do,”
said Maude quietly.

“That's right, He's fond enough of You to keep him right, so never you mind what
scraggy Wilters says,”

Maudle didh not reply, but her face flushed, and she sat Looking proud and content
n her faith,

Meantime her Ladyship had been furnished with the last new plece of gossip
regarding the young man who had gone to the bad, and was supremely happy,

In spite of her ladyship’s watehfulness Tom managed that his father should have a
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Little wine, and the consequence was that he became very garvulous, maring some
personal remarks to Str Grantley about matters of the past which the baronet
wished to be considered too youthful to remember, and suffering at last from such
dectded twinges of his oldd complaint that he had to leave the table. Mawde at once
seized the excuse to be freed for the rest of the evening from a presence she detested,
anol went to attend upon her father, while Towm started to have a quiet cigar and a
game of billiards, leaving her Ladyship and Sir Grantley together to discuss a few
wore of the preliminaries of the wedding; Sir qrantley going so far, when he Left,
as to say that this was about the pleasantest evening he had had at the house in
Portland Place, “don't You Rnow.,”

But those below stairs were not above talking at dinner and supper bn the servants’
hall, while Mademotselle Justine sat Like a smiling sphinx and Listened, but satd
nothing,

“For my part,” satd Robbins, “I think her young Ladyship bears it admirably, as a
well-bred Lady should. She's getting to know that people tn the upper classes can't
marry as they Like, and behaving quite right.”

“Ah, poor girl,” said Mrs Downes; “but under that there quiet ook who knows what a
voleano is a-busting in her breast, Ah, t have a heart of my own.,”

“It seems to we,” satd Dolly Preen, who during the past few weeks had been growing
thin and acld consequent upon slighted Love, much banter, the threatened Loss of her
sttuation, and genuine feminine jealousy of Justine, who had beew intrusted with
the task of accompanying her Young mistress in her walks—*it seems to wme that
Lady Maude is finding consotation somewhere,”

Justine, who had beew sitting so sphinx-like, suddenly flashed into Life,
“You—you Uil bévé of a givl, say what you mean,” she eried angrily,

“l was not talking of her ladyship, ma‘amselle,” retorted Dolly, who had aptly
pieked up the London ways of her fellows. “It only seemed to wme that Lady Maude
had takew to liking music very much.”

“Ah, yest” satd Robbins, “Miss Preen Ls right there.”

“Some people found fault with we for Liking to Listen to the orgawn,” said molly,
spitefully, “but nobody says nothing about my) betters.”

‘UL beba" ejaculated Justine scornfully,

“Not quite such a Little baby as you think for, ma'amselle,” retorted Dolly, tossing
her head, “l'm not blind,”

“But You are Lil miserable,” said justine, scornfully, “what can you see, pray say?”
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“Lady Mawde giving money to that ttation musician, and Listening to him very
often from the balconyy,”

“Ah,” saiol Mrs Downes, “out it’s different there, Miss Preen. Some one | know used
to Look out of the window at the man, Lady Maude Looks out to console herself with
the muste, and You knows muste hath charms.”

“See how right is Madame Downes,” satd Justine, smiling and nodding, “My faith,
Dolly Preen, but how You are béte,”

“I don't know French,” said Dolly, rising, “out t did Look in Lady Maude’s
dict’wwawd to see what that word wmeant, and [ won't sit here to be called a beast bg a
forelgner, so there,”

‘Uil bébé” said Justine, as Dolly moved toward the door,

“One moment, Miss Preen,” said the butler, speaking in aw elderly, paternal tone.
“ust you take my advice.”

“I dow't want anybody’s advice, Mr Robbins,” said the girl with asperity,

“Yes, you do, my dear, and what | wanted to say was, don't you talk so free. You've
had one narrow escape of Lostng a good situation through Looking weak on ttalian
lazy ronles, don't go and run another risk by hinting as a Young lady of the
highest aristocracy Ls giving her attention to such a thing as a black-bearded,
plaster bmage selling man who grinds tunes tn a box, because if you do you'll find
yourself wrong.”

“Thank You, Mr Robbins,” said Dolly, tartly, “t only know what 1 see, andl U'm not
afraid to speak my ming, whatever other people may e, 'm Bnglish, 1 am, and not
French, and if { am from the country, as 1 said before, Vm not blind,”

Exit Miss Dolly Preen as Justine exclaimed once more, “Lil 608" and became so
sphinx-like that she appeared deep as a knowledge mine,

“Wwell, such things have happened,” said Mrs Downes, sightng,

“Mrs Downes, don't make me blush for you,” satd the butler, sternly. “Um ashamen
to sit here and listen to such hints.”

“Ad, well, ULl say no wmore,” sald the cook, oracularly; “but | have a heart of my oww,
and | know what hearts ts.”

“Trumps,” exclaimed the buttons.

“Henery! silence!” cried the butler sternly, “You go and see to the things in the
pantry, Mrs Downes, as the oldest servant in her ladyship’s establishiment, t have a
right to take the lead, Such remarks as these are not seemly,”
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“I only want to say, Mr Robbins,” cried the stout Lady, with her heart doing its work
well, “that tf you check true Love tn one direction, out it comes tn another, tt will
have tts way. There, Look at that.”

The dewmon of Portland Place was at the edge of the pavement turning the handle of
his organ, and as a wmatter of fact, Maude Diphoos stepped slowly out of the French
window in the drawing-room, and stood Looking doww at the ttalian’s swarthy,
smiling face.

Chapter Seventeen,

Lady Barmouth puts down her foot,

Lady Maude sat in her dressing-room once more with her back hair doww, Listening
to the strains of Luigl’s organ as it discoursed a delicious waltz, while Dolly Preen,
who was rapioly developing a viclous-looking mouth, brushed away at the beautiful
golden cascade, which rippled quite to the ground. The lady’s head swerved softly to
the rhythm of the musie, and it proved infectious; for though Dolly knew Little of
dancing, the music was pleasant to her soul, and she swayed her head and brushed
softly with an accentuated beat at the beginning of every bar,

Just in the middle of the most sostenuto strain, and just as the ivory-backed brush
was descending low, tts long bristles dividing the goloen threadls, which crackleo
again in the warm atr of that gloviously sunshiny day, there was a sharp tap at the
dressing-room, and her ladyship entered,

“Ah, Just in time,” she exclaimed, raising her gold-rimmed eye-glass, “t wanted to
see Your hatr, Maude,”

‘MY hair, mamma?”
“Yes, child. Let me see; you went to Monsieur Launay'’s yesterday?”
“Yes, mamma.”

“t have beew telling Justine that t shall not go to any further expense over it. t have
Just sent him a cheque for his account, and Your head Looks so much better that |
think we may be satisfied now.”

Maude’s cheels turned scarlet, and so did her tewple and neck, but her beautiful
hair made a magnificent veil, and hid her confusion from her ladyship’s view as
she examined the parting, drew it away from the temples and poked it about just at
the poll,
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“Don't You think, manmma, [ had better keep on for a Little Longer?”

“No,” satd her ladyship, peremptorily, “Your hair is in beautiful condition, |
grudged paying that man; but he has saved your hair, and he deserves what he has
received. He is very clever.”

“l should like to contlnue a little longer, mamma.”
“Youw'll do nothing of the sort,” satd her ladyship tartly. “Your hatr is perfect.”
“Lymust go andl say that [ am not about to continue his course of treatment.”

“No, You must not, t shall write to Monsieur Launay mgseLf and tell hime. | cannot
afford these expenses, the demands for money are dreadful, t am always spending,
Go away, Preen,”

“Yes, my tady,” said the Little wmatd, and she “made a face” as she Left the room,
“The preparations for your marriage will be more thaw t can afford,”
“Oh, mamwma, must that go on?” cried Maude,

“Now, now, now, Maude, no wore of that, please, | will not have tt, Silence, The
expenses will be tervible, and 1 shall be very glad whew it s over, and so will you be,
and Limust say 1 am pleased to find You are coming wore to Your senses. Oh, that
odious wretch, Go away, do!”

Her ladyship crossed to the window and shut it dowwn with a crash, deadening the
sound of Luigl’s minstrelsy as she returned to her daughter’s side,

“Really the expenses of our establishment are maddening, [ have had the wine
merchant’s bl tn this morning, and it is outrageous, The man must be a swindler,
case after case of dry champagne charged for that | cannot remember having, But {
must see into it at once; and, Yes: L am quite satisfied there ts no need for you to go
to the hairdresser’s any more.”

Her Ladyship gave a quick glance round the room—a glance that took in
everything, the fumiture, the davenport at which her daughter wrote, the books she
had been reading, even to the tiny cobweb Left by a careless housematd tn one corner,
and thew in a very dissatisfied frame of mind she descendled to write to My
Launay, leaving her daughter looking speechless with misery, and gazing wildly
at the closed window,

“‘Shall t finish your hatr, ma’am?” satd a volce which made her start, for she had wot
heard the door opened,

“tf You like, Dolly,” sato Maudle daspa’wiwgtg; anol with a aurioustg furtive glance
at her wmistress, caused by her wonder what her Ladyship had said, the girl went on
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with her intervupted work till she had done; and thew whew certain hooks had been
persuaded to enter certain eyes, and as many buttons to pass through thelr button-
holes, as she could obtain no further orders, Dolly Left the room, and Maude walkeo
to the window, opened it, and sat down with her elbow o the sill to listen to the
distant stratns of mustic which came from the top end of the place near Park
Crescent, and as she listened the tears stole dowwn her cheeks, for the fiat must be
obeyed, There would be no wore pleasant visits to the colffeur’s—those Little trips
which relieved the wmonotony of her Life so deliclously, and wade her better able to
bear the coming of Sir qrantley Wilters,

No wore—no more! she was to be a prisoner now till she was to be decked out with
garlands, and sent like a Llamb to the sacrifice, and served up with mint sauce, for
Sir qrantley was going to be very rich, Life was becoming an empty vold with
nothing to fill it, No Charley Meltow allowed to visit; no assistant to arrange her
hair—and Monsiewr Hector Launay'’s aide was so very, very wice,

Mawde’s sad musings were tntervupted by the door being opened quickly, and the
head of Justine thrust in,

“Oh, mademoiselle—chére wmiladi, have You hearol?”
“Yes, Justine, It is all over.”

“all ovaire, miladi? cest atroce, but wot ovaire; | will take counsel wiz M’slew Hector,
and all will be well,”

“Yustine! Justinel”

“Coming, milady; t descend directly, Have a good heart, still yet, and all shall be
well, oui, milady, | come,”

_Justine descended, and Mawde melted tnto tears,

Chapter Eighteen,

The Chawnce Looks bad,

That sawme afternoon Monsteur Heector Launay’s assistant entered the business
place hurriedly, followed by Joby, and exclaimeo—

“I ame rather Late. Has she come?”
“Come, non, M’stew; she comes no more,”
“wWhat?”
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“t have a letter from my lady in which she say (have done her daughter’s hatr so
much good that the visits will cease, 1 am patd, and voila tout,”

“Good heavens! Does she suspect?”

“Nown, M'siew,” sald the Frenchman, smiling. “You have beewn too capable an
assistant, and the occasion has ceased; but 1 will think, and M’sieu shall see the
lady again. t will take counsel with Justine, and we will have a wew plan. [ am a
Fremchwman, and spirituel. t cannot Live wizout t see ma chére sometimes, Justine
must come, so be of good hope; we must wait,”

Charley Melton walked out of the reception-room, followed by joby, who kept Looking
wp at his master in a curious manner, as if half-pitying and wholly divining his
feelings, There was a curious Leer too tn one eye, which seemed to ook waliciously at
his proprietor, who took the greatest care that he, Joby, should not form any canine
intlmacies of a tender nature, and Joby's leering eye seemed to say, “How do You
like being morally chained up, my boy?”

Charley Melton went homeward, turned, and walked right up to the Buston Road,
where he made for Park Crescent, and thew walked straight down Portland Place, so
as to try and cateh a glimpse of his inamorata,

He was blessed and yet annoyed, for Maude was at one of the windows with a book
tn her hand, apparently reading, but really looking down at Luigi, the ttalian, who
was turning the handle of his baize-covered chest in the most diligent manner,
producing sweet sounds accordling to taste, and smiling and bowing to the lady,

“Lucky brute!” muttered Chartey, as he went by without venturing to salute, For as
he passenl he saw a white packet drop from the window and fall upown the pavement,
where it burst Like a shell, scattering bronze discs in all dirvections, so that the
organ~grinder hao havd work to collect thewt Laden as he was, while the tune he
played was broken up into bits,

“Lucky brutel” sighed Charley Melton again, “allowed to stand upow the edge of the
pavement to gaze up at her, and thew patd for so dolng. Ah, U'd better give it up. She
won't bolt with wme. t seem as tf | can get no help from Tom, and | cannot go there.
Hang it all, t shall do something desperate before 1've done, She was yielding, but
the game’s up now.”

Poor Joby tn the days which followed was far from happy, for his master was a great
deal away from howe, and the dog was shut out often enough from his rooms as
well as from his confidence.

People said that Chartey Melton, being crossed in love, was going to the bad—
taking to drink and gambling, and steadily gliding down the stide up which there
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Ls no return; and certainly his habits seemed to tndicate this to be the case, so much
so that Joby thought a goodl deal in his dense, thick-bratned fashion wpown the
problem that puzzled his head as well as several wiser ones—a problem that he was to
solve though for himself whew the due time came, for Joby could not make out his
master.

Tlme glided on, and Charley Melton's case seemed to grow more and more hopeless,
while Maude appeared to be golng melancholy wmad, and passed a great portion of
her thme gazing dreamdily down at the purveyor of tunes set afloat upon the atr by
the mechanical working of a large set of bellows, and the opening and shutting by
a toothed barrel of the mouths of so many graduates pipes,

Everybody) was miserable, so it appeared, saving Sir Grantley Wilkers, whose joy
approached the weird in the peculiarity of its developments, He took medicine by the
bucketful, so his valet told Mr Robbins in confidence, “and the way he talks about
Your Young Lady is wonderful,”

tt was wonderful, for tn his amatory madwness he chuckled and chattered and
praised the lady’s charms, and he even went so far at thmes as to sing snatehes of
love songs in a votce that suggested the performances of a mad—or cracked—
clartonet tn a hilarious fit, during which it was suffering from a dry reed,

Love ruled the day at Portland Place, and Sir Grantley came and made it in the
drawing-room as often as he liked, while whew she could escape to the balcony,
Maude stood and Listened to the stratns of Trovatore, and, “poor dear, seemed to get
wuss angl wuss,”

The last was cook’s remark, and it was received with a feminine chorus of “Ah’s!”

“Oh, that wretched tealian, why does he persist in coming here?” cried her ladyship
one day, ‘Maude, Yyow'll drive me mad if You keep on encouraging him so,”

Mauwde Looked at her mother dreamily and said nothing, but the next time the man
came she wrapped some coppers tn a plece of paper, and dropped them out, to be
caught deftly in the soft felt hat.

“Poor fellow,” she sighed, “it may wake him happy.”

“Ah, bella signora,” cried Luigl tn wellifluous tones, and he ground, and smiled,
and showed his white teeth till the lady retived.

But if there was love-making in Portland Place there was despair in Duke Strett,
hwman and canine, for Joby wore than once proved himself to be a terrible nuisance
at the chawmbers by uttering low snuffling whines upown the stairs and landings,
which, being interpreted, meant, “Why doesn't master come home?” But by degrees
he simothered his feelings on finding that an open avowal of his trouble only
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resulted in boots, boot-jacks, empty soda-water bottles, andl other missiles being
flung at him from. open doors, while he was reviled as being a beast.,

His retort upown recelving such foreible salutations was very often a display of his
teeth, and so threatening an action tn the direction of Legs that he generally caused
his assailants to beat a retreat; but at Last he performed the same strategic evolution
himself, consequent upon having to deal with the unknown, tn fact, science
conguered him, He stood shot, and dodged them bravely. So clever was he indeed
upow this polnt, that it was almost tmposstble to hit him with hatr-brush, boot, or
Lump of conl; but one day an angry occupant of the chambers, upow hearing a very
Long-drawn howl, opened his door suddenly and hurled a bottle at the dog,

tt was this bottle which puzzled Joby), for instead of being empty, it was full of the
water kinown as soda, highly charged with gas by one Schweppe, and though it
missed the dog, it struck upon a partly filled conl-scuttle, and exploded with such
violence, and so great a scattering of fragments, that for two days Joby preferved to
sleep in the park, and had a very narvow escape from a dog-stealer, who tried every
blandishiment he knew to get the antmal to follow him, but without effect.

Sowmetlmes he would go and hang about the great house in Portland Place, but there
was no adwission, Attempts to glide past or between the legs of the servants
dismally fatled; but he had a Look or two at Lord Barmouth, and followed him when
he went out, giving sundry swiffs at his pocket, and more than once coming in for
a bone, But this was very exceptional, and Joby's was just now a very
unsatisfactory and useless Life,

His lordship swore a Little softly and in private about the orgawn, but ceased as he
saw that his daughter took a Little tnterest tn the music,

“But it's doosed bad taste, Towm, doosed bad taste, my boy; and dear me, how [ do
long for a glass of port.”
“Yes, and youw'll have to long, governor.”

“Yes, my boy. Seen Charley Meltow Latelly?”

“Yes, looking as itf he were going to be hung,”

“Bid he though, my boy? what did you say to him?”
“Told him he was a fool.”

“Oh, Tom, my boy, You shouldnt have done that, ( hope he don't think that 'm
behaving badly to him, Ud go and see him, but her Ladyship would be sure to know,
Be civil to him, my boy, for my sake, His father was such an old friend,”

“Humph, don't seem Like it,” growled Tom,
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“But why did you call him a fool, Tom?”

“For not making a bolt of it with Maudey,”

“Oh, no—no—no—no, my boy, that would be very wrong. But what did he say?”
“Nothing. Shook his head and walked off.”

“Yes, yes. @uite right, my boy, quite right. Charley Melton would not do anything
to degrade our Maudey Like that.”

“well, t would tf t hao a chance,” satd Towm, “and Lf t hadw't 'd make one,”

Chapter Nineteen.

Towm and the Tartar,

AlL the same though, consequent upon thinking so much about his sister, Tom
madle very little progress with his oww love affairs,

Tryphie Wilder's was not a very pleasant life at Lady Barmouth’s. She felt that she
had been adopted out of charity, and tn her bitterness she would sometimes call
herself her Lladyship’s abuse block, for that Lady would call her “little wreteh” tn
private with as much vigour as there was sweetness tn the “wmy dear” of public Life.
Her Ladyship had before now gone so far as to strike her, That very day Tryphie had
her revenge, for, going tnto the drawing-room, she found Tom fast asleep on the
sofa, and snipped off the ends of his moustache, wax and all, Towm awoke, and
caught and kissed her, and she flew at him, boxed his ears, and thew ran out of the
room and upstatrs, to strike her hand against the wall for betng so cruel,

The girl's bright spirits and unvarying tenderness to his father, for whom she was
always buying Bath buns or finding snacks, made Tom desperately tn Love with
her, but he had only recetved chaff as his amatory food tn retwrn, Tryphte
meantime wewt on as a sort of upper servant, with the entrée of the drawing-room;
and while Justine was the repository of much that was false in Lady Barmouth, she
alone was adwmitted to the secrets of her aunt’s first and second sets of teeth, which
she had to clean in her own room with the door locked, it being supposed that it was
her ladyship’s diamond sulte thew undergoing a renovating brush, while poor
Tryphie all the time was operating upon what Looked Like n ghastly grin without
any softening smile given by overhanging Lips,

“Itell you what it is, Tryphie,” said Tom one day, as he met her on the stairs—“but |
say, what's that?” and he pointed to a Little case which she tried to conceal,
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‘Don't ask Lmpertinent questions, str,” was the veply, “Now thewn, what is it?”
“well, t was golng to say—oh, t say, how pretty You look this morning.”
“You were not golng to say anything of the kind, siv.”

