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« THOU FOOL, THIS NIGHT.”

The farmer smiled (o see hisbarsting barns, |
His fields yot ripening in the summer s |

|
{

sun, ;
And eried. with pride apswelling from his

heart,
“ Lo, what the toll of my two hands hath
‘ann' :" 5
A sweet voice whispered from the rusiiing
wheat—
‘To God, who giveth increase, praise is

meet.”
s There 13 not room within those little sheds
To store from loss and theft my yellow

graiu;
80 I will build me greater that I may

Rejolee and cheer my soul with this my
in.”

still pl that angsl whisper, low and

i 10 e poor who have no food to eat.”

‘ Cense troublingme! Why should I not be

giad?
For hard hath been my toil, and long the
ife; .
MNow will 1 !:;'.)-_:1\ and fill my heart _\\'Hh_iu.\'.
And live right merrily the rest of lile
40 4 o1 whispered with a sigh,
yu, this very night, shalt
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BY WILKIE COLLINS,

CHAPTER V.

{1 BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM,

Under the roof of a widowed mother
Miss Mowlem lived humbly &t St
Swithin's-on-Sea. In the spring of the
year e sen hundred and forty-four
the hi Mis< Mowlem’s widowed
mothor was gladdened in the closing
vears of lite by a small legacy. Turn-
The over in her mind the various uses to

which tae money might be put, the dis-
ereot old lady finally decided on invest-
ingitin furniture, on fitting up the ftirst
floor and the second floor of her house
in the best + whid on hanging acaird
i the parlor window to inform the pub-
thatshe had furnished apartments to
By summer the apartinents
ready and the card was pat up. It

tast

e
"

vero
had hardly been exhibited a week be
fore a di ied personage in black ap-

the rooms, exprossed
fimself as satisfied with their appsar-
ance, and engaged them for a m wath
cortain for a newly married lady and
gentleman, who might be expecte 1 to
take possession in A tew days. The dig-
nified personage in black was (faptain
Treverton's servant, and the lady and

plied to look at

gontleman, who arrived in due time to
take possession, were Mr. and Mrs,
Frankland. ;

The wmaternal interest which Mrs.

Mowlem felt in her youthful first lodgers
was necessarily vivid in its nature; buc
it v itself compared to the
sentimental interest which her daughter
o manners and cus-

was apatay

took inobserving
toms of the lady and gentleman in thetr
capacity of bride and bridegroom. From

the moment when Mr, and Mrs, Frank
jand entered the house Miss Mowlem
ran to study them with all the ardor

be
wolar who attacks a

of an industrious se

new branch of knowledge, At every
spare mowment ot the day this indus-
:nrtH:nlll:ulnimli\‘- young lau een

pied herself n stealing up stairs to cul-
et observations, and in running down
«tairs to communicate them to her
mother, By the time the married coup-
le had been in the house a week, Miss
Mowlem had made such good use of her
oyes, oars, and nmmrluniliu- that she
could have writton a seven day’s diary
of the lives of Mr. and Mrs. Frankland
with the truth and minuteness of Mr.
Samuoel Popys himself.

Buat, learn as much as we way, the
longer wo live the more information
there is to 1equire. Seven days' patient
aceumulation of facts in connection with
the honeymoon had not placed Miss
Mowlem ~beyond the reach of farther
discoveries. ~ On the morning of the
oighth day, after bringing down the
breakfast tray, this observant spinster
stole up stairs again, ac wording to cus-
tomn, to drink at the spring ot knowledge
through the key hole channel of the
dpwing room door. After an absence
of five minutes she descended to the
Kitnhen, breathless with excitement, to
announce a fresh discovery in connec-
tion with Mr. and Mrs. Frankland to
har venerable wother.,

“ Whataver do you think she's doing
now ?" eried Miss Mowlem, with widely
opened eyes, and highly elevated hands.

* Nothing that's useful,” answered
Mrs, Mowlem, with sarcastic roadiness,

“ She's actually sitting on his knee!
Mother, did you eversit on father’s knee
when you were married ?"

“ Certainly not, my dear. When me
and your poor father married we were
neither of us flighty young people, and
we knew better.”

“She's got her head on his shoulder,”
procoedod  Miss Mowlem, more and
more ag tatedly, “and her arms round
his neck--bsth her arms, mother, as
tight as can bet

1 won't balieve it!” exclaimed Mrs,
Mowlem, indignantly. * A lady like her
with riches, and accomplishmeunts, and
all that, demean herselt like a house-
maid with w sweetheart! Don't tell me,
1 won't balieve it!"