“well thew, 1 was going to say if t am worried much wmore, 1 shall hook it.”
“slang!” cried Tryphie.

“well, | must slang somebody, | mustn't swear. Um half mad, Tryphie.”
“Poor fellow! You have been swmoking yourself so,”

“Nonsense!” he said, “a fellow wmust do something to keep off the blues.”
“Yes; smoke in bed,”

“I shoubdwt if t was wmarried, if t had a wife now—"

“Marvied!” said Tryphle, “without any money, sirl what would You do? Keep a
billiard table or open & cigar shop? t suppose | might sit behind the counter—"

“‘Go it,” satd Tom, “How down You ave on a fellow,”

“While my Little Liege Lovd wore his elegant shawl-pattern smoking trousers,
dressing-gown and cap, and showed his prowess to customers at the billiarol table.”

“Little, en?” said Tom. “Wwell, t am Little, but You must have some Little fellows in the
world, to sort up with, we can't all be great handsome black chaps Like Captain
Bellman,”

“Captain Bellman is not always smoking,”

“I don't care, 'm getting reckless, town it all: tdo go to sleep with a cigar tn my
mouth, t can simoke as wmany cigars for my size as any man tn London and there
are not many) men who can beat me at billiards,”

“How Ls the new cue, Tom?” said Tryphie, mockingly.

“All right,” he said, “ tried it last night at the vooms, and played a game with an
uncommonly gentlemanly Frenchman, who made the most deticious Little
clgarettes,  thought Udl wmet him before, Who do you think, it was?”

“Dont know, and—"
“Don't care, eh? well, it was Launay the barber.”
“Tom!”

“well, | don't care; home's wretched and 'm wiserable. Besides, other people enjoy
seelng me so, Maude Ls always golng about the house Like a ghost, or listening to
that organ man, She's going wmad, tfancy. Thew Charley Melton has turned out a
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fool to cave in as he has done, and Tryphie cuts me—"
“As You deserve,”

“That's right, go it. The governor’s misernble, and that mummy Wilters Ls always
here. Nice place to stop tn. Perhaps [ ought to aiwm higher than billiards, and keeping
one's cue tn a japanned case hanging up in a public room. But Look at me; hang i, |
hardly get a shilling, if t dont have sowe fellow at billlards, what have [ to Look
forward to?”

Tryphie made a wmovement to continue her way, but Tom spread his hands so as to
stop her descent,

“WILL You have the goodness to allow me to pass, Lovd Diphoos?” she said, demurely,
“Lord\” he cried, peevishly,

“Very well, thew, most spoiled child of the house,” said Tryphie, maliciously, “Master
Diphoos,”

“You make my life quite miserable, Tryphie, You do, ‘pon my honour, You're the
most ungractous—"

“There’s pretty language to use to a lady, sir,” eried Tryphie, speaking as if tn an
angry fit. “Say U'm the most disgraceful at once, sir.”

“Oh, | didn't mean that,” satd Tom; “l meant ungractous and unyielding.”
“Of course, str, Pretty words to apply to a lady,”

“Bother!” cried Tom, “t never Looked upon You as a lady,”

“Thank You, sir,” she said, making him a wmost profound curtsey.

“well, you know what 1 mean,” griwmbled Tom; “t always think of you as Cousin
Tryphie, whom 1—there,” he whispered, “t will say tt—t love with all my heart,”

“Bosh!” exclaimed Tryphie,
“There's pretty language to use to a gentleman,” retorted Tom,

“I never Look upon You as a gentleman,” said Tryphie in her turn; and she darted a
mischievous Look at him.

“Thank You, ma'am,” satd Tom, who was now quite out of heart and tewper, “And
o You 9o on snib, snub, peck, peck, till a fellow feels as if he would Like to make a
hole in the water, he’s so sick of his Life.”

“But he only makes a hole in his manners tnstead,” eried Tryphie,

“t say, Tryphie, Yyou know,” cried Tom, now appealingly. “Don't be so jolly hard on a
fellow who loves You as tdo, L can't bear it whew You snub me so, [ say, dear,” he
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continued, taking her hand, “say a kind word to me.”
“Let go my hand, siv, and don't be stupid,” she cried,
“Tryphie!”

“well, Tom! Now Look here, I've got to be so that t can hardly believe in there being
such a thing as sincerity in the world, after what t've seen in this house: but all the
sawe [ do think You mean what You say.”

“Thankye, Tryphie; that's the kindest thing You've satd to me for months,” satd
Towm.

“Stop a bit, siv, and Listen, | was golng to say—"

“No, don't say any wore, dear,” cried Tom, bmploringly, “You've said something
kind to me, and 1 shall go and get fat on that for a month,”

“Listen to me, siv,” cried Tryphie, unable to repress a smile—“ was going to say—o
You think t am going to promise to marry an Ldle, thoughtless, selfish man, with
only two ideas in his head?”

“Two?” satd Towm, dolefully. “No, you're wrong. 've only got one.”

“I say two, sir—cigars and billiards. Do You think t want to marry a chimney-pot,
or an animated cue?”

“Chinney-pot! Anbmated cuel” said Tom, with a groan, as he took off his little
scarlet smoking-cap, and wrung tt tn his hands as if it were wet,

“Let me see, sir, that you've got some energy tn You as well as good sincere feeling,
before You speak to me again, Lf you please,”

“I may speak to You again, then?” cried Tom,

“Of course You may,” said Tryphie, tartly,

“And then?” cried Tom,

“Well, then we shall see,” replied the sarcastic Little lady,

“Bnergy, en?” satd Tom. “well, [ will: so now to begin again, You know t have been
energetic about Maude?”

“Ye-es, pretty well,” satdl Tryphte. “Not half enough.”

“well, now thew, dear—wmay | say dear?”

“If you please, Lord Diphoos,” sald Tryphte, “t can't help it.”

“well, 'm golng to be energetic now, and see if | can't do something for Maude.”
“What are You going to do?”
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“See Charley Melton and stiv him up, Then t shall stir up the gov'nor and Maude,
and tf none of these things do any good 1 shall have a go at Wilters,”

“Ah,” said Tryphte, “now U'm beginning to believe tn you, and there is some hope
that t shall not be forced tnto a wmarriage with that odious Captain Bellman.”

“Tryphte,” whispered Tom, as he stared, just say that again.”
She shook her head,

Towm Looked upstairs and thew down, saw nobody, and hastily catching the Little
matolen tn his arms, stole a Riss before she fled, whew, giving his head a satisfied
shake, he went down to the hall, saw that his hat was brushed, and went off to Puke
street, tn utter ignorance of the fact that his father haol been sitting in the
curtained recess on the landing, where the flowers dwindled in a kind of
conservatory, calmly devouring a piece of Bologna sausage and half a French roll,

“He, he, he,” chuckled the old gentleman, “that’s how they make love whew they're
Young, | was—was—was a devil of a fellow among the Ladies whew | was Tom's age;
but somehow now | never want to meet her Ladyship ow the stairs and kiss her. Vd—
vd—d a doosed deal vather have a nice piece of chicken, or a bit of tongue.”

Chapter Twenty.

Tom Expresses his OP’m’t,ow,
charteld Melton was wot at howe,
Tom went again, Not at home,

Three weeks passed before he could meet him, and thew it was by accldent at one of
the clubs, and during all this time Tryphie had growwn colder, and the wedding-day
was approaching, But at Last the two Young men encountered, and Tom went
stratght to the polnt, “Hit out,” as he termed it.

“Charley Melton,” he satd, “are You going to let this cursed wmarriage come off?”

“what can [ do?” sald Charley, lighting a cigar. “t have tried everything, and am
forbidden the house.”

“Why not coax Maudey to come and meet You somewhere?”
“t have tried,” said Melton, quietly, “but it Ls hopeless now.”
“Why?”

“Her ladyship never lets your sister go out of her sight.”
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“Thew make a bolt of it, Charley.”

“You proposed that before, Oh, undutiful son,”

“There, dow't talk like a Turk,” satd Towm.

“t feel Like one, Bismillah! tt is Kismet,” sald Charley Melton, grimly,
“Fate’s what a man makes himself.”

“Yes, but You can't make bricks without straw, O! my Diphoos,” sald the other,
mockingly, “t have so little golden straw that her ladyship refuses to let me make
bricks at all, and—There, Let the matter slide, old man,”

“BY George!” eried Tom, savagely, “And this ts my old friend Charley Melton!
Where's your spirit?”

“Ahl where inoleed,”
“I'd shoot Wilters if t were tn your case,”

“It would be agreeable, but the consequences are so preclous unpleasant, Tom, ('ve
had one awful drop: | dow't want another,”

“Youw're a coward, Charley, big as you are.”

“I am, Towm, Uf it comes to belng hung for shooting a baronet dead. No, Tom, 1 Love
Maudle very wmuch, bt | am not chivalrous enough to risk the rope.”

“®Bah!”

“Yes, if you Like, 1 am willing for the matrimonial noose, but that prepared for
homictdes—wno: t would rather remwain a bachelor,”

“Thew 1 cut You henceforth,” said Tom, angrily, “'ve done with you.”

“No, you haven't, old fellow; some day after Maude is married we shall be quite
brothers again,”

“Never.”

“Nownsense, Have a B, and S,”

“With you? No, sir; | have done, Good-day.”
“Good-byje, Tom, for I'm golng off shortly.”
“And pray where?”

“ttaly, 1 think,” said Melton, smiling,
“Won't You stop and see Wilters marvied?”
“No; L will net, Have a B, and S,, old fellow.”
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Little Tom Looked his friendl over from top to toe, and thew, with an ejaculation full
of contempt, he stalked out of the club, and went straight to Portland Place, wheve
the first person he met was Tryphie alone in the drawing-room.

“well,” she cried, “have You seen Mr Melton?”

“Yes.”

“ Al

“And? Bah! he's a wiserable sneak. [ havew't patlence with him, Here, Tryphte, don't
90."

The Little matden made no answer, but sailed out of the room, just as Lorol
Barmouth came in,

“Ah, Tom, my boy, any news?”
“Yes, governor—the world’s coming to an end,”

“Dear mel (s it, my boy? [ was in hopes that it would have tasted my) time, But
pevhaps it's for the best, WILL it stop poor Maudey’s marriage?”

“l hope so, gov'nor. Here, come along with me.”

“Certainly, wmy boy, certainly; but, by the way, 'm very hungry. Can we get
something to eat?”

The old man looked very haggard, for his tnternal wolf was gnawing,
“Come andl see, gov'nor,”

“Yes, my boy, t will, But, by the way, have You noticed anything particular about
Mauvleg?"

“Looks precious miserable,”

“Yes, my boy, she does; but 1 mean about her standing out in the batcony so much
of an evening, You don't think—"

“Think what, gov'nor?”
“It's—it's—it’s a devil of a way down tnto the avea, Tom; and if she were—"

“To jump over and RILL herself? Pooh! nonsense, old fellow. Here, come up to my
Yoom.”

“Um—1'm glad to hear You speak with so much confidence,” satd Lord Barmouth,
“Yes, certainly, my boy, certainly. Dear wme, tfeel very faint.”

Towm took his father’s arm, and led the way to his bedroom, where he placed an easy-
chaty for the olal man, and then stooping down, drew a case from beneath the bed

Table of Contents




and a glass or two from a cupboard,

“Why, Tom, my boy—wine?”

“Yes, gov'nor, wine. Fizz. Pfungst’s dry fruity.”
“But up here, Tom!”

“Yes, up here, gov'nor. A wman must have something to take the taste of this nasty
wedding out of his wmouth,”

“But how came it to be here, Tom?”

“t ordlered the wine merchant to send it tn, and here it is,”
“But does her Ladyship know?”

“Skeercely, gov'nor, as the Yankee said.”

“But did—did you pay for it yourself, my boy?”

“No; 1 tolol ‘em to put it down in the bill, Here, tip that off.”

Tow filled a couple of small tumblers, and handeo one to his father, who took it
with trembling fingers,

“But really, my boy, this is very reprenensible. (—I—1—I—as your father, ( feel
bound to say—"

“Nothing at all, gov'nor. Tip it off. Do You good.”
“No, no, Towm, it's champagwne, and I—i—really, I—Now if it had been port,”
“Tip it up, gov'nor.”

“t shall tnvestigate the whole watter, Robbins,” said a strident voice outsioe, and the
door-handle began to turn,

“Hil Stop! Dressingl” eried Tom, frantically,

“Do not tell untruths, str,” exclatmed her Ladyship, sternly, as she entered without
the slightest hesitation, “Ah, as t expected, wait, till the servants are gone, Robbins,
take down that wine,”

“Yes, my tady,”
“Not this, you don't,” said Tom, seizing the golo-foiled bottle by the neck.

“You knew that Lord Diphoos was having cases of wine up tn his bedroom,
Robbins?”

“No, my lady.”
“You brought it up?”
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“No, my tady—Joseph.”

“Thew Joseph knew.,”

“He satd it was cases of wodelling clay, wmy Lady.”

“That's right,” said Tom, “modelling clay. Try a glass, mamma, to moisten Yours.”
“Take away that case.”

“Yes, my lady,”

Robbins stooped with difficulty, picked up the case, and slowly bore it out, her
ladyship standing in a studied attitude pointing the while,

“Another thme,” said her Ladyship, turning tragically to her son, and then
withering her Lovdl, “t have too much on my mind at present to trouble about this
domestic muting,”

“Domestic grandmother,” eried Tom, “There, You needn't make so much fuss about
it, tt was all your fault, mamma,”

“My fault, str?”

“Yes, | was driven to drink by trying to obey you, and being clvil to Wilters. Hang
him, he makes one a regular langhing-stock.”

“Explain yourself, sir.”

“well, you gamwmoned me into golng to Hurlingham with your pet poodle,”

“My pet poodlel” exclatmed her Ladyship,

“Bah! yes, Your pet baronet; but never any wmore, Hang him, he came there dressed
wp Like a theatrical super, in grey velvet, and with a soft hat and a rosette, tfelt so
maol that t could have punched his head, for atl the fellows there were sniggering,
But You should have seen him shoot,”

“Sir Grantley told wme that he was a very good shot,” said her Ladyship,

“Oh, he did, did he?” roared Tom., “Bless his modlesty, Well, 'm going to tell Maudle
that whew she’s married she had better Look out, and if ever she sees her Lovely
husband take up a gun she had better bolt—out of town—the seasivle—or come howe.
She won't be safe if she don't.”

Lord Barmouth tittered at this, but his lady Looked round at him so sharply, that he
turned it off, and stared stolidly straight before him,

“It was a regular case of fireworks,” continued Tom, “His attitudes were grand, and
he Looked as tf he were rehearsing something for a circus. You should have seen the
fellows Laugh.”
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“I sincerely hope that you did not Laugh,” said her ladyship, sternly,
“Oh, dear, wo,” satd Tom, “not at all, Dlont even smile.”
“I'm very glad of it,” said her Ladyship.

“Oh, You are? That's right,” said Towm; “but somehow one of the buttons flew off the
front of my coat, and my ribs ached, and | lay back in a chalr in a state of
convulsion. | nearly had a fit.”

“Biphoos!” ejaculated her Ladyship,

“And whew dear Grantley came up he gnashed his teeth at wme, He did, ‘pon my
word, till t roared again, | say, gov'nor, it’s the funnliest thing out to see him in a
passion,”

“It seems to me,” exclatmed her Ladyship, hysterically, “as if the whole of my family
were leagued against me, and determined to try and break off this mateh, From
what | can gather, it seems to me, Tom, that Yyou have grossly insulted Siv
C:,rawtteg,"

“Bosh!” satol Tom. “He maole such an ass of himself that | voared with laughter, ann
serveo him right.”

“Fresh tnsults,” eried her Ladyship; “out t can wailt. At present, as | before observed, |
shall take no steps to check this domestic mutiny on the part of my husband and
my son.”

“Mutiny?”

“Yes, sir, L said mutiny; but after Maude is married—then!”

The door closed behind her, and Lord Barmouth Looked piteousty up at his Little son.
“You have got we into a devil of a serape, Tom, my boy,” he faltered,

“Never mind, gov'nor, Tip that up, The old girl Left us this,”

“But—but it is chawmpagwe, Tom,”

“AlL the better, govinor, Here's to You,”

Lovd Barmouth hesitated for a few moments, and thew raised his glass.

“Your health, my dear boy,” he sald.—*Yes, that's a very wnice glass of wine. {
havew't tasted champagne for a couple of months,”

“Then You shall taste it again,” said Tom. “Now, twean to go it. Gov'nor, You
should come and dine with me to-night, and we'd try and forget all about old
Maude, only thave no money,”

“But t have, my boy—ten pounds,”
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“You have, gov'nor?—Yes so You have,”

“Take—take it, my boy,”

“But where did you get it, govnor?”

“well—er—never mind that, Tom. (—er—t borvowed it; but ( shall pay it again some
day."”

“But, gov'nor—"

“Take the money, Towm, my boy. You need not mind, and if t can get away to-night
t should Like to dine with you,”

“Thew You shall, old fellow; 'Ll manage that,”

“But her Ladyship?”

“Leave it to wme, gov'nor,”

“And about Charley Meltown, Tom, my boy—is there any hope?”

“Not a bit, gov'nor, He's a poor thing, and not worthy of her,”

“Oh, dear, dear, dear,” sighed Lovd Barmouth, “But 'm afratd t couldn't get away,”
“You leave it to me, and we'll dine at nine, gov'nor. Dow't take anything at ours.”
“No, Tom, no.”

“Now go down..”

The old wman finished his chawmpagune, thinking of her ladyship’s word—then.

After that he went downstairs, and that night, as good as his word, Tom shuffled
him out as soow as the Ladies had Left the dining-room.,

(t was easily done, and the door was just belng quietly closed as they stood under
the portico, when from just outsioe ano beyond the pillar there came the sudden
burst of music from an organ, as the man who had been playing changed the tune,
and as the pair hurried away they brushed against the player, who stood by the area
ratlings in his stouched hat and ragoed attire,

“wWhat the—"

“Devil” his lordship was gotng to say, for something struck him on the top of his
gtbus hat.

“Copper,” said Tom, as the object fell with a pat on the pavement. “Come along,”

“Yes, halfpence,” whispered his Lordship, nervously, as he tottered on; “but 1 do wish
Maudey wouldw't be so free with her money to those vagabonds, That scoundrel
makes guite an tncome out of our house.”
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“Never mind, gov'nor, it wow't Last Long, Poor girl, the game’s nearly up, Now for
what the Yawkees call a good square meal,”

“with a drop of port, Tom, my boy.”

“Yes; you shall have a whole bottle. Barker's, Jermyn Street,” he cried to the cabman,
who drew up; and thew as the cab drove off—*There, gov'nor, we'll forget howme
troubles for one night.”

“Yes, my boy, we will,” satd the old man, eagerly.

“t do wish Tryphie wouldn't be so hard again,” sighed Tom, “and just too whew she
was growing so soft, Sympathy for Maudey, 1 suppose,”

“What say, Tom, my boy?”

“Thinking aloud, gov'nor,”

“What about, Tom?”

“Charley Melton, gov'nor, He's a regular flat.”

Chapter Twenty Owne,

Sad Proceedings,

AlL the servants remarked that “the poor dear” frow the very first bore up Like a
suffering martyr, and thew discoursed upon the vawitg of huwman hopes; and Mrs
Downes, who was of a plous turn of mind, and went miles “per ‘bus” on Sundays to
be present at veliglous services in theatres, satdl that it was a “vale of tears,” and
wiped one tear out of her eye, Looked at it, wrapped it up very carefully in her
handieerchief, and put it tn her pocket, as if fully aware of the fact that it was a
sympathetic pearl,

“They might well call it the last day,” sighed the same Lady, for to her mind it was
as tf heaven andl earth haol come together.

“She is béte, this woman,” sail Madewmoliselle Justine, who had descended for hot
water; and she stood and purred softly to herself, and Looked so like a oat that she
only needed to have squatted down upow a chatr, and begun licking her trim dress,
to have completed the likeness,

it was the last day of Maude’s girthood; the next was to see her what the fashionable
gossips would call a happy wife. The previous fortnight had been spent in a whirl of
busy doings. Pressmakers had beew to and fro, milliners consulted, Justine anol
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Dolly had been kept up Late at night to see to packing, and so anxious was her
Ladyship that her child should Look her best that she tnsisted upon Maude visiting
her dentist, and seeing Br Todd again and again. Maude tried to expostulate, but
her ladyship was inexorable, and spared herself no pains. The consumption of splrits
of red Lavender was startling, but she bore up wonderfully; wewt with that dear Str
Grantley to the coachmaker’s tn Long Acre, and herself selected the new brougham
that was one of the baronet’s wedding presents, and declared the horses which she
twice over went into the stable to see were “loves,”

Thew, too, she atded in the re-decorating of her daughter’'s new howme; tn fact, spared
herself in no way to bring about the happy event, while “that wretched Lord
Barmouth prowled about the house doing nothing but thinking of gluttony,” tn
fact, she found him one day sitting behind the curtains in the drawing-room
spreading potted tongue upon an Abernethy biscuit, with a pearl paper-knife, when
he ought to have been helping her, for tn these days his Lovdship’s wolf, which
constantly bade him feed, was unusually active.

Perhaps it was a natural instinet stmilar to that which divects wild animals to seek
certain places at times to Lick salt, At all events, tongue had a wonderfully
attractive effect upon Loro Barmouth: he would steal or buy tongue tn any shape to
eat surveptitiously, and evidently from a natural effort to provide howoeopathically
against that from which he suffered so much,

Towm gave her Ladyship a grent deal of trouble by his opposition to the very last, but
his efforts were in vain,

“I might perhaps have done more, Maude,” he said, “but, hang it all, what wore can |
do? A fellow can't hardly say his soul’s his own in this house, ('ve tried all { can to
get the governor to take the Llead, but the old woman sits upon him so heavily that he
hasw't a chance,”

Mawdle only wept silently and Llatd her head upow his shoulder.

“There, there, Little girl,” he sald, “cheer up. tt’s fashion, and You mustnwt mind. old
wilters is very soft after all, and You must take a leaf out of the old girl's book,
and serve him out for it all, Hang we, Uf [ were You, if [ wouldn't make him pay
dearly for all this,”

“Hush, Towm, dear Tom, Pray, pray don't talk about it, Tom, dear, when t am gone

”

—

“There, 1 say, hang it all, dow't talk as if you were golng to pop off.”

“Listen to me, Tom dear,” said Maude, flrmly. “t say when | am gone, be as Rind as
You can to poor papa. | may wot be able to speak to you again.”
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“All right,” said Tom; “but 1 say, you will try and hold up.”
“Yes, Tom dear, yes,”

“That’s right, olol girl, make the best of a bad bargain. You won't be much worse off
than Blana. Fashionable martyrs both of you.”

“Yes, Towm dear.”
“And You will try to be happy?”

“Yes, dear, 'm going to be happy. But Yow'll think the best of we, dear, and take
care of poor papaz”
“Of course [ will, The old man will be better off whew You are gone. Her majesty

won't be so stingy whew she has got You both off her hands, and warried to vich
men,”

“No, dear. t will try and cheer up,”

“That's right, old girl, t wish some one would make wme happy,” This was
accompanied bg a look at Trgphie, who was tn the room,

“ don't see how You can expect any Ladg to wmalke you happg, Tow,” said the Little
girl, sharply. “A gentleman who worships two tdols, cigars and billiards, cannot
have room. for a third Love.”

“There she goes,” satd Towm, disconsolately. “Maude, 1've told her t Loved her a scove of
thmes, and she pooh-poohs me, and Looks down upon wme,”

“Of course,” satdl Tryphie, pertly, “is It not settled that t am to be Mrs Captain
Bellman?”

“Mrs Captain Bellman!” cried Tom, savagely, “Look here, Tryphie, | thought we had
settled him, and now you bring him up again like an evil spirit in a play. ttell you
what it s, if somebody does not shoot that great moustached scoundrel, [ will,”

“What, such a handsome, gentlemanly man?” said Tryphie, sarcastically.

“Handsome? Gentlemanly? The narrow-minded scoundrel! Look here, Tryphie, a
man may oo worse things than swmoke cigars and play billiards. Damme, { can say
L never caused a woman the heartache, or deceived my friend.”

“Are You sure, Tom?” satd Tryyphie, Looking up at him with a melancholy droll
expression upow her countenance,

“Tryphte!” he cried, running to her, and catching her hand,

‘Get along, You silly boy,” she cried, Laughing; and he turned away with a ook of
annoyance, but Maude caught his arm,
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“Tow, dear,” she said, Laying her head wpown his shoulder, “come what may, You witl
always think, kindly of me.”

“Wwhy of course, wmy dear,” he said, “always. ( shall think of You as the dearest and
best of sisters, who always stuck up for me, and Rept herself poor by lending me—
no, hang it, t won't be a humbug—giving wme nearly all her allowance. Maude, olod
girl: 'm afraid we young fellows are terribly selfish beasts, Look here,” he cried,
excitedly, to hide the tears that would come tnto his eyes, “I tell you what; t can get
half a dozen fellows together who'll help mee burke old Wilters if yow'll say the
word,”

“Don't be foolish, Tom dear,” sighed Maude, “t must go now to papa, | want to stay
with him all day. Thank You, dear Tom; be Rind to him when 'm gone,”

“That twill, dear,” he said; and, embracing him fondly, Maude hurried away out of
the voom,

“Tom,” satd Tryphte, coming behind him as he stood, rather moist of eye, gazing
after her.

“Tryphte,” he oried excitedly, facing round, “1 feel such a scoundrel; and as if |
ought to put a stop to this cursed marriage. Here's a set out: she detests him, that's
evident; and if Charley Melton had beew a trump, hang we if he shouldnt have had
her. Curse it all! her ladyship’s too bad, There, | can't stand it, and must be off, This
place chokes me—what were You going to say!”

“lwas only gotng to say, Tom,” she satd, softly, “that 'm very sorry 've behaved so
unkindly to You sometimes, and snubbed You, and been so spiteful,”

“Don't say any wore about it, Tryphie,” said the Little fellow, sadly, “v'd forgive you
a hundred thmes as much for belng so good to the old wawn, Good-bye, Tryphie, 'm

D'Fﬁ”
“But You'll come back for the wedding, Tom!”
“I'lL be there, somethinged tf  do,” he said.

“what! See a second sister soldd by auction?—Knocked down by my Lady to the
highest bidder? No, that | won't. 1 can't, (tell you. Hang it all, Tryphle, You chaff
me till [ feel sore right through sowmetimes, 'm. a Little humbug of a fellow, but 've
got sowme feeling,”

“Yes, Tom,” satd Tryphie, looking at him strangely, though he did not see it, “But t
was golng to say something else to you,”

“Well, Look sharp thew,” he said, “Wwhat is it!”
‘Only, Tom, that t don't think 1 ever quite knew you before; and you have pleased

Table of Contents




me so by what you satld to poor Maude.”
“Tryphtel” he cried, with his eyes sparkling,

“Yes, Tow, dear,” she satd, looking up in his face. “Dow't Let aunt marry me to any
one,”

“If 1 dot” he cried, clasping her tn his arms, and her pretty Little rosebud of a mouth
was turned up to his for the Riss that was placed there, just as the drawing-room
door opened, and her Ladyship sailed in to stand as if petrified.

“Lord Diphoos! Tryphiel” she cried in a deep contralto, “what are You doing?”

“Kissing,” satd Towm, “tt’s downe this way,” and he bmprinted half a dozen more
kRisses upon Tryphie’s frightened Little face before she struggled from him, and ran
out by another door,

“Have the goodwness, siv, to ring that bell,” said her ladyship, laying her hand upon
her side, and tottering to an easy-chatr, “t cannot talk to You about Your conduct
now—your wickedness—your riot and debauchery—my mind is too full of what is
about to take place; but as you are going away to-day, [ must tell you that you can
return here no more wuntil Tryphie ts married. t will not have her head filled full of
wicked nonsense by so unprineipled a Young man.”

“Yes, Lawm a very bad one, wother,” said Tom, quietly; “but don't make yourself
uncomfortable. | am not golng away.”

“Not going awny?” shrieked her ladyship, “Ah, who is that?” she continued, without
turning her head,

“Robbins, my lady,”
“Oh, Robbins, send Justine to me,”
“Yes, my lady,” said the butler, retiring,

“I'm going to stop and see Maude turned off, if old Wilters dow't have a paralytic
stroke on his way to chureh,”

“Tom!”

“well, it's likely enough. He's only about forty, but he has Lived twice as fast as
most fellows ever sinee he was fifteen, so that he's quite sixty-five.”

“I will not listen to Your insults, siv, As your wmother, t should at least be spared.”

“Oh, ah, of course,” satd Tow, “duty to grey hatrs and that sort of thing—eeg
pardown though; t see they are not grey, P golng to stop it all out now, and t shan't
go—and what's wore, mamma,” he cried, nursing one of his Little patent Leather
shoes as he lolled back, “Uf Yyou are cantankerous, hang wme if t don't contrive that
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the governor has the full run of the wine at the wedding breakfast, there.”
“If you dare, Tom!” cried her Ladyship, “Oh, Justine, my drops,”

“Yes, milady,” said that damsel. “Ahl bold, bad Ll wmawn,” she added to herself, as she
glanced at Tom, who very rudely winked at her when she closed the door after Lord
Barmouth, who crept tn and went timidly to an easy-chair.

“Your drops!” said Tom, “Ha—ha—hal why dowt you take a Liquewr of brandy Like
a womawn, and not drink that stuff.”

“Towm,” satdl her Ladyship, “yYou are too coarse. You will break wmy heart before Yyou
have done, only to think of Your conduct,” she cried, glancing at the chair in the
farther room, where Loro Barmouth lay apparently asleep, as betng his safest course
when there was trouble on the way, “that too of Your dozy, dilatory father, whew one
of Yyou might make a position in Parliament, the other a most brilliant mateh,”

“why, you don't want the old man to take another wife, do you?” satd Tom, “l say,
dad! Here, { say: wake up,”

“Stlence, str, how dare you!” exclaimed his mother. “You wicked, offensive boy. |
was, for Your benefit, trying to polnt out to you how You might gain for Yourself a
first-rate establishment, when you tnterrupted me with your ribald jests.”

“Hang the establishiment!” said Tow; “any one would think you were always
getting your children tnto trade. | shall marry little Tryphie, if she'll have wme, 'm
ot going to marry for money, Pretty sort of a fellow t look for making a brilliant
mateh, don't 127

“Oh, Tom, Tom, Tom,” said her Ladyship, bursting into tears, “you will break your
poor mother’s heart,”

“Not 1,” satd Tom, cywnically; “it’s not one of the heart-breaking sort, But [ say,
you've made Diana miserable, and Maude half erazy, and now t hope You are
happy. Tell you what, [ shouldn't be at all surprised now if it’s through you that
Charley Melton is golng to the bad. tf so, You've done it and no mistake.”

“t awn surprised that your father allows you to talk to me like this,” said her
Ladyship. “t never Rnew a son so wanting in respect.”

‘pad’s asleep; dow't wake him,” satd Towm; “the old wman's about tived out,”

A snore from the easy-chair endorsed Tom’s words, and he sat smiling at his
mother, Rnowing from old experience that she would not go away till he had done
criticising her conduct in his rough and ready style,

“I shudder whew | think of poor Maude’s escape,” said her ladyship, “Nothing could
be wmore disgraceful thawn that young man's conduct, He sees at last though that he

Table of Contents




cannot marry Maude, and that it would be Little short of a crime, so he—"

“Stands out of it,” sald Tom, “Hang wme if | would, if any one was to try to cut in
after Tryphie.”

“Onee for all, Towm,"” satdd her Ladyship, “t desire that You cease that nonsensical talk
about Your cousin. Tryyphie will marry whew t select a husband for her.”

“Oh, of course!” satd Tom; “out Look here—two can play at that game.”

“WILL Yyou have the goodwness to explain what You mean, str?”

“Yes,” satd Towm, taking out and counting his money, “Let me see,—about two
pounds tew, 1 should say,  dare say old Wilters would lend we a fiver, i t asked
him,”

“Tom,” eried her Ladyship, excitedly, “if you dared to do such a thing ( should never
survive the disgrace. For my sake don't ask him—at all events not yet, There, there,”
she cried hastily, “there’s a five-pound note, Now, my dear boy, for yYour mother’s
and sister’s sake, do not do anything foolish for twenty-four hours, Only twenty-
four hours, | tmplore you.”

“Thankye,” satd Tom, taking the note and crumpling it up, as he stuffed it into his
trousers pocket. “All right, then: Ull walt twenty~four hours,”

“What—what do You want the money for?” said her Ladyship, adopting now the
tremolo stop to play her sow, as the furioso had proved so futile,

“'e golng to buy a revolver,” said Tom, Ricking up one leg as if he were dancing a
chilal upow it,

“A revolver, Tom? You are not going to do anything rash—anything foolish?”

“what! Operate on myself? Not such a fool. I'd sweep a crossing to Live, not blow my
brains out if 1 were what people call ruined, 'm philosopher enough, mother, to know
the value of life, Do You wish to know what | want that revolver for?”

“Yes,” satd her Ladyship, faintly; “but pray mind that your poor papa does not get
hold of it.”

“Oh, yes,” said Tom. “Well, mother, U'm golng to stick up a Lot of playing cards in
my bedroom, andl practice at the spots till rm a dead shot.”

‘Great Heavens, Tom! what for?”

“So as to be able to make it warm for the man who comes after Tryphie, Ah, justine,
got the drops? Why, you grow handsomer thaw ever,”

‘Go, tmpudent Little man,” sald Justine, shaking her head at him, and then
running to her Ladyship, who was Lying back with closed eyes, “Ah, poor, dear
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m‘LLavlg, You are tLL,”

“My drops, Justine, my drops,” sighed her Ladyship, “Ah, Justine, what comfort you
are to me tn my sorrows. My good Justine, never pray to be a wmother;” and she
showed her best teeth tn a pensive smile of saduess by way of recompense for the
attention.

“Ma foil wo, milady, t never will,” satd justine, turning very French for the
moment, and her ladyship’s drops produced more tears,

Towm “wmade a face” at the mato while her ladyship’s eyes were buried tn her scented
handierchief, and Justine gave him a Parisian swile as he rose, winked once more,
and left the room,

Thew Lady Barmouth took up her lament once more,

“Ahl Justine, whewn the gangrene of the wounds tn my poor heart has beew cieatrised
over, L may perhaps breathe forgiveness into the ears of my children; but now—oh
now—"

“Ad, poor milady! what you do suffer,” said the sympathising Justing; “you make
me sb much to think of that poor Job, only he was a great Lovd and not a lady, and
you have not the boil.”

“My poor Justine,” sighed her ladyship, as she smiled patronisingly at the
tnnocence of her handwmatden, “there are wmoral and soctal boils as well as those
external, and whew tsit here alone, forsaken by my children—by my husband—by
all who should be dear, Left alone to the tender sywpathies of an alien who is all
probity and truth—"

“Yes, poor milady, tsuffer for you,” saio justine,

“Thanks, good Justine, You faithful creature,” said her ladyship, sighing; “t could
not exist if it were not for you,”

And Justine satd to herself maliclously, “ am what that wicked young mawn calls a
hom-bogues.”

Chapter Twenty Two,

Lady Maude goes Mad,

Meanwhile Mawde hao sought Lord Barmouth, whow she surprised in a corner of
the Llbrary, feeding his wolf and studying the wing of a chicken, which he was
pieking with great gusto, He did not hear her entry, and he was talking to himself
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as he Lifted up and simelt his pocket-handkerchief,

“Yes,” he muttered; “damme, that's what it is, { could not make out what wade the
chicken taste so queer. He—he—he! it’s eau de Cologne. He—he—he—Poulet a La Jean
Marie Faring, Damime, that'll be a good thing to say at the next dinner-party, or to-
morrow morning. No,” he said sadly, “not thew. Oh, dear, it’s very hard to see them
taken away from wme like this, and { must get my strength up a bit. who's that?”

“It ts only 1, papa,” said Maude, seating herself on the hearthrug by his side, as the
old man hastily popped the chicken bone out of sight.

“I'm glad to see You, my dear, glad to see You,” satd Lovd Barmouth, patting her
soft glossy head, “Maude, my pet, | can hardly believe that you are going away,
from me to-morrow,”

“Pray, pray dow't talk of it, dear papa,” she falterved. “'ve come to stay with You and
tatk to yow; and You must tell me what to do, papa,”

“Yes, yes, Yyes, my dear,” he said, “t will; and you must be strong, and brave, and
courageous, and not break down. Her Ladyship would be so upset, you see. Maudey,
my darling, matrimony’s a very different sort of thing to what we used to be
taught, and read of in books. It iswt sentimental at all, my dear, it's real—all real
—doosed real. There's a deal of trouble tn this world, my darling, especially gout,
which you women escape. It's very bad, my dear, very bad indeed, sometimes.”

Maude’s forehead wrinkled as she gazed piteously at her father, for her heart was
full to overflowing, and she longed to confide in him, to lay bare the seerets of her
Ladlen breast; but his feeble ways—his wanderings—chilled the current that was
beating at the flood-gates, and they remained closed,

“what can | do—what can 1 do?” she moaned to herself, and Laying her head upon
the old man’s kwnee, she drew his arm round her neck, and wept siLethg as he
chatted on,

“I—l—1 remember, my dear, whew Lady Susan Spofforth was marvied, she was the
thinnest girl 1 ever saw, and they said she hated the match—it was Lord Barleywood
she wmarried—Buck Wood we used to call him at the clib, well, next thme 1 saw her,
about three years after, | hardly knew her, she had groww so plump and round, It's
—{t's—it's an astonishing thing, Maudey, how plump some women do get after
marriage. Look at her ladyship. Doosed fine woman, Don't Look her age, Very
curtous, danmume, yes, it Ls curious, 've never got fat stnce t was married, Do Yyou
kRnow, Maudey, [ think 'm thinner than t used to be,”

“Do You, papa?” she said, smiling up at him,
“Yes, my dear, | do indeed; but it don't matter much, and t don't think her Ladgship
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minos, Let me see, Sir Grantley'’s coming to dinner to-oa Y tsn't he, my dear?”

“Yes, papa.”

“Hal yesl A good dinner’s a nice thing when You can enjoy it free and unfettered,
but it’s Like matrimony, my dear, full of restrictions, and very disappointing when
You come to taste it. well, there, there, there, now we have had our Little talk and
confioences, we will go upstairs to the drawing-room, it will be wmore cheerful for
you.”