It was true, though, for all that, There
were plenty of chairs in Mrs. Mowlem's
drawing room; there were three beau-
tifully bound books on Mrs, Mowlem's
Pembroke table (the Antiquities of St
Swithin's, Smallridge’s Sermons, and
Klopstoek's Messiah, in English prose)—
Mrs. Fraukland might bave sate on

prple morocco leather staffad with the
Lt\ut horse hair, might have informed
and soothed ber mind with archwologi-
oal diversions, with orthodox native
theology, and with devotional poetry of
foroign origin—and yet, so frivolous is
the nature of women, she was perverse
enough to prefer doing nothing, and

rohing herself uncomfortably on her
1usband's koee.

Sho sat for some time in the undig-
nified position which Miss Mowlem had
described with such graphic correct-
ness to her mother, thon drew back a
little, raised her hm&, and looked earn-
estly into the quiet, meditative face of
the blind man,

« Lenny, you are very silent this|

3 %
morning,” she said. “What are vou
thinking about? If you will tell me

0

all your thoughts, I will tell youall|
mine."” i
« Would you really ecare to hear all]

" asked Leonard,

% Yessall. I shall be jealous of any
thoughts that you keep to vourself,
Tell me what you were thinking gf just

my thoughts 4

had told you what I was thinking
about!”

“] can't help kissing you, Lenny,
when you talk of thp loss ot your sight.
Tell e, my r love, do I help to
make up for thatloss? Are you hap-
pier than you used to be? and have I
<ome share in making that happiness,
though it is ever so little 2V .

She turned her head away as she
spoke, but Leonard was too quick for

her. Hisinquiring fingers touched her
cheek. “Rosamond, you are erying.'
he said.

v ghe answered, with a sud-
den assumption of gayety. “No,” she
continued, after a moment’s pause; i |
will never deceive you, love, even in
the veriest trifle. My eyes serve for
both of us now, don’t they? you depend
onme for all that your touch failsto
tell you, and I must never be unworthy
of mv trust—must I? I did ery, Lenny
—but only a very little. I don’tknow
how it was, but I never, in all my life,
seemed to pity you and feel for you as I
did just at that m yment., Never mind,
I've done now. Gu uvu—do go on with
what you were going to say.”

“ 1 was going to say, Rosamond, that
I have observed one curiousthing about
myself since I lost my sight. I dreamn a
oreat deal, but I never dream of myselt
as a blind man. I often visitin my
dreams places that I saw,and peop'e
whom I knew when I had my sight.
and though I feel as much myselt, at
those visionary times, as I am now
when I am wide awake, I never by any
| chance feel blind. I wander about all
| corts of old walks in my sleep, and nev-
er grope my way. Italk to all sorts of
friends in my sleep, and see the expres-
sion in their faces which, waking, I shall
never see again. I have lost my sight
more than a year now, and yet it was
like the shock of a new discovery to me
to wake up last night from my dream,
and remember suddenly that I was
blind.”

« What dream was it, Lenny

“Only a dream of the place where 1
first met you when we were both child-
ren. Isaw the glen, as it was years ago,
with the great twisted roots of the troes
and the blackberry bushes twining
about them in a stitl, shadowed |
that came through thick feaves from i
rainy sky. I saw the mud on the walk
in. the middle of the glen, with the

narksof the cows’ hoots in sonia places
and the sharp cireles in ethers where
somes countrvwoman had been lately
tradgzing by on pattens. I saw the mud-
dv water running down on eitherside of
the patn after the shower; and [ saw
vou, Rosamond, a naughty girl, all cov-
ered with elay and wet—just a« you were
in the reality—soiling your bright blue
pelisse and your pretty little chubby
hands by making a dam to ston the
running water, and laughing at the
indignation of your nursemaid when
she tried to pull you away and take you
home. I saw all that, exactly as if real-
ly was in the by-gone time, but strange-
ly enongh I did not see myself as the
boy I then was. You were a littie girl,
anlthe elen was in its old neglected
state, and yet, though I was all in the
past so far, [ was in the present as re-
garded myself, Throughout the whole
dream I was uneas'ly consgious of being
a grown man—of being, in short, exact-
ly what I am now, excepting always
that I was not blind.”

“\Whata memory you must have love,
to be able to recall all those little cir-
cutnstances, after the years that have
yassed sinee that wet day in the glen!
How well you recollect what T was asa
¢hild! Do youremember in the same
vivid way what I looked like a year ago,
when you saw me—oh, Lenny, it almost
breaks my heart to think of it!—when
you saw me for the last time ?"

“PDo 1 rememder, Rosamond! My
look at your face has painted your por-
trait on my memory in colors that can
never change. I have many pictures in
my mind, but your picture is the cleur-
est and brightest of all.”’

“ And it the picture of meat my best
—painted in my vouth, dear, when my
face always confossing how I loved you,
though my lips said nothing. Thero is
some consolation in that thought. When
years have passed over us both, Lenny,
and when time begins to set his mark
on me, you will not say to yourself, ‘My
Rosamond is beginning to fade; she
grows less and less like what she was
when I married her.’ I shall nevergrow
old, love, for you! The bright young
picture in your mind will still be my
picture when my cheeks are wrinkled
and my hair is gray.”