He rose, taking his child’s hand, Rissing it tenderly, and holding it before he drew
it through his arm, while Maude sighed gently, and suffered herself to be Led
upstairs,

Her Laolgshlp was better, and she smiled with a swee’ch pathet’w expresslow in her
countenance as Maude entered with her father, rising, and crossing to meet them,
and kissing her child upon her forehead,

“Bless You, my darling!” she satd; “pray be happy in the knowledge that you are
dolng your duty. Go now, Justine.”

“Yes, my lady,” said that sphinx; and as soow as they were alone her Ladyship
continued—

“Yes, in the thought that You are doing your duty. At your age t too had my little
Love romance, but | was forced to marry Your poor papa.”

“Oh, damn it, my dear!” cried his lordship, looking at his wife aghast; “t was forced

to wmarry you,”
“Barmouth! That will do! Maude, my child, t begged Siv Grantley to come and dine
with us en famille this evening,”

“Oh, mamma!” cried Mawde, “was that wise?”
“Trust me, my deav, for doing what is best,” saidl her Ladyship.

There was a great bouquet of flowers on the table, which was Littered with presents
from the bridegroom elect, and family friends; but Maude did not seem to heed
them, only the flowers, which she pleked up, and as Lady Barmouth smiled and
shook her head at her husband, Maude went and sat down by the open window, to
begin picking the petals to pleces and shower theme down., Some fell fluttering out
into the area; some Littered her dress and the carpet; and some were wafted by the
wind to a distance; but Maude’s mind seemed far away, and her Little white fingers
performed thelr task of destroying her present, as her head sank down Lower and
Lower, bowed down by its weight of care,

t was autumn, and the shades of evening were falling, and so were Maude’s spirits;
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hence a tear fell from thme to time upon the flowers, to lie amidst the petals Like a
dew-dvop; but they fell faster as her Ladyship uttered an tmpatient cry, for just then
the black-bearded talian stopped beneath the window, swung round his organ, an
began to grind out dolefully the Miserere onee more and its following melody from
Trovatore, the whole performance sounding so depressing in her nervous state that
the poor girl’s first tnclination was to bury her face in her hands, and sob as if her
heart would break, She set her teeth though firmly, glanced back tn the room, and
then, smiling dowwn at the handsome sivple face beneath her, she threw a sixpence
which the man caught in his soft hat.

“qrazie, signora,” satd the italian, smiling and showing his white teeth,

“Maude, how can you be so foolish?” cried her ladyship, “You have encouraged those
men about till it's quite dreadful: we never have any peace.”

“Poor fellows!” said Maude, “they seem very glad of a few pence, and they are far
away from howme,”

“Yes,” satd her Ladyship, “where they ought to be sent back.”

“l remenber once,” satol Lord Barmouth, “in the old days when they used to have
moving flgures dancing in front of their organs, one of Lady Betty Lorimer’s
daughters actually got—he, he, hel carrying on a clandestine corvespondence with
one of those handsowme vagabonds,”

Maude Looked at her father tn a startled way,

“Barmouth, be silent,” eried her Ladyship, as the butler entered the room with a fresh
present upon a tray, “Robbins,” she said, “go downstairs and tell that man that he
will be given tnto custody if he does not go away directly, Tell him some one Ls
iL,"—for just thew a fresh strain was ground out tn a wost doleful fashion, and
Maude begawn softly humming the atr to hevself as she gazed down, still tn the
man’s hanosome face.

“Some one ill, my Lady?”

“Yes; tam UL. You should have sent him away without orders,”

“t did try to dismiss him, my lady, whew he came,” said the butler,
“well, and what did he say?”

“‘only swiled, my lady.”

“But did You say that the police should be sent to him?”

“Yes, my lady, but he only smiled the more; and thew,” continued the butler,
Lowering his voice as he glanced at where Mauodle stood outside, “he pointed up to the
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drawing-room window here, and wouldwt go, tf You please, my lady,” he continued
i an undertone, “he never will go while Lady Maude gives him money,”

“That will do: go away,” satd her ladyship, sighing; and Lord Barmouth got up and
toddled towards the window to Look dowwn and elicit a fresh series of bows from the
ttalian, who kept on playing till the window was closed, whew he directed his
attention to the area, where a couple of the matds were looking up at him, ready to
glggle and make signs to him to alter the tune,

Tow cave back tnto the drawing-room just as her ladyship had closed the window
and sent Lord Barmouth back to a chatr, where he sat down to rub his Leg, Tryphie
came back a few minutes Later to glance thmioly at her aunt, who, however, thought
it better to ignore the past for the time being, fully meaning, though, to take up poor
Tryphit’s case when her mind was wmore free,

“Will You come and see the dress that hasjust come Ln?” said Trgphie to Maude, who
was sitting gazing dreamily out of the window,

“No,” she said, “no.”

”Mg dear child,” eried her Ladgship, “pmg, pray take a Little tinterest tn your
Aresses.”

“I cannot, mamma,” cried Maude, passionately, “t have not the heart.”

“Bah, Maude!” eried Tom, “be a trump,  say. whewn You are married and have got
your establishment, (’oljoug soow Let some one Rnow who was mistress thew,”

“Tom, Your language ts disgraceful,” cried her Ladyship, “it is as Low and
disrespectful as that of the people in the street,”

“l wish your treatiment of Your children were half as good, Here's every shitling a
fellow wants serewed out, till  feel as if 1 should Like to enlist; and as for Maudey
here, You've treated her as if she were a plece of sculpture, to be sold to the highest
bidder, | suppose she has wot got a heart,”

“Lord Barmouth!” exclatmed her ladyship, fatntly, as she lay back tn her chatr, and
lavishly used her smelling-salts, “Uf one of my brothers had spoken to dear mamma
as that boy speaks to wme, dear papa would have felled him to the earth.”

“There You are, gov'nor, there's Your chance,” satd Tom, grinning. ‘Come and
knock me down, but don't brulse Your knuckles, for my head’s as hard as tron,”

Lord Barmouth took out his pocket-handkerchief, and wiped his hands upon it, not
woticing that it was stained with gravy, gazing in a troubled way from wife to
son, andl back, and thew crossed to the former to say something in a whisper, to
which her tadyship replied—
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“Pshaw,”

“Thank You, Tom,” whispered Tryjphie, as he went to the window where she stood, “!
did not think you could stand up so bravely for your sister, and be so true.”

“Dlolnt Your” satd Towm, sulkily. “tt’s a good job [ can be true, for t dow't believe
there’s a spark of truth anywhere else in the world. tf Charley had had the spirit of a
fly, he'd have come and walked her off, Hang it alll 'wm mad and savage. Pretty
sort of a husband you've got for her, Pretty sort of a brother-in-law to have! 'm
ashamed of hime, P only a little one, and nothing to boast of, but he's no better
than a pantaloon, Truth tndeed! There lsn't such a thing in the world,”

“Oh, Tom!” whispered Tryphie,
“More there tsn't,” cried Tom, "Pret’czd brother-in-law tndeed!”

“Maude,” exclaitmed her ladyship, “t think you might have a word to say on behalf
of your intended husband,”

The girl glanced at her in a stony way, and turned once more to the window, where
she had beew looking out with Tryphie, Listening with aching heart to the encounter
between mother and son.

“Such a brilliant wmateh as | have wmade,” cried her ladyship, harping on her oldl
string, “And such opposition as t have from the girl who owes me so much,”

“Indeed, mamwma, | have yielded everything. You are having your own way
entirely,” said Maude passionately,

“Have | not saved You from throwing yourself away upown a disreputable creature?”
sobbed her Ladyship,

“Tryphie,” whispered Maude, “t cannot bear this, tt is dreadful, t feel as if t should go
mad.”

“He saw plainly enough,” whined her Ladyship, “that it could not be—that it would
have beew a complete misalliance,”

“This s unbearable,” whispered Maude, clasping her cousin’s hano, which pressed
hers warmly and encouragingly, as they stood tn the window recess, half screened
by the heavy curtains,

“Try not to listen, dear,” whispered Trgphie,
“It nearly maddens we, [ feel as if [ could do anything wicked and desperate,”

“Oh, hush, hush, dear,” whispered Tryphie; and Lady Barmouth maundered on in
tones asking for sympathy, as she set herself up as the suffering ill-used wother
whom no one tried to comfort tn her distress,

Table of Contents




“Saved you as | did from a Life of misery,” continued her Ladyship, whimpering,
“Oh, dear! oh, dear! how children strive to throw thewmselves away,”

Maude wmoaned, ano held her hand to her stde.

“Are You ill, dear?” whispered Tryphie.

“No, no,” was the reply. “it Ls past now—past.”

“t shall be sorry when You are gone, Maude,” sald her father stmply,

“Oh, papa, papa,” she cried, running to him and throwing her arms round his neck;
for the tenderly-spoken sywmpathetic words brought the tears to her eyes, Then,
unable to bear it, she turned to leave the room, but just then the door opened anol the
butler announced Sir Grantley wilters,

“Ah, how do!” he said tn a high-pitched voice, saluting all in turn, and bending Low
over Maude’s hand, “Thought U'd come soown, don't You know, sans cérémonie, eh,
mamma!” he said with a smile to Lady Barmouth, and thew gave his glass a screw,
and brought it to bear on all present,

“l am so glad,” said her Ladyship; “so is Maude; but don't take any notice,” she
whispered, “Poor child, she is distrait, and seems cold. So deeply attached to Lordl
Barmouth, Ready to break her heart at leaving him.”

“Yas, oh, Yyas,” satd Str qrantley; and he took his seat beside Maude,

“Tryphte,” sato Towm, “l can't help it. 1 maust be off. This fellow makes wme i, May
go?”

She gave him a nod of intelligence, and he said something about being ready for
dinner, and Left the room to go out, take a hansom, and bowl down to one of the
clbs, where he was soon so busily engaged in a gawme of pool that he forgot atl
about the dinner,

Very shortly after, Maude rose, bowed to Str Grantley, and Left the room with
Tryphie, when the baronet crossed to Lady Barmouth’s side, and was soon engaged
bn a most interesting conversation, whose murmur sent Lovd Barmouth into a
pleasant slumber, out of sight tn a Lounging chair, where he was quite forgotten,
whew her ladyship suggested that Sir Grantley should go with her to her boudoir to
see the last new presents sent tn for Maude.

“And You would Like to wash your hands, too, before dinner,” said her Ladyship. “we
will not trouble about dressing to-night.”

Sir grantley opened the door, and the old gentleman was Left alone to wake up
about a quarter of an hour Later to find it was dark, and sit up rubbing his Leg,
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“Oh, damme, my leg,” he said, softly. “Wwheve—where are they all gone? wWhy it's—
it's past dinnertime,” he satd, looking at his watch by the dim light, “t shall be
doosed glad whew everybody’s married and—and—and—why the doose doesn't the
dressing-bell ring? Helgh—oh—ha—hwm!” he added, yawning, “There’s—there’'s—
there’s another of those abominable organs, I—I—1 wish that all the set of them were
at the bottown of the sea, for t lie at night with all thelr tunes coming back again,
and seeming to grind themselves to fit the pains tn my leg. Poor girl! she was
always encouraging the fellows, Why dear me! Damme, haven't t got a single
sixpence Left to give him, to go away), No, that t haven't,” he continued fumbling,
“not a sou, She—she—she does keep me short,” he muttered, opening the French
window and Looking out. “Oh, he's done playing now, so [ shan't want the money,
Why eh—eh—eh? Why—he—he, he! the fellow’s talking to one of the matds, He—he
—he!l Hi—hi—hil They will do tt, (—1—( was a devil of a fellow amongst the girls
whewn [ was a Young man; but now—oh, dear, oh dear! this wind seems to give me
tortures, that it does.”

He closed the window, but stood Looking out.

“Yow'd better take care, You two, that my lady don't cateh You, or there'll be such a
devil of a row, He's—he’s going down tinto the area, well, well, well, | shan't tell
tales, He—he—he! Hi—hi—hil” he chuckled, sittiing down and nursing his leg. “1
reveenmber whew t was about twenty, and Bick Jervard and (—he’s Lord Marrowby
now, an a sober judgel—when we got over the wall at a boaroing-school to see pretty
Miss vulliamy, Oh, dear, denv, dear, those weve days, They preach and talk a deal
now about being wicked, but it was very wnice, L used to be a devil of a wicked fellow
when t was young, and—and flivted terribly, while Lately 've beew as good as gold,
and, damme, [ havew't been half so happy,”

He stopped rubbing his leg for a while,

“Bverything’s at sixes and sevens, damme, that it is. 'm nearly famished, that (
am.. Hf Tt hadw't been for that bit of chicken | shoulol have been gquite starved. Her
Ladyship’s too bad, that she is. Cold boiled sole, rice pudding, and half a glass of
hock tn a tumbler of water, | can't stand i, that t can't, Damme, ULl wmake a good
dinner to-night, that | will, if t die for i, VL—tUL—ULL, dawmme, UL Rick over the
traces for once tn a way, Tom will help e, [ know, He's a good boy, Tow ts, and
he'll see that thave a glass of port, and—damme, where's Maude and her ladyship,
and why tsn't dinner ready? and—eh—what?—what the devil’s that, There's
something wrong,”

For at that mowment a plercing shriek rang through the house, and there was the
sound of & heavy fall wupon the floor,
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Chapter Twenty Three,

Towm Diphoos stays out Late.

“Half thought t should have seen Charley Meltown here; perhaps he has started for
ttaly after all,” said Tom, who had gowne stralght to Barker's and engaged in a
gawe of pool, “Might have stirred him up, but he don't seem to mind it a bit. well,
no wonder, seetng how he was trenteol,”

“Redl upon whike; yellow’s your playjer,” said the marker, and Tom went up to make
the stroke required of him; then he turned once more to glance at the table next to
him, and watched two or three of the bets made,

“Past tew,” he satd to himself, glancing at his watch, “That's getting back to
dinner, Never mind, Um not the party wanted by her Ladyship, Charley must have
known she was to be marvied to-morrow. t Liked him too,” he said, gazing at the
players. “He’'s a big, strong, noble-looking fellow. Ah, welll t suppose that's because
U Little. One mustn't go by outside appearances. Perhaps it's all for the best.”

Just then a friend proposed that they should drop tn at one of the theatres and see the
new burlesque; and after a Little hesitation Tom consented to go, After this a
Ridney had to be eaten at a tavern; so that it was one o’clock whew he reached home,
to find the lights burning, and a cluster of servants in the hall,

“Hatlo, Robbins, what's up? House on fire?” he cried, as the butler admitted him,
Looking very solemn and troubled,

“No, my lord, Oh, dear no,”

“‘Don't be an old bmage, what is it? Sir Grantley had a fit?”

‘MY young lady, my lord,” said the butler tn a solemmn, mysterious whisper,
“Not tll—not iLL2” cried Tom, excitedly.

“No, my lord,” satdl the butler, “not ill, but—"

“Confound You, You great pump. Speak out,” cried Tom, angrily.

“Gowne, my lord—Dbeen wmissing hours, Her ladyship has been having fit after fit,
andl his Lordship {s 'wost bestde hivself.”

“Bolted!” exclatmeo Tom; and, running tnto the dining-room, he threw himself tinto
a chair andl Laugheo till his sides ached,

“Poor Wilters! oh, Lord, what a game! Cut!—skimmed!”
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He got up, and stamped vound the room in the very ecstasy of delight, “The Little
smug hypoerite!” he satd, “That's why she was so sanctified and sad to-day, well,
bless her, tlike her pluck. Sold, my lady, sold!”

He suddenly woke up to the fact that he ought to go upstairs, and, turning serious,
he walked into the hall.

“Where's her ladyship, Robbins?” he asked,
“Upstairs, my lord.”
“Where's Sir Grantley?”

“Went out, my lord, about tew, to find that tail, straight man, str, as came—Myr
Hurkle,”

“And he hasn't found him?”
“No, my Lovd, | s'pose wot,”

“Good job too,” saidl Tom, shortly, and running upstairs he entered the drawing-
room so sudlolenly that her ladyship, who was Lying upon a sofa, being fanned by
Tryphie, began to shrick.

“There, don't make that row, mother,” satd Tom, coarsely. “Hang it all, what a smell
of lavender!”

“Is that you, Tom?" sobbed her ladyship, as Justine came tn with a bottle of hot water
to apply to her mistress’ feet,

“I suppose so, unless twas changed at my birth,” he said, laughing at Tryphie, and
thew giving his father a free-and-easy wod, “Spirits and water—Linternal and ex.”

“Oh, my boy, Your wicked, wicked sister!” sobbed her Ladyship,
“Serve You right,” said Tom,

“Such a wanton disgrace to her family.”

“Of course,” sato Towm,

“ shall wever get over it,”

“Shouldnt have tried to make the poor girl marry a man that she did not care a
curse for.”

“Oh, but, Tom, Tom!” sobbed Tryphie, “this Ls too dreadful.”
“Stuffl” eried Tom, “UlL be bound to say that You were in the secret.”

“noleed, no,” eried Tryphie, reproachfully, “t did not know a word, 1 had Left her in
her room, as | thought, to dress, and when t went to fetch her because dinner was
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walting she was gowne,”
“Tell him, Justine, for mercy's sake tell him,” watled her Ladyship,

“Yes, poor milady, t will,” satd the Frenchwoman. “Miss Tryphie knocked many
time, and  ascend the stalrs thew, and she say she begin to be alarmed that
mademotselle was L. wWe enter thew togezzer, and we find—"

“Nothing,” satd Tom, coolly.

“Oh, no, monsteur, all her beautiful dresses, ze trousseau magnifique, Lying about
the room, but she ts not there, Thew [ recollect that t see somebody pass down ze staty,
tn a black clonk and veil, but | take no notice thew, though 1 think now it must have
been my Young lady,”

“But You knew she was going,” said Tom, gazing straight tnto her eyes, which
only shone a Little brighter, for they did wot shrink,

“l know, monsteur?” she veplied, “1 know, [ come stratght to tell milady of ze outrage
against ze honour of her family, Parole d’honneur no, | know nozing as ze Ll bébé
which come not to be born.”

This was said at a tremendous pace, and with a very strong French accent, for, as
Mademotselle Justine grew excited, so did she forget her good English, and begawn to
return towards the Llanguage of the land of her birth.

“Wwhat's beew downe?” satd Tow, shortly,
“Aunt sent divectly for Mr Hurkle, and then Sir Grantley went after him as well,”

“curse Mr Hurkle,” cried Tom, and he hurried out of the room, and dashed, two steps
at a time, downstairs, ano nearly tumbled over one of the footmen, who Looked quite
scaved,

“You're always in the way,” eried Tom, savagely, and he dashed into the library,
where he found Lord Barmouth busy with trembling hands examining a very old
patr of flintlock duelling pistols,

“Hallo, dad!” cried Towm, “none of that. You're not tired of Life?”

“No, no, my sow,” said the oldl gentleman; “damme, no, Tom, though it does get
very hard sometines, Tom, my boy, 'm golng to find him out and shoot him.”

Tow slammed down the Lid of the case, ano pushed the old gentleman
unresistingly back tnto an easy-chatr,

“Now, Look here, gov'wor, Let’s talk sense,” he cried.
“Yes, my dear boy, I—I—1"m doosed glad You've come, We will—we will,”
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“It’s true thew, gov'nor, that poor Mawde has bolted?”
“well, yes, my boy, 1 don't think there’s a doubt about it,”
“Thew that's all your fault, gov'nor,” said Tom.

“My dear boy, don't You turn upon me and bully me too, I—1—I've Lost my poor
Little girl, and 1—1—1 can't bear much. tt’s such a disgrace. | know t ought to have
stood up for her more, Tom, my boy, but her Ladyship is so very strong-minded, you
Rnow.”