“Still my picture—always the same,
grow as ofd as I may."”

“ But are you sure it is clear in every
part? Are there no doubtful lines, no
unfinished corners any where? I have
not altered yet, since you saw me—I am
just what I was a vear ago. Suppose I
asked,you what Iam like now, couid you
tell me without making a mistake?

“ Try me.”

«May 1? You shall be put through a
complete cathechism! I don’ttirs you
sitting on your Knee, do I? Waell in
the first place, how tall am [ when we
both stand up side by side?"”

“ You are just up to my ear.”

“ Quite right to begin with,
the next question. What does
look like in your portrait?

“ It is dark brown—there is
deal of it—and it grows rather
on your fore-head for the taste
peopla—""

“ Never mind about ‘some peonle/
does it grow to low for your taste ?”

“Certainly not. 1 like it to zrow low;
I like all chose little natural waves that
it makes against your forehead; I like
it taken back, as you wear it, in plain
bands which leave your ears and your
cheeks visible; and, above all things,
Ilike that big glossy knot that it makes
where it is all gathered up together at
the back of yonr head.”

“ Oh, Lanny, how well you remem-
ber me so far! No goalittle lower.”

A little lower is down to your eye-
brows. They are very nicely-shaped
eyebrows in my picture—"'

“ Yes, but they have a fault,
tell me what the fault is ?”

“They are not quite so strongly
marked as they might be.”

“ Right again! And my eyes?"”

“ Brown eves, large eyes, wakeful
eyes, that are always looking about
them, Eyes that can be very soft at
one time, and very bright at another.
Eyes tender and clear, just as the pres-
ent moment, but capable, on very slight
yrovocation, of opening rather too wide-
v and looking rather too briliantly re-
solute "’

“Mind you don't make them look so
now! What is there below the eyes?”

““A nose that is not quite big enough
to be in per proportion with them,
A nose that bas a slight tendency to

“Ierying,
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Now for
my hair

a groat

too low
of some

Come!

now! Ma?" y
« Not exactly of you."
“ More shame for you.
of meo in elght days? I bave !
af any body but you ever since we have |
boen here, - Ah! you laugh. Ob, Len.|
ny, I do love you 803 how can I.Um_xk
of any body but you? No!l shan’t Kiss
ou. I want to Kknow wast you wers
inking about first.”
«Of & dream, Rosamond, that I had
tast nicht, Eversinee the first days of
my biindoess— Why, 1 thouy you
were nob going to kiss me sgain tuil 1
L]

Are you tired |
not thought |

be—

“ Don't say the horrid English word !

Spare my feelings by putting it in
French, Say refromsse, and skip over
my nose 8s fast as possible.”

“ [ must stop at the mouth, then and |
own that it is as near perfection as possi- |
ble. The lips arelovely in shape, frosh |
in color, and irriesistible in expression. |
They smile in my portrait, and 1 am
sare they are smiling at me now.”

“ How could they do otherwise when |
they are getting so much praise?® My
vanity whispers to me that I had betier
stop the catechism here, If { talk about

my complexion, I shall only hear that it
is of the dusky sort ; and that there is

never red enough in it, except when I

am walking, or riding, or confused, or
angry. IfI risk a question about my
figure, I shall receive the dreadful an-
swer, ‘You are dangerously inclined to
be fat.’ IfI say, lﬁ)ew do I dress? 1
shall be told, not soberly enough; you
are as fond as a child of gay colors—No!
I will venture no more questions, But,
vanity apart, Lenuy, I am so glad, so
proud, so happy to find that you can
keep the image of me so clearly in your
mind. Ishall do my best to look and
dress like your last remembrance of me.
My love of loves! I will do you credit
—1 will try if I can’t make you envied
for your wife. You deserve a hundred
thousand kisses for saying your cate-
chism so well—and there they are !

While Mrs. Frankland was conferring
the reward of merit on her husband, the
sound of a faint, small counrteously-sig-
nificant cough, made itself timidly audi-
ble in a corner of the room. Turning
around instantly with the quickness
that characterized all her actions, Mrs,
Frankland, to her horror and indigna-
tion confronted Miss Molem standing just
inside the door with aletterin her hand,
and a blush of sent mental agitation on
her simpering face.

“ You wretch ! how dare you come 1n
without knocking at the door?” cried
Rosamond, starting to her feet with a
stamp, and passing in an instant from
the height of fondness to the height of
passion.

Miss Mowlem shook guiltily before the
bright angry eyes that looked through
and through her, turned very pale, held
out the letter apulogetically, and said,
injher meekesttones, that she very sorry.