“Yes, L now,” satd Tom, “She was too much for both of us, gov'nor. Well, it’s no use
to fret about it that ( see, The Little filly’s taken the bit in her teeth, topped the hedge,
and away she’s gone, And she so sly over it too!”

“She was very sorry to go, Tom, U'm sure, She was in such trouble to-day.”

“Yes,” said Tom, quietly, “we ought to have suspected something, How about oldl
wWilters?”

“He's nearly mad, my boy. He has—has—has been running round—round the
drawing-room Like—like—like—"

“A cat on hot bricks, father.”

“Yes, my sow. He's furlous—he’s going to Rill him.”

“Yes, of course,” said Tom, grinning, “I should Like to see him do it.”
“But—but—but, Tom, my boy, don't take it quite so coolly.”

“Why wnot, father? Hallo? who's this, eh? Oh, of course,” he satd, “here are the women
nwow,”

For her Ladyship came in leaning upon Tryphie's arm, to limediately shriek and
fall back in a chaty,

“Oh, Tom! oh, Tom,” she cried, “t shall never survive, The disgrace—the disgrace,”

“Nownsense, Here, father, Tryphie, Maude has gone off with Charley Meltow, (
suppose?”

“No, no, nol” shrieked her Ladyship. “Oh, horvor, horror, horror!l”

“Tryphie, cork her mouth with a handkerchief, or they'll hear her across the street.
Here, father, what's the row. Charley Melton, eh?”

“No—wno—no, my dear boy,” stammered Lord Barmouth, “t—I—I—damme, though
her Ladyship’s here, | say it in her presence, | wish she had, tt's too dreactful to tell.”

“My God, father!” cried Tom, excitedly, as he turned pale, and the cold sweat stood
wpow his forehead, for like a flash came upon him the recollection of his sister’s
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words that day), and brought up such a pleture of horvor before his eyes, that he
trembled Like a Leaf, “Don't say—don't tell me—"

tHe could not finish, but stood panting, and gazing at the horror-stricken face of
his mother.

“No, my boy, L won't If You don't want me to,” said the old man, feebly; “out it's—
it’s—such a terrible disgrace,”

“Father,” faltered Tow, n a hoarse whisper, “has she—has she drowned herself?”

“Oh, no, my boy, no—wno—no,” cried the old man, with the tears streaming down his
cheeks, ‘She has eloped under disgraceful clrcumstances,”

“Not with one of the servants, father?” crien Tom,
“No, no, my boy, worse than that.”

“Hang it, father,” cried Tom, savagely, “there Ls no worse, without she has gowne off
with a sweep,”

“Yes, yes, my boy,” eried the old man, “She has gone off with an organ-grinder and
a wmonkey!”

“Which?” roared Towm, setzing the poker; “it tsn't murdler to Rill an ape.”

“No, no, my boy, it's the organ maw. 1 saw him from. the window to-night. 1 don't
think there was a monkey.”

Towm threw the poker into the fire-place with a crash, and stared blankly at his
mother,

“Oh, Tom! oh, Tom!” she cried, hysterically, “the disgrace!—the disgrace!—the
disgrace!”

“I—1—1 don't kinow what to do,” cried Lord Barmouth, “t can never stand it, tt will be
all the talk of the clubs, tt's—it’s—it’s—"

“It's all damned nonsense, father!” eried Tom; “my sister isnt sueh a fool.”

Chapter Twewtg Fouyr,

Towm assumes Command.

Ten minutes after Tom was busy trying to obtain some further information, after
seelng his father comfortably settled down tn the study with a good cigar and a
pint bottle of port,
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‘May—wmay | have ‘e, Town, my bog?" he asked,

“Yes, yes, old gentleman,” said Tom, “Mamma veally is il now, and won't interfere,
and Lf it gives You a few twinges of the gout, hang it all, it will be a counter
Lrritant.”

This was after Lady Barmouth had beew assisted off to bed.

“Hold up, my little lassie,” Tom said, pressing Tryphie’s hand, “Hang me if you
aren't the only one Left with a head upon Your shoulders. You must help me all you
cawn,”

“I will, Tom,” she satd, returning the pressure; and he felt that any one else’s
pretensions from that moment were cast to the winds,

“One moment,” whispered Tom, as Lady Barmouth was moaning own the stairs,
half-way up the first flight of which she was seated, with her head resting on
Justine’s shoulder, “You think there's no mistake—Maude has botted?”

“Yes, | have been to her room, and she has taken her Little Russia bag,”
“But You don't believe this absurd nonsense that they have got hold of?”

“lean’t, Tom,” she said; “out she has been very strange tn her ways for some time
past.”

“Bunough to make her,” satd Tom. “The old lady would drive me wmad if she had her
own way with me, There, be off and get her upstairs to bed while t see what's to be
done.”

Tryphie went up, and Tom entered the dintng-roowm, developing an amount of
firmness and authority that startled the butler into a state of abnormal activity,

“Now, Robbins,” he satd, “Look here: of course You Rnow this absurd statement that
has been golng round the house, and that it’s all nonsense,”

“well, my lord,” satd, the butler, “Lady Maude has encouraged that sort of man
about the place Lately,”

“‘Confound you for a big pompous, out-of-livery fooll” cried Tom, bringing his hano
down with a crash upow the table. “There, fetch all the servants tn, quick.”

Robbins stared, and felt disposed to give notice to leave upon the spot, but Tom's
way wastered him, and, feeling “all of a work,” as he confided afterwards to the

cook, he hurried out, and soon after the whole staff was assembled tn the dining-
roovm, Justine having been fetched from her Ladyship’s stde,

“Now then,” cried Tom, opening his informal court, “who knows anything about
this?”
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“Please, m'lovd,” satd Hewry, the snub-nosed Little foot page, florid with buttons,
and fat from stolen sweets, “U see a man playing the organ outside to-night,”

“So You did yesterday, and the day before.”
“Yes, w'lord,” said the boy, eagerly); “and 1 heard somebody) 9o out.”

“Bid you?” said Tom, politely). “Now, look here, my boy! tf You dare to open that
mouth of Yours and get chattering to people this monstrous plece of nonsense, 'U—
UL, hang wme, UL cut Your ears off.”

The boy ducked and helo one arm up, as if he expected to be attacked at once, and
ended by taking refuge benind his best friend and greatest enemy—to wit, the
cook,

“Speak, some of You, witl you?” eried Tom, “Dlod any one see my sister go out?”
“If you please, my lovd,” satd the housewmatd, “if t may make so bold—"
“Yes,” said Tom, with sarcastic politeness, “you may make so bold, Now go ow.”

“Well, 'm sure,” muttered the woman, “well, my lord, t was going upstairs to-
night, and | heard my young mistress sobbing bitterly tn her room.”

“well,” satd Tom, “and You stopped to Listen.”

“Which { wouldn't bemean myself to do anything of the Rind,” sald the woman
with a toss of the head; “but certainly she was erying, and soon after t was a-
leaning out of the second floor window, it being very ‘ot tndoors, as we've been a
good deal ‘arrissed lately by her Ladyship,”

“Go ow,” cried Tom, Lmpatiently,

“Which t am, my lord, as fast as t can,” cried the woman; “and there was that tall
handsome ttalian gentleman, as cook thinks is a furvin’ nobleman in disguise,
playing ow his hinstrument,”

“Yes,” said Tom, sarcastically,

“And all of a sudden he stops, and | see him go tnto the portico.”
“Oh, yes, of course,” satd Tom.

“And thew there was a Lot of whispering.”

“Yes, yes,” satd Tow; “oh, Yes, of course.”

“And that's all, my lord, only my young mistress wasn't tn the room when t came
back,”

“Now then, all of You,” cried Tom, “once for all, this absurd rumour Ls one of the
most ridiculous—what's that you say?” he cried sharply, as he heard a whisper,
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“l was saying to Ma'amselle Justine that my young lady was always encournging
them men about, my Lovd,” satd the housematd, “and that if Ud beew one of the
spying sort L might have seew her.”

“Poor thing,” said the cook, loudly. “She has beew drove to it. | have a heart of my
owwn.”

“Silence!” roared Towm. “How dare You? Here, has any one else got anything to say?
You? Oh Yes, You are my sister's maid,”

“Yes, my lord,” satdd Dolly Preen, spitefully,

“well, what do You Rnow?”

“I know that my) mistress was always listening at first to that dreadful italian,”
said Dolly,

“No, wo—you, You,” cried justine,

“l fought against it, and mastered it,” satd Dolly proudly; “Lady Maude found it
too much, t suppose,”

“Well, | never!” gjaculaten Mrs Downes.

“Go ow,” cried Tom.

“And thew she got to dropping notes to him out of the window, my lord.”

“It tsn't true,” eried Tom, “woman, You ought to be turned out of the house.”

“Oh, it's true, though,” satd Mrs Bownes.

“Silence, you stlly old weat murdress,” raged Tom.,

“Meat what?” cried the cook, “There are thmes, my lord, whew one must speak, ('ve
seen a deal tn my time, and there’s no dowbt about tt, we've all very sorry for You,
but we all knows that my young lady's been drove to go away with that dark
young man,”

“It is wot true,” satol a sharp voice; and justine stepped forward to the table, with her
dark eyes flashing, her white teeth set, so that she cut the words as they came
through, and in her excitement and champlonship of her Young mistress becoming
exceedingly French. “t say it is not true. You canaille you, vis Your silly talk about
ze organiste, it is all a lie—a great Lie to say such vicked, cruel thing of my dear
young lady. Ah, bah! that for Youw all,” she cried, snapping her fingers, “you big
stlly fool, all the whole, what, my young wistress go to degrade herself vis one
evaston, comme cal She could it wot do, Sare, t am awgrg—%t make wme folleto hear
you talk, 1 say it is not true,”

“Damme, You're a trump, Justine,” cried Tom, excitedly, as he caught her hand and
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wrung it, “You are right, She would not degraole herself Like that,”
“They are so stuplde”

“Yes,” eried Tom; “and mind this—any one who dares to put about such a
disgraceful scandal—hallo! who's this?”

There was a loud ring just then, and the butler looked tn a seared way at Tom.
“well, go and open Lt,” he said,

The next minute there were Volees and steps heard tn the hall, and directly after Sir
Grantley wilters came in, followed by a policeman, and a ragged, dirty looking
Little man, whose toes peeped out tn rows from his boots, and who held tn his hand a
very battered brivmless hat, which he kept rubbing whew he was not engaged in
putting his forelock to first one servant and thew another,

“Oh, here You are,” satd Tom, sharply, as the baronet advanced, “She’s gone off with
Meltow, hasw't she?”

“N-no,” said the bridegroom elect, dejecteolly, “t believe it's as they say,”

“Then You've a bigger fool thaw 1 took you for,” said Tom, sharply. “Now thew, what
do You know about it?” he cried to the policeman. “But stop a moment. Here, the
whole pack of You, clear out. And mind this—Mademoiselle Justine is right. Thank
you, Justine, Go to her ladyship now, 1 shan't forget this.”

The Frenchwoman bowed and smiled, and drew her skirts astoe as she swept out of
the room, while the rest of the servants shuffled out tn an awkward fashion, as tf
every one was eager not to be the last,

“Now then,” cried Tom to the policeman, as the baronet went to the chimmey-piece to
rest his head upow his hand, ‘why are You come?”

“This gentleman, siv,” said the constable, nodding his head at Sir Grantley, “asked
me to take up the case, Been lnvestigating, anol 1've got some evidence,”

“what ts 1£2” eried Tom,

The constable Led the way tnto the hall, where there was a rush, for the servants had
been standing gazing at something near the door.

“\Wwell?” satd Tom,

“Thought U'd take a Look round, sir,” said the constable, “to see if there was anything
in the way of a clue, and t found this,”

He polnted to an oblong chest, covered with green batze, and with a couple of broad
Leather straps across it,
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“Well, it’s an orgaw,” saio Tom,
“Yes, siv,” satd the constable nodding, “That’s just about what it is,”

Tow staved at the man, and the mawn stared at Tom, and then theg returned to the
dining-room.

“Where was i£2” satol Towm. shortly.
“Just underneath the area steps, str, close agin the dust-bin,” satd the constable.
“Ought to have beew in it,” eried Tom, sharply. “Now, who's this fellow?”

The ragged wman, who haod been standing on one Leg with the foot of the other
against his knee, looking like a dilapioated crane, put his foot down and began to
make tugs at his hatr,

“Beg parding, siv, on’y a poor man, sir, Been piekin’ up a job or two, fetching up
kebs and kerridges, sir—party, siv, over at three ‘undred and nine, siv, t was a
waltin about afore the swells begaw to come, whewn [ sees a big tatl man a-hangin/
about, Lookin’ as if theve was something ow, so | goes tnto the doorway Lower down
and watches on him.”

“Had he got an organ with him?” satd Tom excitedly.

“l heerd one a-playin’ just before, sir, and then [ see him a-leaning agin the hairy
railings, and arter a bit he seemed to chuck somethin’ up agin the winder and then
walks off,”

“Well, go on, my wmawn,” satd Towm, eagerly.

“Thew t didn't think ne wore on it, str, till all at once t sees a hansom come up and
stop at the corner, and this same chap gets out, and that made me feel wild-like anol
take notice, ‘cause it seemen as if | ought to have Looked out sharper, and got the job,”

“All right; go ow,” cried Tom,

“Well, siv, thew he goes awny and the keb waits and he walks by this here house,
and begins whistling this chune as 've often heerd them orgin grinders play,”

The man sucked in his cheeks, and whistled three or four bars of the prison song in
Trovatore.

“Thew, as t Rep my hyje on him, 1 sees the front door open quietly), and a lady come
out in a long cloak; and she seemed as if she was a-goin’ to faint away, but he
kRitches her tight, and half runs her along to wheer the keb was a-standin’, and |
was ready for him this time, holding my arm over the wheel so as to keep the lady’s
dress outer the mud.”

“Yes, yes,” cried Tom, for the man, who had kept on polishing his hat, dropped it

Table of Contents




and pieked it up hastily, to begin repolishing it,

“well, sir, she was a-cryin’ like one o'clock—in highsteriks Like—and he says
something to her tn a furren languidge, and thew, as she gets tn he says, ‘“Take
keer,” he says, called her by her nawme, Like.”

“Name? what nawme?” cried Towm, eagerly.

“Well, Yyou see, gov'nor, it sounded Like Bella Meer, or Mee-her. “Take keer; Bella Mee-
her,” he says just like that.”

“Bella maia,” muttered Towm,

“Yes, sir, that's it, sir; that were the young lady’s name; and then he jumps in, and
( shoves down the aprown, and he pokes the trap-door open, and away they goes down
the Place like one o’clock,”

“well?” satd Tom.,

“That’s about all, gov'wor,” said the maw, looking tnto his dilapidated hat, and thew
Lifting anol peeping inside the lining, as if he expectenl to find some more there,

“No, it aint,” satd the constable, “come now. He give You something, didw't he?”

“Well, s’pose he did,” satd the man, sulkily; “that ain't got nothing to do with it,
‘ave it? The gent don't want to rob a pore wman of his ‘ard earnin’s, oo he?”

“what did he give You, my man?” satd Towm, eagerly, “There, there, show me, Not
that it matters.”

“Yes, str, excuse me, but it does matter,” satd the constable, “Now thew, out with it,”

The man thrust his hand very unwillingly tnto his pocket, and brought out what
Looked Like a small shilling, which was eagerly swatched by Towm,

“Vittoria eEmanuele—Lira, Wh Yo constable, it’s an ttalian pieoe!"
“That's so, str,” satd the constable,

“There, be off with yow; there's half a crown for Yow,” satd Tom, “Constable,” he cried,
as the Latter closed the door on the walking rag-bag, “quick, not a moment to be lost,
That cabman’s nmunber, and as soow as you can.”

“Right, sir; that's first job,” said the constable. “Yow'll be here?”
“Yes, till You come back, Spare no expense to get that number,”

The constable was off almost before the words had Left his Lips, and as the door
closed Towm turned to Str Grantley, who still stood with his head leaning upon his
hand.

“Now thew,” he satd, ‘what are You going to do?”
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“Don't know,” was the repLg,
“1t Looks bad,” said Tom, “but | won't believe it yet.”

“No—poor girl,” said the bavonet, sadly—'m beginning to think she didn't care for
me, don't You know.”

Tow. stared at him wonderingly.
“Are You golng to help me run them down?”

“Yas—wno—1 don't know,” satd the baronet. “t suppose [ ought to shoot that fellow—
Belglum or somewhere—Lif there is a fellow, But t don't think there is.”

“You don't?” satd Tom.,
“No,” said the baronet, slowly,

“But You heard? She must have gone off with somebody, You know what the people
think, tf it is so, she must be saven at all costs,”

“Yas—of course,” said the baronet, slowly); “but—odon't think, it, Poor girl, she was a
Lady—she couldn't stoop to tt—no—couldn't—she’d sooner have married me.”

“Wilters,” satd Tom, holding out his hand and speaking huskily, ‘thank you for
that. we never Liked one another, and 1've been a confounded cad to You sometimes;
but—but—you—you're a gentleman, wilters, a true gentleman.,”

They shook hands in silence, and thew Tom said eagerly—
“Yow'll come with me?”

“Yas—wo,” satd the baronet, quietly, “it’s best not, All beew a wmistake, poor girl, tve
beew thinking about it all, and it wasw't Likely she'd care for wme. Lady Barmouth
Ls very flattering and kind; but 've driven your sister away,—I think ULl go home
now,”

“Perhaps You are right,” said Tom, quietly,

“It’s very awkward,” continued the baronet, “things have gone so far, But ( ought to
have known better, Could You—a soda and brandy, Tom—this has shaken me a bit
—U'me rather faint.”

The cellaret was open, stimulants having been fetehed from it for her ladyship’s use,
and Tom hastily poured out some spirit tnto one of the glasses on the sideboard, and
handed it to the baronet,

“Thanks,” he satd—*better now; t think UL go howme;” and bowing quietly to Tom, he
slowly Left the house,
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Chapter Twenty Five,

I Pursult,

“Poor olol Wilters,” satd Tom, as he hearol the door close, “t didnt think he was such a
thorough gentleman, But this won't do,”

He was so wound up by the excitement, and the feeling that everything now
olependent upon him that he seemed to forget that there was such a thing as fatigue,

“Now, gov'nor,” he satd, hurrying into the library, where the old man had finished
his port and cigar, and thew Latol his head upon his hand to sit and think of the
Little fair-haired girl who had played about his kunees, and who had, as it were, been
driven from him, to go—whither? who coulol tell?

“Eh? yes, Tom,” satd the olot man.,

“cuick as lightning, father, Clean linen and socks, brush and shaving tackle in a
swmall bag, and we've off—pursult,”

“Pursult, Tom, eh? Do You mean me?”

“Yes, you, of course,” said Tom.,

“Hadwt—hadwnt her Ladyship better go, Towm?” satd his Lovdship, feebly,
“Hang it, no, father, Yow and t go together,”

“But—but—but, Tom,” faltered the old wawn; and theve was a lingering Look of hope
in his pathetic face; “it tsn't so bad as | thought, is it?”

“l dow't know, father, ‘pon my soul, | can't say, really, we'll see, Poor Maude has
beew drivewn to this mad step by her Ladyship, and it is possible—mind, | only say
posstble—that she may have preferved to accompany—no, damn it all, 'm as mad
as she is, even Wilters don't believe it, Father, not noll nolll Wilters is right—wmy
sister would not stoop to take such a step. She is a true lady.”

“Yes, Tom, God bless her, she ts,” faltered the old wman, “and t shall—shall about
break wy heart if v to lose my darling.”