“Sorry 1 exclaimed Rosamond, get
ting even more irritated vy the apology
than she had been by tLe intru-
sion, and showing it by another stamp ;
“who cares wether you are sorry or no?
I don’t want your sorrow—I wont have
it. I never was so insulted in my life—
never, you mean, prying, inquisitive
creature ?

“ Rosunond ! Rosamond ! pray
yourselt! internosed the
Mr. Frankla d

“ e av,dear, Leant help it! That
creatur+ would drive a saint mad. She
has been prying after us ever since we
have been here—you have, you ill-bred,
indelicate women !—I suspected it be
fore—I am certain of it now! Must we
lock our doors to keep you out?—we
wont lock our doors! Ietch the bili!
We give you warning. Mr. Frankland
gives you warning— don’t you. Lenny?
I'll pack up your things, dear; she
shan’t touch one of them. Go down
stairs and make out your bill, and give
your mother warning. Mr. Frankland
says he wont have his rooms burst into
and his doors listenad at by inquisitive
women—and I say so too. Put that let-
ter down on the table—unless you want
to open it and read it—put it down, yvou
audacious women, and fetch the bill,
and tell your mother we are going di-
rectly !”

At this dreadful threat, Miss Mowlem,
who was soft and timid, as well as cari-
ous, by nature, wrung her hands in de-
spair, and overflowed meeklyin a show-
er of tears. .

“Oh! good gracious Heavens above !”
cried Misa Mowlem, addressing herself
distractedly to the ceiling, “what will
mother say! whatever will become of
me now ! Oh, mam, I thought I knock-
ed—I did, indeed! Oh, mam! I humbly
beg pardon, and I’ll never intrude
again. Oh, mam! mother’'s a widow,
and this is the first time we have let the
lodgings, and the furniture’s swallowed
up all our money, and, oh, mam ! mam !
how I shall eatch itif you go!” Here
words failed Miss Mowlem, and_hyste-
rical sobs pathetically supplied their
place.

“ Rosamond!”’

don’t
forget quiet

voiea nt

said Mr. Frankland.
voice this time, as well as an accent of
remonstrance. Rosamond’s quick ear
caught the alteration in his tone. As she
iooked round at him, her color changed,
her head drooped a tittle, and her whole
expression altered on the instant. She
stole gently to her husband’s side with
softened, saddened eyes, and put her
lips caressingly close to his ear.

*Lenny,” she whispered,
made you angry with me ?”

“] ‘can’t be angry with you, Rosa-
mond,” was the quiet answer. ‘1 only
wish, love, that you conld have controll-
ed yourself a little sooner.”

“I am 80 sorry—so very, very sorry !"”
The fresh, soft lips came closer still to
his ear as they whispered these penitent
words; and the cunning little hand
crept up tremblingly round his neck
and began to play with bis hair. “So
sorry, and so ashamed of myself! Bu
it wus enough to make almost anybody
angry, just at first—wasn't it, dear?
And you will forgive me—won't you,
Lenny? If I promise never to behave
so badly again? Never mind that
wretched whimpering tool at the door,”
said Rosamond, undergoing a slight re-
japse as she looked round at Miss Mow-
lem. standing immovably repentamt
against the wall, with her face buried in
a dingy white pocket handkerchief.
“ I'1l make it up with her; I'll stop her
crying; I'll take her out of the room ;
I'ill do any thing in the world that's
kind to her, if you will only forgive
me."”’

“ A polite word or two isall that is
wanted—nothing more than a polite
word or two,” said Mr. Franklank, rath-
er coldly and constrainedly.

“ Don't cry any more, for goodness’
sake !" said Rosamond, wa King straight
up to Misd Mowlem, and pulling the
dingy white pocket haudkerchiet away
from her face without the least ceremo-
ny. “There! leave off, will you? Iam
very sorry I was in u passion—though
vou had no business to come in without
knocking—I mnever meant to distress
you, and I'll never say a hard word to
you again, if you will only knock at the
door for the future, and leave off crying
now. JDe leave off crying, you tiresome
creature ! We are not going away. We
don't want your mother, or the bill, or
any thing. Here! here's a present for
you, if you'll leave off crying. Here's
my neck ribbon—I saw you trying it on
yesterday alternoon, when 1 was lying
down on the bed room sofa, and you
thought I was asleep. Never mind;
I'm not angry about that. Take the
ribbon—take it as a peace offering, 1t

ou won't as a present. You shall take
t! No, I don't mean that—I mean,
please, take it! There, I've pinned it
on. And now, Shake hands and be
friends, and go up stairs and see how it
looks in the glass,” With these words,
Mrs. Frankland opened the door, ad-
ministered, under the pretense of a pat
on the shoulder, a humored shove
to the amazed and embarrassed Miss
Mowlem, closed the door again, and re-
sumed her place in a moment on her
husband’s knee,

“I've made it nE with bher, dear. I've
sont her away with my bright green rib-
bon, and it makes her look as yellow as
a guinea, and as ugly as—"" mond
stnpied.nnd looked anxiously into Mr.
Frankland's face. “Lenuy !” she said,
sadly, putting ber cheek against his,
“are yon angry with me stil]?”