“Come, father, come, father,” cried the Yyoung man huskily, “This is no time for
tears, you must act, Yes, and in future too, You see what giving way to her
ladyship has done.”

“Yes, yes, my sow,” satd the old man. “ULL rebel—ULL strike for freedom,”

Tom smiled sadly as he gazed at his father; and thew he vang the bell, which was
responded to promptly by Robbins,

“Send up and ask her Ladyship if she can see us. Thew put a change of linen in one
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valise for his lovdship and myself.”

The butler bowed, and returned at the end of five minutes to say that her Ladyship
was sitting up tn her dressing-room if they would come.

Her Ladyship Looked really ill as she sat there, tended by Tryphie and Justine, and
the Latter moved towards the door.

“You need not go, Justine,” said Tom, quietly, and the Frenchwoman's eyjes
sparkled at this token of confidence as she resumed her seat at her ladyship’s side,

Tom marked the change in his mother, and he was ready to condole with her, but
she swept his Rind intentions to the winds by exclatming—

“Oh, Tom, | can never show my face tn soclety again, Such a brilliant mateh too,
My heart is broken.”

“Poor old Lady!” said Tom, bursting tnto a saveastic fit in his rage at her selfishness
and utter disregard of the fate of her child, “But we want some money to go tn
search,”

“Money?” eried her Ladgsh’up. “Search? Not a penny. The wicked creature. And to-
morrow. Such a brilliant match. Oh, that wicked girll”

“No, no,” said Tom, “it was to be to-day). But dow't fret, mia cara madre, as we say
bn ttalian. it is only a change. A fine handsome son-tn-law, ttalian too, You ought
to be proud of him,”

“Tom!” cried her ladyship,
“Oh, wilorol Thowmas, it is not so,” cried justine, shaking her head,

“Oh yes,” cried Tom, sareastically. “Such a nice change, You adore music, mamma,
and the signor can attend Your reunions with his instrument,”

“Tom, You are Rilling me, Oh, that t was ever a wmother,”

“tt will be grand,” cried Tom, rubbing his hands, “Mawde can stng too, and take a
turn at the handle when the signor gets tived,”

“Take what money you want, Tom,” sobbed her Ladyship, and she handed her keys.

Tom smiled grimly, took the keys, and did take what money he wanted—all there
was—from a small cabinet on a stoe table,

“Where—where are You golng?” sighed her ladyship,

“Where!” satd Tom, “everywhere, To bring poor Maude howme.”

“No, no, Tom, tmposstble—impossible,” cried her Ladyship.

“we'll see about that,” sato Towm, “Now, father, come along;” and the couple
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descended to the dintng-room,

“Here, Robbins,” eried the Yyoung mawn, as the butler came to answer the betl, “‘what
time Ls it2”

“Harpus four, my lovd,” said the butler, who looked haggard and in want of a shave.
“Humph! Well, Look here, we've gone on to Scotland Yard tf that policeman returns.”
“Yes, my lora,”

“And then—well, never mind about thew, Here, go up and ask Miss wilder to come
and speak to we, and send Joseph for a cab. Not gone to bed, has he?”

“No, str; they've all having a cup o’ coffee in the kitchew, siv,”

“Trust ‘em, just the time when they'd Like a feed,” growled Tom, “There: Miss Wilder,
Look sharp,”

Five minutes after Tom stood at the door holding Tryphie's hand, while his father
went slowly down to the cab,

“Good-bye, Little one,” he said,
“But, Tom, what are You golng to oo?”
“'m going to bring wmy sister back, and then—"

“And thew, Tom dear,” whispered Tryphie, throwing her arms about his neck
—*“There, do you believe t care for You now?”

“My Little pet,” he whispered hoarsely, and rushed away just as Mr Hurkle came up
undulating, and Looking wore Like a pulled out concertina than ever,

“Sorry t've beew so long, sir,” he panted; “out | understand t am required to—"

“Go to the devil,” cried Tom, brushing past hin and as the daylight was growing
broader the cab drove into Great Scotland Yard, where there was a certain
conversation, and wires were set to work, after which there was an adjournment for
breakfast to an hotel at Charing Cross,

“Ave—are we going tn pursuit, my dear boy?” satd his Lovdship, feebly,

“Yes, certainly, and in earnest.”

“Whewn, my dear Tom?”

“Now directly, father,” sald the Young man sternly, “The poor girl has been driven
mad by her mother’s cruelty; and in a wild fit of infatuation she has preferved to
shave the fortunes of this handsome forelgn vagabond to marrying a worn-out
roud”
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“But, my dear Tom, it is impossible,”

“Look here, father,” satd the young man, “the poor girl’s future is at stake. She has
beew cruelly treated. Our behaviour to Charley Melton was stmply disgusting—one
day he was worshipped, supposed to have money; the next he was forbilolen the
house, because he was poor. As for Maude’s feelings—of course, poor girl, as a Young
lady of fashion, she ought to have had none. t hope mamma is satisfied with her
new son-tn-law.”

“But—but where are we golng?”

“Don't know yet,” satd the Yyoung man, harshly, “To Paris certain—probably to
(taly, Maybe, though,” he said, with a bitter laugh, ‘only as far as the padvone’s at
Saffron Hill,”

BY the thme father and son had made a very poor breakfast, a sergeant was ushered
in by the waiter,

“We've got the cabman, str,”
“well, where did he take thewm?”
“Charing Cross stattown, siv.”

“Of course,” satd Tom—*they would just cateh the night train for the tidal boat,
cowme along, father.”

“Too soow. for the train Yet, sir,” said the sergeant; “out t dare say they'll have been
stopped at Folkestone or Dover, unless it was a dodge, and they haven't left town.”

“You see to that,” satd Tom; “ULL go on to Folkestone,”

“Right, sir,” and in due time the paitr—father and son—were in pursulit, with the
wheels of the fast train seeming always to grind out a tune such as is played by an
organ whose hawndle Ls turned by a dark-eyed, olive-skinned ttalian; while when the
engine stopped, tnstead of calling out the name of the station, the men seement to
whine—*Ah, stgnora—ah, bella signora,” and tn his Lrritation Towm Lit a cigar, and
yelled forth the word condemnation itn its most abbreviated form.

Chapter Twenty Six,

Ow the Track,
Telegram—
“From Barmouth, Folkestone, to Lady Barmouth, 999 Portland Place, London.,
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“No news as get,”

This was the first sent during the chase.

“From Barmouth, Beurice's, Paris, to Lady Barmouth, 999 Portland Place,
London,

“No news as 5et,"

Fresh wmessages were despatched at intervals of twelve hours, and in addition Tom
sent long letters to “My dearest Tryphie,”

But all the same he was in a state of feverish excitement, while Lord Barmouth was
reduced to Limbecile helplessness, but veady to obey his sow to the very Letter, and
trotting about after him through Paris like a faithful dog, They had been most
unfortunate tn thelr quest: they had succeeded in tracing the fugitives to Paris,
and there they had beew at fault. Twenty times over Viscount Diphoos had declared
that they must have gone on somewhere; but the police said no, it was Limpossible,
Andl so they went on wearily searching Paris, until his lordship declared his heel to
be so sore that he could go no farther,

“They wmust have Left Paris,” vowed Viscount Diphoos tn one of the bureaux,

“But, monsteur, it s not possible, Our cordown of spies s too perfect, No, my faith,
they ave still here. Have patience, monsieur, and you shall see,”

So the chief at each bureaw; and so the days passed ow, till the young man felt
abmost maddened and rabid with despair, These were the descriptions—*Young
Lady, fair, brown haty, blue eyes, pale, vather thin face, tall and graceful; her
companion, a tall, swarthy ttalian, with black curly hair and beard,” But
descriptions were all in vain, and when, regularly fagged out, Viscount Diphoos sat
at his hotel, smoking his cigar, he would let it go out, and then heedless sit on,
nibbling and gnawing at the end till he had bitten it to pleces, and still no ioeas
came.

“I'lL shoot the scoundrel, that [ will,” he muttered aloud one evening,

“No, don't do that, Tom,” said Lord Barmouth, feebly. “But dont you think we had
better go howe?”

“No,” satol Tom, snappishly; “t dont, siv, Let’s see what to-morrow brings forth,”

“Letters for messieurs,” satd a waiter, hanoling some corvespondence from London;
but there was no news worthy of note,

“Here, stop a minute, garpon,” sato Tom, drawing a wote and his sister’s photograph
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from his pocket-book, “Look here, this is an Bnglish five-pounn note,”
“Oh, yais, monsieur, | know—0billet de banc?”
“And this is the carte of a lady we wish to find in Parls, you understand?”

The man nodded his closely cropped head, smiled, and, after a long Look at the carte,
Left the room.

“You seew. to pln a good deal of faith to five-pound notes, Tom,” satd Lord
Barmouth,

“Yes,” satd his son, shortly, “Like ‘em here,”

The next day he sent for the watter, but was tnformed that the man had gone out for
a holiday,

“l thought so,” said Tom, enthustasticatly, as soon as they were alone, “That fellow
will go and see all the waiters he knows at the different hotels, and find out what we
want,”

Viscount Diphoos was quite right, About tew o’clock that evening the waiter entered,
and beckoned to them, mysteriously—

“Alaright,” he satd, “ze Leddee is trouvée. | have ze flacve at ze door.”

Tow. Leaped from his chatr, and was going alone, but Lord Barmouth persisted tn
accompanying him, and together they were driven to a quiet hotel tn the Rue de
VArcaoe, near the Madeleine,

“You think you have found the lady?” queried Tom,

“Oh, yais w'stew; and ze wmilord vis she,”

“Bravol” cried Towm, “a big black-bearded, talian scoundlrelt”

“Scoundrail, vot is You call scoundrail, sare?”

“There, there, never mind,” satod Viscount Diphoos—*a big, black-bearded tealian!”
The waiter shrugged his shoulders,

“Z.ere 1s wo bearo, m’sten, and ye zhentlemans is not black, He Ls vite; oh, out, Wzis,
he is vite.”

“Another disappointiment,” growled Tom.

“M'slen say, ze billet de bane if  find ze lady. t not know noting at all of the black
shentatlman,”

They were already in the hall, where they were encountered by one of the gargons of
the establishment, whose scruples about tntroducing thew to the private rooms of the
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gentleman and Lady staying there were hushed with a sovereign.
“Pray take care, my dear boy,” said Lord Barmouth; “don't be violent,”

“we must get her away, father, at any cost,” satd Viscount Diphoos, sternly. “what
twant You to do Ls this—take charge of Maude, and get her to our hotel. Never mind
me. t shall have the police to back wme if the ttalian scoundrel proves nasty.”

“But mind that he has no knife, my dear boy. Forelgners are dangerous,”

“If he attempts such a thing, dad, Ul shoot him like a dog,” exclatmed the Young
man, hotly,

And thew the door was thrown opew, and they entered,

The room was empty, and upow the proprietor being consulted, it was announced
that the gentleman and tady had Left that evening by the Lyjons mail,

Telegraph communication failed.

Chapter Twenty Sevew,

Awn Bncounter,
Sunny ttaly, the howme of muste,

The sun was shining as it can shine tn Naples, but the courtyard of the Hotel di
Sevril was pleasantly shady, for there was a plazza all round, and in the centre a
cool and sparkling fountain played in its marble basin, while evergreen trees spread
dark tracery ow the white pavement,

n one of the shadiest and coolest spots sat Maude, daughter of The Earl of
Barmouth, looking exceedingly pretty, though theve was a certain languid air,
undoubtedly caused by the warmth of the climate, which seemed to make her
Listless and disposed to neglect the work which Lay in her lap, and Lean back tn the
lounging chair, which creaked sharply at every movement.

“t do wish he would come back,” she sald softly, and as she spoke her eyes Lit up with
an intense Look of happiness, and a sweet smile played about her Lips, “But he will
not Leave wme alone long,”

Here she made a pretence of working, but ceased directly,

“t wonder what they are all doing at howme, How dear Tryphit Ls, and papa, and
darling Tom. Will Tom marry Tryphie? Yes, he Ls so determined, he will be sure to,
Helgho! t shall be so glad whewn we ave forgiven, and Tom and he are friends. ( can
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feel sure about papa, but Tom can be so stern and sharp,”

There was no allusion made to Lady Barmouth, for she seemed to have dropped out
of her daughter’s thoughts, but Sir Grantley wilters was remembereol with a
shudder, which was cleared away) by the coming of a smiling waiter.

“would the stgnore and signora dine at the table-a'hbte”

Maude hesitated for a few moments, moved by monetary considerations, and then
satd—"Yes. Has the signore returned?”

“No, stgnorg,” satd the waiter, and he bowed and went back tnto the old palazzo,

“I wanted to go to a cheap hotel,” said Maude, drenmily, and with a happy smile
upon her face—somewhat tnane, it is true, for it was the young married lady’s
smile—“but he said his cara bella sposa must have everything of the best, Oh, my
darling! my darling! how he loves me, Poor? what is poverty? ( grow more proud of
him every day, what do we want with society? Ah, how I hate it, Give me poverty
and love. Oh, come back, my darling, come back, That's what my heart keeps
beating whenever he is away.”

tt was certainly a very pleasant Rind of poverty, in a sunny land with a delicious
view of the bay, and a good table-d'hdte; and a loving husband; and as Maude, the
young wife, dreamed and adored her husband in his absence, she smiled and
showed her white teeth till a sound of voices wmade her start and listen.

“Oh, how t do tremble every time any one fresh comes to the hotel, [ always fancy it
Ls Sir grantley wilters come to feteh me back, But he dare not try to clabm me now,
for tam another’s, But what are we to do whew the money is all gone?”

She thought dreamily, but in a most untroubled fashion,

“I can sing,” she said at last, “so can he, and he plays admirably, Ah, well, there's
thme enough to think of that whew the money is all gone, Let wee be happy now after
all that weary misery, but L must write home, There, ULl go and do it now before he
returns.—oh!”

She had risen to go, but sank back trembling and half-fatnting in her seat as a
pallid, weary-looking, washed-out elderly gentleman tottered out of the house into
the plazza, and dropped tnto a chair just tn front of the door,

“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” he sighed, as he let his walking-stick fall clattering down.
“How tireo out t do feel.”

“Oh!” sighed Maude, as she saw that her only wmeans of exit was barved,
“I with—t wish—damwme, t wish [ was back at howme with my legs under my own
table, anod—and—and a good glass of port before me, Hang that Robbins, a
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confounded scoundrel; (—I—I know [ shall finish by breaking his head, Four days
before [ left England t asked hinm to put one single bottle of the '20 port in my
dressing-room with the cork drawn, and he threw her Ladyship at my head, and,
danmme, 1 didnt get a drop, And my own port—a whole bin of tt—my own port—my
own port. Hah! how comfortable a chair s when You've tired. He was a good fellow
who first nvented chatrs,”

He shuffled himself down, and lay right back,
“‘Shall t never find my Little girl?” he sighed,
“What shall t do?” murmured Maude, “Why isw't he here?”

“I'm not fit to come hunting organ men all over the continent,” continuen the olol
gentleman; “but Tom insisted, You see, Oh, my poor Leg! it's worse here than it was
tn town,.”

He rubbed his Leg slowly, and Maude wmade a movement as if to go to his side, but
something seemed to holol her back,

“Tom Ls sure to be near,” she thought, “and they must not meet yet. Tom would not
forgive him. tf t couldd only get away and warn him.”

“Why don't Towm come and order something to eat? 'm starving, Oh, dear: London
to Paris—Paris to Baden—=eaden to Nice—Nice to Genoa, and now ow here to Naples,
Poor Towm, he seems to grow more furious the more we don't find them., Oh, hang the
olrll” he added aloud,

Maude started, and had hard work to suppress a sob,
“They'll sepavate us; they'll drag me away,” she sighed,

“No, no, no, L will not say that,” eried Lord Barmouth, aloud. “t am hungry, and it
makes me eross, My poor leg!  should Like to flnd wy poor darling,” he satd,
piteously, “Bless her! bless her! she was a good girl to me,”

“Oh! oh! oh!” sobbed Mawdle, hysterically, for she could contain herself no longer,

“Ehl ehl ehl” gjaculated Lord Barmouth. “what the deuce! A Lady in distress. Doosed
fine woman too,” he added, raising his glass as he tottered to his feet. “t was a oevil
of a fellow among the ladies when [ was a Youngster, Cawn [, madam—suppose she
don't understand english—ean |, madam, be of any service? what, Maudey, my
darling? (s it You at last?”

“Oh, papa! papal”

There was a burst of sobbing and embracing, ended by the old man seating himself
tn Maudle’s chair, and the girl sinking at his feet,
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“And—and—and 've—1've founol You at Last thew, my deav, or have You found me?
Is—is it really youz”

“Yes, yes, yes, my owwn dear darling father,” sobbed Maude.

“Yes, it is—it is,” he cried, fondling her and drawing her to his breast, till he seemed
to recollect something.

“But, damme—damme—damme—"
“Oh, donwt—don't swear at we, papa darling!”

“But—but t must, my dear, Here have { been searching all over Burope for You, and
now | have found you,”

“Kiss me, papa dear,” sobbed Mauole,

“Yes, yes, my darling, and t am so glad to see You again; but what a devil of a
wicked girl You have beew to bolt,”

“Oh, but, papa darling, | couldnt—I couldwt marry that mawn,”

“well, well, well,” chuckled Lord Barmouth, “he was a miserable screw for a girl Like
you. But I—{ hear that he's going to shoot him first thme he sees him.”

“Oh, papal Thew they must never meet.”

“But—but 'm not saying what  meant to say—all 'd got ready for you, Maudey).
How dare You disgrace Your family like that?”

“Don't—odont blame we, papa darling, You don't know what t suffered before |
consented to go,”

“But, you Rnow—"
“Oh, papa, don't blame your poor girl, who Loves You so very dearly,”

“But—but it's such a doose of a come down, my darling, it's—it’s—it's tew times
worse than any case | Rnow,”

“Papa, for shawme!” cried Maude, indignantly.

“Now—now—now, don't You begin to bully me, Maudey my dear, t get so much of
that at howe.”

“Then You will forgive me, dear?” satd Maude, nestling up to the poor weak old man.
“But—but 1 oughtn't, Maudey, 1 oughtn't, You know,” he said, caressing her.

“But You will, dear, and you'll come and stay with us often. We are so happy.”

“Are so—s0 happy!” satd the old man, with a Look of perplexity on his countenance,
“Yes, dear, He loves me so, and—oh, papa, t do Love hime, You will come? Never ming
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what mamwma and Tom sag,"

“But Tom is like a madman about it, Maudey, He says he'll have you back, if he
dlies for tt.”

“Oh, papal”

“Yes, my pet, he's n a devil of a rage, and it comes out dreadfully every time he
grows tired,”

“Thewn i—heg must not meet etther.”

“No, my dear, t suppose tt wouldl be best not,” satol the ol man; “but—but do you
know, Maudey, 1 feel as Lf t was between those two confounded stools tn the proverb,
and—and | know t shall come to the ground, But—but where—where did Yyou get
marrieo?”

“At a Little church, papa dear, close to Holborn,”
“Of course,” groaned the olol man to himself, “Close to Saffron Hill, | suppose.”
“ don't Rnow the street, papa dear,”

“That'’s right, my pet.  mean that’s wrong. I—l—really, Maudey my pet, U'm so
upset with the travelling, and now with finding you, that t—t hardly know what {
ought to say.”

“‘Say Yyou forgive Your own Little girt, dear, and that you will love my own darting
husband as tf he were your son.”

“But—but, Maudey, my dear, | don't feel as if t could, You see whew a poor man Like
that—t wish Tom would come,”

“Tom!” erieol Mawde, springing up and turning pale,

“Yes, yes, he's coming to joln me, my pet, Would you Like to see him now, or—or—or
wait a bit till he isn't so furious?”