“My love, 1 never was angry with
you. I nevercan be”

“1 will alwass keep my temper down
for the fature, Lenny I"

“have I

There was an accent of sorrow in his |

“T am sure you will, Rosamond. But | Trusting to send you the estimate in a few | :
e Wae have three weeks more to stay

never miud that,
your temper now,"”

“Of what, then?’ .

¢ Of the apology you made to Miss
Mowlem."”

“Did I not say enough? I'll call her
back if you like—I'll makeanother pen-
itent speech—I'll do anything but kiss
her, I really can't do that—I can't kiss |
anybody now, but you.”

** My dear, dear love, how very much
like a child vou are still, in some of
your ways! Yousaid more than enough
to Miss anlem—?ar more. And if you
will pardon me for making the remark,
I think in your generosity and good na-
ture, you a little forgot yourself with
the young woman. I don't so much
allude to your giving her the ribbon—
though, perbaps, that might have been
done a little less familiarly—but, from
what I heard you say, 1 infer that you
actually went the lengtn of shaking
hands with her.”

“ Was that wroneg? 1 thonght it was
the kindest way of making it up.”

“ My dear, it is an excellent way of
making it up between equals, Butcon-
sider the difference between vourstation
in society and Miss Mawlem's.”

1 will try and considerit, if you wish
me, love. But I think 1 take after iy
father, who never troubles his head
(dear old man !)about differences of sta-
tion. Ican't help liking people who are
kind to me, without thinking whether
they are above my rank or below it;
ﬂn(lbwlmn I got cool, I must eonfess I
felt just as vexed with myself for fright-
ening and distressing that unlucky
Miss Mowlem, as if her station had been
equal to mine. I will try to think es
you do, Lenny; but I am very much
afraid that I have go!, without knowing
exactly how, to be what the newspapers
call a Radieal.”

“ My dear Rosamond! don’t talk of
yourself in that way, even in joke. You
ought to be the last person in the world
to confuse those distinctions in rank on
which the whole well-being of society
depends.”

“Does it really? And yet, dear, we
don't seem to have been created with
such very wide distinetions between us.
We bave all got the same number of
arms and legs; we are all hungry and
thirsty, and hot in the summer and cold
in the winter; we all laugh when wt
are pleased, and cry when we are dis
tressed ; and, surely, we have ail got
very much the ne feelings, whether
we are high or whether we are low. 1
could not kave loved you better, Lenny,
than I do now, if I had been a duchess,
or less than I do now, if [ had been a
servant-girl.”

* My love, you are not a servant girl.
And, as to what you say about a duch-
ess, let me remind you that you are not
so much below a duchess as you seem to
think Many a lady of high title can
not look on such a line of ancestors as
yours. Your father’s family, Rosamond,
is one of the oldest in England—even
my father’s family hardly dates back so
far; and we were landed gentry when
many a name in the Peerage was not
heard of. Itis redally almost laughably
absurb to hear you talking of yoursell
as a Radical.”

“1 won't talk of myself so again,
Lenne —only don't look so serious,  I'll
be aTory, dear, il you will give me a
kiss, and let me sit on your knee a little
longer.”

Mr. Frankland's gravity wa% not
proof against his wife’s chanze of politi-
cal principles, and the conditions which
she annexed to it. His face cleared up,
and he laughed almost as gayly as Rosa
mond herself.

% By-the-by,” said he, after an inter-
val of silence had given him time to coi-
lect his thoughts, “did I not hear you
tell Miss Mowlem to put a letter down
on the table? Is it a letter for you, or
for me?”

“Ah: [ forgot all about the letter,”
said Rosamond, running to the table.
“JIt 1s for you, Lenny—and, goodness
me! here’s the Porthgenna postmark
.on it.”

¢ It must be from the builder whom I
sent down to the old house about the
repairs. Lend me your eyes, love, and
let us hear what he says.”

Rosamoad opened the letter, drew a
stool to her husband’s feet, and, sitting
down with her arms on his knees, read
as follows*

TO LEONARD FRANKLAND, ESQ.

Sir—Agreeable to the instructions with
which you favored me, I have proceeded to
survey  Porthgenna Tower, with a view Lo
ascertaining what repairs the house in gen-
eral, and the north side of it in particular,
may stand in necd of.

\s regards the outsids, a little cleaning
and new-pointing is all that the building
wants. The walls and foun.ations secin
made to last forever. Such stiong, solid
work I never set eyes on before.