“Oh, papa dear, | dave not meet him, They would quarvel, and what shall t do? we
must escape—"

“But are You staying tn this hotel?”

“Yes, papa dear.”

“That’s—that’s doosed awkward, my pet, for t shouldn't Like there to be a row,”
“No, no, pa dear. Don't say a word to Towm, or there will be a horrible scene.”

“But, my pet, we've come on purpose to find you, and now you're going away,”
‘only for a time, dear,” cried Maude, embracing the old man fmwticaLLg, “Don't,
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down't tell Tom,”

“But | feel as if Lmust, my darling, Towm s so angry, and we've spent such a Lot of
money trying to find you. tt would have patd for no end of good dinners at the
clicb.”

“Yes, yes, but we will escape directly), and Tom will never Rnow.”

“But what's the good of my finding you, my darling, if you are going to bolt
again divectly?”

“only to wait till Tom has cooled down, dear,”
“Well, well, 1 suppose | must promise,”

“My own darling papa,” cried Maude, Rissing him, “UlL write to you soon, dear; anol
as soow as Tom s quiet and has forgiven us, we shall atl be as happy as the day is
long,”

She kissed him again quickly ow either cheek, and thew, before he could even make

up his mind to stay her, she had hurried tnto the hotel, Leaving her father seratching
his head and setting his dark wig all awry.

Chapter Twenty Eight,

The Relnforcement,

“This—this Ls a pretty devil of a state of affairs,” muttered the old man, “How can a
man tn my position make friends with a confounded fellow who goes about
turning a handle in the street? The girl’'s mad—mad as can be, and—Ah, Tom, my
boy.”

“Hatlo, governor,” satd that personage, sharply, “What’s the matter?”

“Doosed tired, my boy,”

“Wwhy, you look as if you'd seew the chap who drew what's-his-name’s curtains in
the dead of night.”

“Bo [—do 1, my boy?” stamumered the old man; and thew to himself, “t feel sure he'll
find wme out,”

“‘Get up, and You shall have a feed, and a glass of good honest wine, That's the
thing to brace you up, dad,”

“Yes—yes, my son, |—I feel—feel as if 1o glve anything for a glass of good wine.”
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“Come along,”

“I lknow he'll find we out,” said his lovdship to himself,

“I say, gov'nor,” cried Towm, “here’s a go.”

“Have—have you found them,” said the old wman, starting.

“walt a bit. Perhaps t have. But [ say, 'Ve found telegrams waiting to say that the
old lady is on the way to meet us here,”

“Here, Tom, my boy?”

“Yes, gov'nor, here, tn Naples,”

“But—but don't You think we had better go on at once?”
“What with you so tired?” said Tom with a twinkle in his eyes.

“I—tdon't think 'm quite so tired as t was, Tom, my boy,” said the old man
nervously, “After a glass of wine or two, (—1 think 1 could manage to go on again,”

“But don't You understand? The materis coming here with Tryphie and justine,”

“Then—then { think we had better get on, Tom, my boy—away from here, Her
Ladyship would hinder us, and stop us from finding Maude. Let’s go on to Rowme or
Constantinople, only let’s be off at once.”

Towm Laughed silently.

“No, father,” he satd, “1 think we'll go no further. 'm goting to have a thorough good
Look round, and from hints t have heard, [ think we are once wore on thelr track; but
if they are not here we'll go back howe, for U'w sick of all this journeying, Poor girl,
she has chosewn her Lot,”

“Yes—yes, Tom, my boy,” satd the otd man dolefully,
“And 've done my duty as a brother to try and find her,”
“Yes, Tom, my boy, you have—you have,”

“Some day she'll wake up out of her mad dream, and come back to us, and then, no
matter what is said, she must find a howe,”

“Of course, my boy, of course.”

“Poor girl! tt’s all our fault, governor. I we had been firm she might have marvied
Charley Melton.”

“Eh,” satd Lord Barmouth, “Charley Melton? Yes, my boy, t wish she had, (—I
wonder whether she has gone,” thought the old maw. “Oh dear wme, 1'm very tired,”

“Did You speak, gov'nor?” said Tom.
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“Yes, my boy, 1 said t was very tired,”

“Thew come along and Let’s feed, We'll have a bottle of that ved wine, and enjoy
ourselves till the old lady comes, and thewn, governor—"

“You think we shan't enjoy ourselves any wore, Tom?”
“What oo you think?”

“well, my bog, l hamltg kwnow what to say. Her Laolgship is very particular, but
thewn, You see, my bog, she stuolies my health wore thaw 1 do and 've no doubt Lt is
quite right.”

“I dave say it is, dad, but come along,”

“Yes, my boy, yes,” said Lovd Barmouth, taking his son's arm; “out renlly, Tom, |
begin to wish [ was back within reach of my club,

“Oh, dear! oh, denr!” he added sotto voce, “t wonder whether they have gone,”
“What say, governor?”

“Nothing, my boy, nothing, Talking to myself.”

“Bad habit, gov'nor.”

“Yes, my boy, yes,” he said in acquiescence. But bad as was the habit, he Rept on, as
he tolol himself that he hoped Maudey had gone, and yet he hoped she had wot; and
he kept on getting deeper and deeper into a bog of bewilderment, till he found
himself seated at a Little table opposite his son, Listening to the gurgling of wine in
a glass, and that brought him back from his maze of troubled thought at once,

“What—what could have tnduced her Ladyship to come out here?” he said, with a
piteous expression upon his countenance,

“‘old game,” satd Tom gruffly—*o look after us,”

“l—t—1 should be sorry to speak disrespectfully of her Ladyship,” said Lord
Barmouth, now under the influence of his thivd glass of wine, “but—but 'we afraid
there'll be no more peace now, Tom, my boy,”

At that moment a waiter enteredl.
“Visttors for milor,” he said,
“Here they are, governor, Now comes the tug of war.”

For at that wmoment her ladyship entered and tottered to a seat, wiping her brow, and
maring stgns to Tryphle, who half supported her, for her salts, That Yyoung lady
had to turn to Justine, who was supposed to be carrying the bag, but who in turn
haol to take it from Robbins, who Looked as if he haol been tn a bath, and haol dressed
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himself without a prior veference to a towel, For his fat face was covered with drops
and runlets, and his grey hair hung wetly upon his brow, The smelling-bottle was,
however, found, and her ladyship took a long tnhalation, and satd, “Hah!”

Chapter Twenty Nine,

ow the Brink,

“I'Ve found You thew at Last,” sald her Ladyship, recovering fast, “Robbins, go and
tell that wretched ttalian porter creature | will not pay him another penny, No, say
soldl, or seudl, which you like, 1t's a gross Limposition,”

“Yes, my Laolg,"
Hustine,” continued her Ladyship, “You understand the language?”
“No, my tady, not ttalian,”

“Thew speak to him tn French, it will impress the man. Go and see that Robbins is
not buposed upon. Now, Robbins, mind and be firm. This is not London.”

“No, wmilady.”
“And don't lose any wore luggage.”
“No, my lady,” satd Robbins; and he left the room with justine.

“Lugonge, tndeed,” he growled; “all this row about a sandwich-box, and she left it tn
the rack herself.”

“Nevaire mind her, Rob—bain,” said justine; “take him coolly),”
“Take him coolly, Yes, ma‘amselle, | can the governor; but her Ladyship,”

“Ah, yais, she is a womans, But see me, | oo not complain; | am drag all ovaire
Burope by her Ladyship, who have rob me of my loaf till t return and see him once
agaiw, t do not complain,”

In the coffee-room her Ladyship button-holed Lovd Barmouth divectly, and thew took
Tow’s seat at the table, while that gentleman grasped Tryphie’s hand.

“Oh, Tom,” she satd, “what news?”
“You've both come,” he said shorttg, “Is that all You have to say?”
“All? A, Towm dear, Uf You only knew how much,”

This was accompanied by so pleasant a pressure of the hand that Tom’s actdity
begawn to evaporate tn gas, and he turned to help his father, who was giving way
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undler a Vigorous attack, For as he approached the table her Ladyship exclaimed, with
a warning motion of her tndex finger—

“Now, Barmouth, Your gout Ls much worse.”

“Ye-Yes, my dear,” said his Lovdship, “Vm—1'm afraid it is.”
“Of coursel You've beew taking port wine recklessly.”

“No, no, really, my dear: the port is so horribly bad that—*
“Then You've had Burgundy.”

“well—well, yes, a little, my dear,”

“I Rnew it! What's this?” eried her Ladyship, seizing the bottle on the table,
“Burgundy, of course,”

“No, Barolo,” satd Tom, “Regular physie for gout, tsn't it, gov'nor, Take another
glass,”

“shall , my boy?” said the old man, hesitating,
“Of course,” eried Tom, pouring one out, which his lordship eagerly drank,

“Tom!” gjaculated her Ladyship, whose breath seevned to be taken away by the daring
displayed.

“Physte,” satd Tom, sharply.
“Have You secured rooms for us?”
“Of course not, Only just knew You were coming,”

“Then ring for the landlord; t shall now continue the search myself. t have been
much to blame tn leaving it tn other hands so long, But a weak woman—"

“Who 1s?” said Tom, waocethg,

“lam, sir,” veplied her Ladyship, “1 was not aware, whew [ entrusted the search to my
husband and son, that it was to be made an excuse for a pleasant and expensive
continental tour, with no resutts whatever but the shrinking of a good batawnce at
the bank, and a fit of gout?”

“Oh, bosh!” g’aoul,ated Tow.

“No wore gadding about; no more Burgundy and strong drinks, t mean to find
that wretched girl myself; the authorities shall intervene, and 1 will do my duty as
a wother.”

“What shall you do?”
“Place her in. ot maolhouse as sure as | stand here,”
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“Thew You will not,” satd Tom, “for you've sitting,”
“Reserve Your ribald jestings, siv, till we retwrn to town,”

“All right,” eried Tom; “thew Let me speak tn a downright manner, my dear mother.
You can oo just as You please, but { am now ow the scent, which 1 shall keep to
myself; and (tell You this, old Lady, 1 will not have Maude—whatever her faults—
ill-used.”

“Hear, hear!” cried Lord Barmouth; but then he had had four glasses of wine,
“Barmouth!”

“Yes—yes, my dear,”

“Oh, what language, and to a mother!”

“There, there, stop that,” cried Tom, “We are not at howne, but at an hotel, andl the
people won't understand tragic amateur acting,”

“Tryphie, my child,” eried her Ladyship, atter giving her son an annihilating look,
“come with me to our own apartments, Lord Barmouth, summon the waiter, or no,
come with me. Tryphle, You can ring andl ovder dgjewner, | wish to speak, to these
people i the hotel, t think | can obtain some information here.”

Lordl Barmouth cast a despairing look at his son, and followed her Ladyship tnto the
hall, while Tow had just seized the opportunity, and Tryphie at the same moment,
to embrace her in spite of a certaln amount of resistance, whew there was a Loud
“Oh!” and he turned to find that Charley Melton had entered the room,

“You here, Charley! wWhy, my dear old chap!”

They shook hands warmly, Tryphie following suit, and the pretty Little face flushed
with pleasure and confusion,

“Why, Charley, You here!” cried Tom, “Stop, | Rnow; You need not say a word,”
“You know?”

“Yes, How long have You beew on the continent? Stop, You need not answer, Ever
stnee my sister eloped.”

The Young wman bowed his head,
“And You've beew after her all the time,”
Melton bowed again,

“Thew it was doosed good of You, Charley; but | don't see what we are to do, old man,
it’s very horrible for all of us, but t can't see what Ls to be done. | came out with the
intention of dragging her howe, but Lf the poor girl is tnfatuated with the fellow our
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cause is lost,”
“What do You propose doing then?” said Meltow, hoarsely,

“Seetng her, and letting her know that whew she Likes to return howe there is a place
for her, elther there or with we. That's all.”

“And You mean to et her stay with this—this scoundrel.”
“Yes, Charley; t suppose he is her husband. we can do nothing.”
“Have You any suspiclon of where she Ls2”

“yes, old wman, n this town, and t have set a watter to work to bring me news.
They're tew thmes better than detectives, But it's very good of You, Charley, and tm
sorry 1 abused You so,”

“You have been abusing me, then?” said Melton with an amused Look,

“Yes, for giving up so easily,” satd Tom, “Oh, here’s my man., [ suppose,” he adoled
hastily, as the hotel watter entered, “some one for me,”

“yes, wmiloy, the head watter from the Vesuvio,”
“Show him tn. Now, Charley, there'll be news.”

“All right, get it then,” satd Melton, and he walked to the window, while Towm turned
to face a Little davk ttalian, with a face suggestive of his being developed from a
shavew rat,

The interview was short and decisive, and accompanied by much gesticulation,
terminating tn a chinking of coln as the man Left,

“There, old fellow,” eried Tom, excitedly), “I've done more than you have, 1've run them
to earth,”

“You have? They are in Naples?”

‘Theg ave herel” cried Tom, exo’uteong, “n this very hotel, where 've beew drawn bg a
sort of filltal—wo, that's not it—fraternal magnetic attraction, and now,”

“Stop,” cried Melton, “I thought you were not golng to tnterfere,”

“That’s what | thought,” satd Towm, “a Little while ago; but hang it all, now [ am
under the same roof with the scoundrel who deluded my poor sister away, curse his
ttalian blood, UL strangle him.”

“But You must be wrong, Tom; such a man as You suspect would not stay in an
hotel Like this. What do You say, Miss wilder?”

“l'say,” cried ‘rrmshic, with a malicious look, “that there seevs to be some mistalkee,”
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“Tryphie—Tryphie, my child!” came from without,

“Coming, aunt,” said the girl, rising,

“Not a word to the old girl, Tryphie,” cried Tom.

“Not tell her?”

“Not a wordl. There,  beg of you.”

“very well,” she satd with another peculiar ook and tripped out of the room.
“That’s better,” cried Tom, “Now come along.”

“Where are You going?”

“To dieci otto, That's where the vuan satd they were—wnot they, he sato she was alone
now, Come on: I'LL get her away, and if he comes to claim her, why then, damn
him!”

“No violence, Tom, for Your sister’s sake. He may be there, Let me go and see her,”
“You? Not me, my boy. why, t might mark the scoundrel, but you would RILL him.”

“No,” satd Melton, thoughtfully, “ don't think t should do that to the man she
Loved.”

“You're a good fellow, Charley. There, 'Ll go. 1 haven't hunted thew all this thme to
give up at the last. don't hinder wme, old chap.”

“But Look here, there has been exposé enough. Haol it not all better be settled quietly?”

“But You can't settle matters quietly with an organ-grinder, Charley. Look here,
my plan is stmple, VUL get Maude away, thew it's a question of pounds, shillings,
and pence,”

“In any case then, from respect to Your sister, Let the affair be arranged quietly,”
“Very well,” saiol Tom, sulkily.

“You will Let me go first—say, to prepare her for Your coming?”

“No, 'L go.”

“You do not wish to inflict pain upow the poor girl?”

“No. | wank her howme again, and free from this degrading tie.”

“But suppose—”

“No, no—don't say that, Charley, old fellow, You couldn't Look over it. mpossible
now, old chap. Poor Maualeg, she’ll have to be Like a widow to her very enol, There: we
shall have the old woman here alirectLg,"
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“Then Yow'll let me go and prepare Your sister?”

“No; tt's my business, siv, UlL do it myself,”

“But Yow'll forgive her, Tom?”

“Perhaps. Now leave wme alone. Stop, where's dieci otto?”
“Ask the waiter,” satol Meltow, coldly), and he left the room.

“He needn't have turned rusty,” grumbled Tom, crossing to reach the bell: but at
that mowent her ladyship came tn, hurriedly followed by Tryphie and Lord
Barmouth,

“No, no, my dear,” said Lord Barmouth, who seewmed to have beew strung up to
resistance by some stirring news, and at a glance Tom saw that her ladyship knew
as much as he,

“Silence, Barmouth, Tryphie, ring the bell, | suppose there ave police of some Rind in
a benighted place Like this, What nwwber did he say, Tryphie, diect otto?”

“Yes, aunt deav, eighteen,” said Tryphie, whose face was working and eyjes
twinkling in a peculiarly malicious manner.

“Blghteen! That will do,” cried Tom, “Here, governor, come with me,”
“Tom! stop! Barmouth, | forbid—"

Her ladyship did not finish her speech, but hurried to the door, followed by her niece
—the door through which her husband had passed, followed by her son,

Chapter Thiv’cg.

Light on the Scene,

First floor only, Dieci otto—a door in a corvidor whose rooms Looked out upon the
tranguil sea,

A lady and gentleman started from thelr seats as the couple rushed in; and in a
moment Viscount Biphoos had seew that they were right—that he was in the presence
of his sister and the man with whowm she had eloped, He saw too in the same rapio
glance why they had been so long off the scent. For there was wo black curly hatr,
no Long black beard, but all was brown, and flashed as it were with gold,

This was all seew as the young man Literally hurled himself upon the tall, sturdy
mawn, who rose to meet him, and tn a twinkling they had one another by the throat,
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“Take her away, father, quick, quick,” cried Tom; and the next moment, tn choking
tones—“No, stop!” as he loosed his hold, staggered back to a chair, and uttered a
shriek.

wounded? Stabbed bgj the treacherous ttalian?

Oh, no; it was a shriek of the laughter with which his frame was convilsed, as he
rolled from stde to stde, while Lord Barmouth stared from one to the other,

“Tom, my son—are You hurt?”
“Hurt!” shrieked Tom, tn lnarticulate tones, “Sold—sold—solal”
“But what does it mean?” stammered Lord Barmouth,

“Mean!” shrieked Tom—*why, that that confounded old humbug Charley has stolen
a wmarch on us,—Charley, old fellow, God bless You—I1 never felt so happy in my
Life. Here, Maudey, give us a kiss.”

Before the young man had commenced hugging his sister, Charley Melton had
moved to the door, closed and Locked it agatnst the tingquiring looks of waiters, and
taking Maude’s hand in his he thew asked Lord Barmouth in a few manly words to
forgive him and his wife their clandestine proceedings.

“Forgive You, Charley,” eried the viscount, “of course he will—won't you, dao?”

“well—well—yes, my boy, t think so,” said his Lordship feebly, as he shook his new
son-tn-law’s hand, “t think U'm very glad, for [ never Liked that Str Reginald,”

‘Grantley, father—carantley Wilters,” crieo Tom.,
“To be sure, my boy; yes, of course, Sir Grantley.”
“But why the dickens didn't you write to us, and let us know?”

“well, we were going to write every day,” said Charley, with a peculiar ook at
Mawde; “but we could never agree as to whose duty it was, we should have written
though,”

“But—but—I think You ought to have written, Charley Meltown, You see 've been
very anxious about wmy darling Maude.”

“It was very oruel, papa dear; but reaLLg 1 dioh mean to write, soon,”

“U'm very glad of that,” satd Lord Barmouth; “for really, Maude, my darling, you
have frightened wee so. t shall have a horrible fit of the gout after this,”

“Never mind, dad; stop and have it here, and Maudey and t will nurse you—won't
we, oldl girl?” cried Tom, “For gout at home just now would be awful, Oh!” he
shrieked, once wmore going off into convulsions, “won't the olol girl be mad!”

Table of Contents




“Yes, my dears,” said Lord Barmouth, shaking away very heartily at Charley
Meltow's hands, “Um afraid she'll be very cross, But do You know, | fancy 've
caught a bit o’ cold.”