Inside the house, 1 can not report so fa-
vorably. The rooms inthe west front, hav-
ing been inhabited during the period of
captain Treverton'’soccupation, and having
been well looked after since, by the persons
left in charge of the house, are in toerably
sound condition. I should say two hundred
pounds wouid cover the expense of all re-
pairs in my line, which these room need.
L'his sum would not include the restoration
of the west staircase, which has given a lit-
tle in some places, and the banisters of
which are docllnlc-(lly insecure, from the first
to thesecond landing. Fromtwenty-five to
thiry pounds would suflice to set this all
right.

in th

e rooms on the north front, the state
of dilapidation, from top to botlem, is as
bad as can be. Krom all that I could ascer-
tain, nobody ever went near these rooms in
Captain Treverton’s time, or has ever enter-
od them since. 1he people who now keep
the house have a superstitious dread of
opening ""f of the north doors. in conse-
quence of the time that has elapsed since
any living being has pissed through lhvxl.
Nobody would volunteer to ncuompnnf' me
in my survey, and nobody could tell me
which keys fitted which room doors in any
part of the north side. I could find no plaa
eontaining the names or numbers of the

rooms ; nor, te my sorprise, were there any
labels uuac‘led separately tothe keys. They
were given to me, all hanging together on a
large ring, with an_ivory label to it which
was only marked, Keysof the Nnrlhhm)nm
I mkolfte liberty of mentioning these par

ticu'ars in order to account for my having,
as you might think, delayed my siay st

Porthgenna Tower longer than is needed, I

lost nearly a whole day in taking the keys
off the ring and fitting them at hazard 1o
the right doors. And I occupled come hours
of another day in marking each door with

a number on the outside, and putting a cor-
responding lebel to each key, before Ire

placed it on the ring. in order ln(rwwm the
possibility of future errors and delays.

As I hope to furnish you, in a few days,
with & detailed estimate of the repairs need-
ed in the north part of the house, from base-
ment to roof, I need snly say here ihat they
will occupy some time, and will be of the
most extensive pature, The beamsof the
stalicase and the flooring of the first story
bave got the dry rot. The damp in some
rooms, and the rats in others, have almost
destroyed the walnscoatings. Four of the
mantie pleces have given out from the
walls, and all the ceilings arecither stained,
cracked, or reeled away in large patches,
The ﬂooﬂmil in general, in a better condi-
tion than 1 :c’i anticipated ; but the shut-
ters and window-sashes are so warped as to
be useless. It is only falrto acknowledge
that the expense of setting all these things
to rights—that ie to say, of making the
rooms safe and habitable, and of Kulllng
them in propsr copdition for the upholster-
er—will fw considerable. I would respect-
fally sugest, in the event of your fesling |
any surpriseor dissatisfact fon altheamount |
of my present estimate, that you should
pame a friend in whom you plaece confi-
denee fo go over 1he north rooms with me,
keeping my estimate in his hand. T will
undertake to prove, if needful, the necessily |
of each separate repair, and the justice of
each separate charge for the same, to the
satisfaction of any competent and impartial

| person whom you may please to select.

Tam not thinking of | ¢

I remain, Sir, your humble servant,
HOMAS HOLLOCK.

‘* A very honest, straightforward let-

ter,” said Mr. Frankland.

*I wish he had sent the estimate with

| here, Rosamond."”

*Yes; and then we must go back to

| Long Beckley. I promised best and big-
| gest of men, the vicar, that we should
| pay our first visit to him. He is sure

it,” said Rosamond. **Why could not | notto let us off under three weeks or a

the provoking man tell us as once in
round numbers what the repairs will |
really cost ?” |

* I suspect, my dear, he was afraid of
shocking us, if he mentioned the amount |
in round numbers.” i

“That horrid money! It is always |
getting in one’s way and upsetting one's |
plaus. If we haven’t got enough, let us |
goand vorrow of somebody who has.
Do you mean to dispateh a friend to |
Porthgenna to go over the house with |
Mr. Horlock ? if you do,I know who I |
wish you would send.” %

“Who?” {

- Me, 1f you please—under your escort,
of course. Don't laugh, Lenny. I
would be very sharp with Mr. Horlo:k :
I weuld object to every one of his chary
es, and beat him down without mer
I once saw a surveyor go over s house,
and I know exactly what to do. You
stamp on the floor, aud knock at the
walls, and scrape at the brickwork, and
look up all the chimneys and out all
the windows—sometimes you make
notes in a little book, sometimes you
messure with a foot-rule, sometimes
vou sit down all of a sudden and think
profoundlyv—and the end of it is that
you say the house will do very well in-
deed, it the tenant will pull out his purse
and put itin proper repair.”

“ Well dope, Rosamond! You have
one more accomplishment than I knew
of; and I suppose I have no choice now
but to give you an opportunity of dis-
playing it. ~If you don’t object, my dear,
to being associated with a professional
assistant in the important business cf
cuecking Mr. Horlock's estimate, |
don’t object to paying a short visit to
Porthgzenna whenever you please—es-
preially now I know that the west rooms
are still habitable.”

“ Oh, how kind of you! how pleased 1
shall be! how I shall enjoy seeing the
old place again betore it is altered! 1
wus only rdve yeéurs old, Lenny, when
we left Porthgenna, and I am so anxious
to see what ['can remember of it, after
suich a long, long absence as mine. Do
you kuow, I never saw any thing of that
rninous north side of the house—and 1
do so dote on old rooms? We will go
all through them, Lenny. You shall
have hold of my hand, and look with my
eyes, aud make as many discoveries as
['do. 1 prophesy that we shall see
chosts and find treasures, and  he
mysterious, noises—and oh Heavens !
what clouds of dust we shall have to go
through—Pouf! the very anticipation of
them chokes me already!”

¢ Now we are on the suuject of Porth-
senna, Rosamond, let us be serious for
one moment. It isclear tome that these
repairs of the north rooms will cos: a
large sum of mwoney. Now, wmy love,
I consider no sum of money misspent’
however large it may be, if it procares
you pleasure. Iam with you heart and
soul—"

He pansed. Hjs wife's caressing arms
wore twining round kis neck again, and
her cheek was | id ge1 tly against his,
“Go on, Lenny,” she saia, with such an
accent of tenderness in the uiterance of
those taree simp e words, that hisspzech
failed him for the moment, and ull his
sensations seemed absorbed in the one
laxury of listeniog. “Rosamond,” he
whispered, “there is no music in the
world that touches me as your voice
touches m> now ! I feel it ali throuzh
me, as I used sometime to fesl the sky
at night, in the time when I could ses.”
As he spoke, the caressing arms tighted
ed round his neck, and the fervent lips
soitly took the place which the cheek
bad “occupied. ‘'Goon, Lenny,” they
repeated bappily as well as tenderly
now. *“you said you were with mnie,
heart and soul. With me in what. ?

“In your project, love, for indacing
your father to retire from his protession
after this last cruise, and in your hope
of prevailing on him to pass the evening
of his days happily with us at Porth-
genna. It the money spent in restoring
the north rooms, <o that we may all
live in them for the future, does indeed
so alter the look of the place to his eyes
as to dissipate his old sorrowful associa-
tions with it, and to make his living
there again a pleasure instead of a pain
to him, I shall regard it as money well
laid out. But, Rosamond, are you sure
ofthe success of your plan before we
undertake it? Have you dropped any
hint of the Porthgenna project to your
father?”’

“1 told him, Lenny, that I should
never be quite comfortable unless he
left the sea,and came to live with us—
and he said he would. I did not men-
tion a word about Porthgenna—nor did
he—but he knows that we shall live
there when we are settled, and he made
no conditions when we promised that
our home should be his home.”

% Is the loss of your mother the only
sad association he has with the place 34

“Not quite. There is another asso-
ciation, which has never been mentioned,
but which I may tell you, because there
are no secrets between us. My mother
had a favorite maid who lived with her
from the time of her marriage,
and who was, accidentally, the only
person present in her room when she
died. I just remember this wownan, in
4 dim childish way, as being odd in her
look and manner, and no great favor-
rite with any body in the house but her
mistress. Well, on the morniog of my
mother's death, she disappeared from
the house in the strangest way, leaving
behind ner a most singular and myster-
ious letter to my father, asserting that
in my mother's dying moments a secret
had been confided to her which she was
charged to divulge to her master when
her her mistress was no more ; and ad-
ding that she was afraid to mention this
secret, and that, toavoid being question-
ed about it, she had resolved on leav-
ing the house forever. She had been
gone some hours when the letter was
opened—and she has never been seen or
heard of since that time. This circum-
stance seemed to make as strong an im-
pression on my father's mind as the
shock of my mother’'s death. Our
neighbors and servants all thought (as I
think) that the woman was mad; but
he neyer agreed with them, and I know
that he has neither destroyed nor forgot-
ten the letter from that time to this.”

“ A strange event, Rosamond, a very
strange event. Idon't wonder it has
made a lasting impression on him.

“ Depend upon it, Lenny, the servants
and the neighbors were right—the
woman was mad. Any way, however,
it was certainly a singular event in our
family. All old houses have their ro-
mance—and that is the romance of our
house, But years and years bave
ed since then ; and what with time, and
what with the changes we are going to
make, T have no fear that my dear,
father will spoil our plans. Give him a

new north garden at Portbgenna, where |
ke can walk the decks, as I call it, gnd |
give bim new north rooms to live in, |
and I will answer for the resuit, But
all this is in the future; let us back |

to the present time. When shall we pay |
our flying visit to Porthgenna, Lenny,
and pinnge into the important business
of ehecking Mr. Horlock™s estimate for
the repairs ?' |

| most  hopeless of all

month.” .
‘‘ In that case, then, we had better say
two months hence for the visit to

Porthgenna. Is your writing-cass in
the room, Rosamond 2"

“ Yes; close by us, on tha table.”