“Never mind, father, we're going to catch it hot,” satol Towm.
“Yes, my boy; but—but [ feel a Little deaf, and my head is rather thick.”
“Never mind, old fellow, we've found her,”

“Yes, my boy, yes, we've founo her; but do You know [ feel rather confused and
puzzled, 1—t thought our Maude had gone off with that handsome Looking
scoundrel who playjed the organ outside our house.”

“Wwell, sp she did,” cried Tom; “t see it all now, Here he is, dadl,”

“No, no, my boy; dow't be so foolish, t want to know why it’s Charley Melton, and
wot that ttalian fellow?”

“Why, governor, can't You see through it?”

“No, my boy, tt's all a puzzle to me,”

“Nownsense, dad, Charley wmade a postiman of that organ-grinder. Now do you twig?”
‘And—and a post-office of the organ? | think | am beginning to see.”

“What was 1 tb do?” satd the young husband, appealingly. “t had beew abroad, and
tried to forget her, but it was of no use. t was forbidoen the house, and at last |
learned that this wmarringe was to come off. t dared not triust the servants, so |
practised this ruse, But there, it's all over now, You forgive me, siv, do You not?”

“Well, yes, my boy,” satd Lord Barmouth, who was sitting fondling his daughter’s
hand, “1 think You are quite right,  should have done the same, for t was a devil of
—Don't fldget, Maude, my darling. ULl talk her Ladyship round,”

“she’d rather it had been the organ-grinder,” choked and coughed Viscount Diphoos,
while his sister, blushing and happy, kept shaking her finger at his mirthful face,

“But | will talk her round,” sald Lovd Barmouth, vather pompousty, to the infinite
risk of sending his son once more off into convulsions.

“But t say, Charley,” eried Tom, who Rept showing his delight by slapping his
brother-tn-law ow the back; “t want to know one thing though; did the signore come
that night to fetch Mawde, and leave his orgawn tn the area?”

“No, of course not,” cried Charley, eagerly; “t bought the organ, and came myself.”
“With the organ?”
“For this time owL(Lj on any stage.”
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“AS theg say in the pla g-biLLs,” eried Towm, “Hoora y

AL that moment the door was tried, and thew shaken by her Ladyship, who had been
waiting till the first part of the storm was over, after which she ascenden with
Tryphie, whose face wore a peculiarly mocking Look as she stood behind her aunt.

“Open this door,” cried Ladg Barmouth,
A dead stlence fell upon the group,
“Oh, papal” cried Maude,

“Yes, my dear,” satd his lordship, looking round for a way of escape. “I—I—1 think
it is her Ladyship,”

“Not much doubt about it,” said Tom, “Now, Oharteg, old chap, take your header andl
get out of Your misery,”

“Yes,” said Chartey, “t suppose | must get it over.”

“Open this door!” eried Lady Barmouth, shaking it furiously,
“It tsn't a hanging wmatter,” satol Tom, laughing,

“No,” satd Charley, rather uneasily, “it isw't a hanging wmatter.”
“And her ladyship cant undo it.”

“No,” saidl Charley firmly, as he crossed the room. to where the door was being
shaken violently, “her ladyship cannot undo it.”

“Would—would You Like to take hold of my hand, Maudey, wmy dear?” said Lord
Barmouth in a faltering voice.

“Yes, papa, dear; and You will intercede for my dear husband,” satd the young wife,
clinging to him affectionately,

“twill, my dear, 1 will, t feel as brave as a lion now, (—l—oh, here she is,”

“what is the meaning of all this?” eried her Ladyship, staring round at the scene, as
Tryphie rushed at Maude, kissed her, and thew at Charley Melton, and jumped up
andl kisseo him,

“l always fancied that’s how it was,” she whispered.

“what's the meaning of it2” eried Tom. “Why, we've found them, Here, allow me to
take round the hat for the coppers; or will you do it now, Maude?”

“ vepeat,” cried Lady Barmouth, “what is the meaning of this? Mr Melton, what are
you doing herez”

“Asking your ladyship’s pardon for myself and wmy dear wife,” said Charley,
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taking Maude’s hand,

“wife? Then! You! Oh, Maude, you wicked, wicked girl!”

“But, my dear,” satd Lord Barmouth.

“Stlence!” cried her Ladyship, “Maude, You have utterly broken my heart, and—"

“Don't You believe it, Maudey,” said Tom, grinning. “she’s only saying that to
keep up appearances.”

“Tom!”

“All right! but you know Yyou are, There, Charley, old boy, kiss Your dear mother,
Come, gov'nor, say Bless you, my childrent”

“certaivuvg, my dear bog,” satd the old man, earnestly, “Bless You indeed, my dear
children, Charley Meltown, You can't tell how glad 1 am, my boy.”

“®armouth!”

“Yes, my love, but | can't help it, 1 do feel very glad; but oh, You young dog, to come
playing us a trick like that!”

“Barmouth!”

“There, hang it all, mother,” cried Towm, “what’s the good of holding out. You've
behaved very nicely, but, as we say in refined ciroles—1 mean rings—it’s quite thme
you threw up the sponge.”

“Mamma, dear, t would sooner have died than marry Sir Grantley.”
“‘Such a cruel ruse,” sobbed her Ladyship, tn hystero-tragic tones, “Maude! Maude!”

“Don't blame her, dearest mother,” satol Tom, in mock-heroie styjle, “it was the
troubadour, I trovatore! and his playing was magnificent, it would have wown the
heart of a female satnk, or chavmed a nun from her cell, Let alone our Maudle,”
“ustine, my drops, my drops,”

“She caves tn! Charley, old chap, Yyou may Riss her now,” cried Tom, “she won't bite.
There, take him to your heart, old Lady); and t say, mamma, some day if you do
faint, Charley could carry you to a sofa: Grantley Wilters would have doubled wp
like a two-foot rule.”

“l oan. never show my face tn soctety again,” sald her Ladyship, “never, Mr Melton.”

“What!” eried Tom, who grinmed with delight as he saw his wother seated upon a
couch between Charley and Maude, “what? why, it'll be no end of a game, tt's all
right, Maudey; you've won,”

“Ah,” sighed her ladyship, “let justine bring my drops,”
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“Drops be hangeo! Champagne,” eried Tom, “Here, ring the bell, gov'wor; wo table-
dA'hote to-day, mamma’s going to order a wedding dinner—a screamer,”

“No, wo, Tom!”

“Yes, Yes, my dear mother.”

Her Ladyship sighed, smiled, ordered the dinner, and Lord Barmouth rubbed his Leg.
“Tom, my boy,” he whispered, “you really are a wonder.”

‘A1, gov'nor? Thew You tell Tryphie so, and back wme up, for | mean, as the old
song says, ‘to marry she,”

“Do You, my bog?”
“Yes, gov'nor, Do You consent?”
‘Oertaing, my dear bog, certaiwl,g, whew is it to be?”

“Barmouth,” said her Ladyship in her deep contralto, “would yYou be kind enough to
ring for Justine?”

Chapter Thirty One,

Towm p’wles a Bowne,

“Stop a mowment,” satd Towm, who had slipped out and i,wterccpteal the Fremeh maid in
the corridor, “Here, I'Ve got a bone to pick with You,”

“No, wo, Milor Thomas, nevatre now,” cried justine, “pas de petites soupers, | am
engage.”

“Bngaged, are You? What, to be marvieo?”

“Yes, milov, to be marvied,”

“Then good Luck to You, ma'amselle, But | say, You are a nice one, You are.”

“I do You not understand, sir.”

“Not understand?” cried Tom, catching her by the wrist. “Nowne of your nonsense.
Come now, You were tn the seoret.”

“Str, 1 will never dividge the secret of her Ladyship; no, not even to wmilor.”

“Get out!”

“You Loose my arm, wiilor, Her ladyship watt for me.”

“‘So do t,” satd Tom, “Hang her ladyship’s hatr-dye and all her other secrets; t mean
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about the organ—mMr Melton, Ah, You're a nice one, Justine,”

“Milor, you think I know about that tair-rible affaire?” cried Justine very Frenchly,
“Yes, and so you did.”

“Faith of a woman, siy; it is not ter-r-rue,” eried Justine, excitedly.

‘Gammon! Come, Justine, the game’s up, and [ know You were at the bottom. of it
all.”

“Non—non—non—unon—umnon—unon,” cried justine, shaking her head quite
dangerously,

“Oul—opui—oui—oui—oul,” sato Tom., “Now come, confess,”

“And You go tell her ladyship, You bad, weeked Lib man,”

“Not I, U'm only too glad things have turned out so right.”

“You deed wot Like Sir Viltaire?”

“Like him!”

“You will not tell her ladyship, | confess,” said Justine in a mysterious, whisper,
“You will not what you English call ze peach.”

“Peach? not 1, old girl. Come, You did know?”

Justine screwed up her eyes, and wmade her mouth a tight Line as she laughed
silently,

“Then You put Mr Melton up to the dodge?”

“Parole d'honneur, no, Milor Tom, Ze plot was hateh by Monsieur Shairlie himself, |
say woding about ze hatr come out,” she added to herself,

“well, all t can say Ls, that Charley Melton was a plucky one, And You knew this
all the time?”

“Yes, milor,”

“You're a deep one, Justine,”

“I love ze secvet, monsteur, and | cannot bear to see Miladi Maude soffaire,”

“So You helped, eh?”

“Faith of a womawn, no, sare; t only Look on, and see and say noding at all.”
“BY George, Justine, You've been a trump! and Ull give you a ring for this.”

“Thewn give me dat one now, sare,” said justine, sharply, as she pointed to the signet
on Tow's finger,
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“But that's too big and ugly for you, my givl, it is a gentleman’s ring,”
“Ma fot, Milor Thomas, do | not tell you 1 have a gentleman?”
“Thew You're going to marry old waxworks.”

“No, no, sare, 1 9o to be Madame Launay whew we veturn; and tf Milor Tom do
require my help—a thank You, ze ring is charmant—you shall say to wme, Justine,
her ladyship go to marry Lla belle Ma’awmselle Tryphie to Sir Viltaire,’ [ am at Your
satrvice, for t am the guardian of her ladyship’s secret, but vive Lamour.”

“Vive l'amour, Justine,” cried Tom, giving her a Riss.
“Bad, weeked Lil mans, But  forgive You, t go to her ladyship, 4w revoir,”

“Charley, old fellow,” satd Viscount Biphoos before they parted for the night, “hang
me if  don't stick to that organ, and have it on a stand in my room; and so long as
L am at howe, every time the old girl gets in one of her tantrums, ULl go and turn
the handle till she comes and makes a truce,”

Viscount Diphoos did not kep his word about that organ, being at the time tn
profound ignorance of the fact, that two days after he left town, and while the house
was still in a state of turmotl, an ttalian gentleman with very dark eyes, very
black beard, and a smile that reached from. one ear-ring to the other, called for the
organ that had beew left in the area; slinking down to the Ritchen door, and
wheedling the page a Little, That Young gentleman thought it rather fun to put the
strap over his shoulder, and carry the instrument to the door, whew it was borne off,
and, in truth, entirely forgotten by all concerned,

But on the return to town her Ladyship seemed to vecover her elasticity somewhat,
and Tom began to find that he was to have a fight Yyet to win his game,

“Seewms precious havd,” he sald, “and perhaps t shall have to make my plans, but no
organ, thank you—the accordion, white mice, or guinea pigs would be more in my
line,”

Just in the worst time of his trouble he called upon Monsieur Hector one morning, to
have his weary brain relieved by a course of hatr-cutting, and the refreshing
shampoo.

Mownsteur Hector was delicacy ttself in his manipulations, and as delicate tn his
diplomacy,

“Ad bah!” he satd, ‘what s cutting and shaving and dressing the hair? it is not by
them that tmust Live and save for ma chére justine, wWhy was tnot in the bureaw of

the police? | am a great student of Life—a very receptacle for the secrets of the
aristocracy),”
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“Monsteur suffers,” he said, softly, as he held Tom's head, Lathered all over with
soap; “I am troubled to see monsieur Look in such bad heatth,”

“®other!” satd Tom.

Monsteur Hector waited a few moments until the shampooing shoulo begin to
soften down sowe of the hard erystals of brain trouble from which Tom was
suffering, and thew he tried again,

“I trust wilady recovers herself from the dreadful shock.”

Towm screwed his soapy head round, to stare in the bland, waruffled countenance of
Mownsteur Hector, who bowed, and gently returned his client’s head to its proper
position,

“What the deuce do You know about my lady's shock?” growled Tom.

“Monsieur forgets that | am the confidential attendant of the family,” said
Mownsteur Hector with dignity,

“So L did, and of Maodlemoiselle Justine too, But | simell a vat, You hatch plots here,”
“Aha, monsteur Rnows?”

“Yes,” said Tom, “1 Rnow. Could You manage me an orgaw if | wanted to go to play
to a lady—say in Portland Place?”

Monsteur Hector smiled and tripped to a drawer, out of which he took a black wig
and full beard to match.

“tf monsteur will entrust himself to my care, t will tn ten minutes change his
complexion andl his appearance so that her Ladyship should not know him,”

“And find wme an organ?”

“A thousand, tf monsteur wishes,” satd the Frenchman, “t am at his service whewn he
say.”

“Thew give me a clean towel;” said Tom, “my Left ear Ls bunged up with soap,

“lL come Uf ever L want Your help,” he added as he van a covered finger through the
intricate mazes of his ear.

“l am tb monsteur,” satd the Frenchman, bowing.

But Towm had no occasion to proceed to mustcal extremities, for as thme went on, and
no suitable mateh offered ttself for Tryphte, her ladyship gave way,

“l never could have believed tt, Towm, my boy,” said his lordship one night at the club,
“You always do get the better of her Ladyship. This s a doosed nice glass of port,”

“Yes, gov'nor, have another,”
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“Bh? well, [ will just one, Towm, in honour of Your wedding, Tom, and—damn the
gout, eh?”

“To be sure, gov'wor.”

“Bless Little Tryphie,” continued the old man; “she never had wuch money, but she
lent we all she had when t was short, and she’s down for a thousand times as much
bn my will, Her ladyship can't touch that; and—"

Just then an organ sounded in the square, ana his lordship stopped his ears.

“No, wo, gov'wor, it’s only music, and t Like that, Here's Maude,” he said, filling his
glass, “‘and may she never be more mad,”

“Yes, vy dear boy, our darling Mause!”

“And never,” continued the viscount, “fino a worse strait waistcoat than her
husband’s arms,”
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EXOBY‘Pt From...
A Very Merry Chase

Awn Old-Fashioned Regency Romance
when sabrina's angry diatribe finally wound to a breathless close, the giant
highwayman laughed out Loud before slowly, exaggeratedly applanding her
most unladylike display of temper. “Tsk, Tsk, My dear, And here | believed

myself tn the company of a fine lady—showing you atl the courtesy due to
one in Your supposedly elevated station.”

"Bloody hell, you did." she replied, attempting to land another stinging slap,

At this point, Lady Bethany, shocked absolutely to the core of her gentle soul,
could take wo more and swooned tleadl away.

He polntedt this out with no Little enjoyment. "Now, my fine Lady, Look what
yow've done. You should be ashameo?”

Sabring, not in the least contrite, began to call down curses on not only the
man himself; but on all of his ancestors past and his descendants yet to be
borwn,

"My dear, that really is quite enough, if You persist in acting like a strumpet,
then, [ fear, as a strumpet You shall be treated.”

She gasped alowd and jerieed away); but he was lighting fast and inside the
coach with one foot even before he finishen speaking, He laughed as he swept

her firmly into his arms and out tnto the moonlit night,

Andl thus begins the chase,..,

joisioikoikioiioi ook icioloiioioloiokeiookeiocokolok ook
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About A very Merry Chase

Brewton, Lovd Branderly, Ninth Duke of Brensted--tall, broad-shouldered,
larger thaw life--a glant of a man with a dark past and a brighter vision
for the future. Tragically orphaned at a young age--abandoned by fate to
the jealous rage of a drunken guardian-—-he endured years of verbal and
physical abuse before confronting his tormentor and setting out alone--
haroly wore thaw a lad--determined to conquer the world on his own terms,

Twenty years Later he returns—-world traveled, wildly successful and in
possession of a immense fortune whose origins are subject to hushed whispers
and backroom speculation. Now, the last of his noble line-—-ancestral estates
restoredt to thelr former glory--only one true desive remains....

The Right Honorable Lady sabrina st. Claty, an wcomparable--eight years
the toast of London--fiercely independent, uniquely beautiful, uncommonly
wealthy, titled in her own right.. the fabulous Lady Bria Ls all this and more;
but very soon something new will take precedence and all will be changed--at
least tn the unforgiving eyes of the haut ton. "It is of no great Lmportance.”
she langhingly proclaims to any so genuinely concerned--or curlousty
vulgar--as to broach the subject; but still the inescapable fact remains that
she s but a few weeks shy of becoming an object of pity and subject to such
unflattering appellations as spinster, antidote, old waid and ape-Leader,

Suddenly, she faces an uncertain future, complicated by the mysterious
disappearance of her beloven brother, the unwanten attentions of a gazetteo
fortune hunter, the tragic loss of her first tove, and....

Determined Lovdl and Reluctant Lady--each proud and indomitable, each
haunted by demons past and present—-a match madle in heavew or hell? They
clash one fateful night at the stroke of midnight, on the infamous Finchley
Common, against a devilish backdrop of barking trons, highway robbery and
a single stolen kiss,.,, Would thelr Lives ever again, be the same?

Set in earty 19th century Regency Bngland, A Very Merry Chase s a
comedy of both manners and ervors that boasts empire fashions, dashing
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characters, verbal sparring watches and witty repartee mingled with just
a hint of mystery, danger and intrigue. Harking back tn style to the
heyday of Georgette Heyer and Barbara Cartland, this simple tale has
wetther marawding zombies, nor bloodsucking vampires to recommend it--
featuring instend, olo-fashioned romantic charm blended with the merest
hint of modern day spice,

Amusing and Lively--the perfect evening's entertainment for the wistful,

workaholic baby boower who Lusts after the simple Luxury of a few peaceful
hours to tndulge in the quiet pleasure of a traditional Regency Romance.

A Very
Mm*g; Clnasz

1 ‘szgfzneg ‘Romancz

_ BY—
TERESA THOMAS BOHANNON

Table of Contents




This Complimentary Ebook
Provided From The Public Domain Sources By

Teresa Thomas Bohannon
Author Of

The Original Regency Romance

X Dery Merry Chase

Available Via Amazon for the Kindle
And Barnes & Noble for the Nook And Other Epub Readers

I s P P P P P P P

For Other Complimentary

Regency Romance Era Ebooks From Our Regency Bookshelf

Visit Us At

LaSv SR et

Table of Contents



http://www.ladysilk.net/
http://goo.gl/WiaY
http://goo.gl/QC2A
http://goo.gl/QC2A

	A High Family.
	No Cards.
	Down in the Country—The Angel.
	Cloudy.
	Back in Town—the Demon.
	Not at Home.
	Down Below.
	Family Matters.
	Love me, Love my Dog.
	Love’s Messengers.
	The Exile.
	La Belle Alliance.
	Sir Grantley is Agitated.
	Lady Maude’s Hair comes off.
	Lady Barmouth receives Information.
	Music hath Charms.
	Lady Barmouth puts down her foot.
	The Chance looks bad.
	Tom and the Tartar.
	Tom Expresses his Opinion.
	Sad Proceedings.
	Lady Maude goes Mad.
	Tom Diphoos stays out Late.
	Tom assumes Command.
	In Pursuit.
	On the Track.
	An Encounter.
	The Reinforcement.
	On the Brink.
	Light on the Scene.
	Tom picks a Bone.