‘“ Write to Mr. Horlock then, love—
and appeint a meeting in two months’
time at the oid house, Tell him also, as
we must not trust ourselves on unsafe
stairs—especially considering how de-
pendent I am on banisters—to have the
west staircase repaired immediately.
And, while you have the pen in your
hand, perbaps it may save trouble if
you write asecond note to the house-
keeper at Porthgenna, to tell her when
she inay expect us."

Rosamond sat down gaily at the table
and dipped her pen in the ink with &

| little flourish of triumph.

“ In two months,” she exclaimed, joy-
fully, ‘I shall see the dear old place
again! In two months, Lenny, our pro-
fane feet will be raising the dust in the
solitudes of the North Rooms."”

CHAPTER VI
TIMON OF LONDON.

Timon of Atheus retreated from an
ungratefu! world to a cavern by the sea-
shore-—~Timon of London took refuge
from hix species in a detached house at
Bayswater, Timon of Athens vented
his misanthropy in magnificent poetry
—Timon of London expressed his senti-
ments in  shabby prose. Timon of
Athens had the honor of being ecalled
“ My Lord"--Timon of London was only
addressed as “Mr. Treverton.” The one
point of resembance which it i3 possi-
ble to set against these points ot con-
trast between the two Timons consisted
in this: that their misanthropy was at
least, genuine. Both were incorrigible
haters of mankind.

From his childhood, Andrew Trever-
ton's character had presented those
strong distingunishing marks of good and
bad, jostling and contradicting each
other, which the language of the world
carelessly exprosses and contemptuously
sums up in the one word-—eccentric.
Thera is probably no better proof of the
accuracy of that definition ef man which
describes him as an imitative animal,
than is to be found in the fact that the
verdict of humanity is always against
any individual member of the species
who presumes to differ from the rest.
A man is oneof a flock, and his wool
must be of the general color. He must
drink when the rest drink, and graze
where the rest graze. When the others
are frightened by a dog, and scamper,
starting with the right leg, le must be
trightened by a dog, and scamper, start-
ing with the right iegalso. It heis not
frightened, or even if, being frightened,
he scampersand start-§out of step with
the rest, it is a prootat once that there
is something not right about him, Let
a man walk at noonday with perfect
composure of countenace and decency of
gait, with not the slightest appearance of
vacancy in his eyes or wildness in  his
manner, from one end of Oxford Street
to the other, without his hat, and let
every one ot the thousands of hat-wear-
ing people whom he passes be asked
separately what they thiuk ot him, how
many will abstain from deciding in-
stantly that he is mad, on no other evi-
dence than the evidence of his bare head
Nay, more: let him politely stop each
one of those passengers, and let bim ex-
plain in the plainest form of words, and
in the most inteliigible manner, that his
head feels more easy and comfortable
without a bat than with one, bow many
of his fellow-mortals who decided that
he was mad on first meeting him will
chauge their opinion when they part
from him, after hearing his explanation?
Inthe vast major ty of cases, the very
explanation itself would be accepted as
an excellent additional proof that thein-
tellect of the hatl-ss man was indisputa
bly deranged.

Starting ut the beginning of the march
of life out of step with the rest of the
mortal regiment, Andrew Treverton
paid the penalty of his irregularity from
his éarliest days. He was a phenomenon
in the nursery, a butt at school, and a
victim at college. The ignorant nurse-
maid reported him as a queer child ; the
learned schoolmaster genteelly varied
the phrase, and described him as an ec-
centric boy ; the college tutor, harping
on the same string, facetiously likened
his head to a roof, and said there was a
slate loose in it. When a slate is loose,
if nobody fixes itin time, it ends by
falling off. In the roof ofa house we
view that consequence as a necessary re-
sult of neglect; in the roof of a man's
head we are generally very much shock-
ed and surprisad by it.

Overlooked in some directions and
misdirected in others, Andrew’s un-
couth capacities for good tried helpless-
ly to shapethemselves. The better side
of his eccentricity took the form of
friendship. He became violently and
unintelliginly fond of one among his
school fellows—a boy, who treated him
with no especial consideration in the
play ground, and who gave him no par-
ticular help in the class. Nobody could
discover the smallest reason for it, but it
was nevertheless a notorious fact that
Andrew's pocket money was always at
this boy's service, that Andrew over and
over again took the blame and punish-
ment on his own shoulders which ought
to have fallen on the shouldersof his
friend. When, a few years afterward,
that friend went to college, the lad peti-
tioned to be seut to college too, and at-
tached himself there more closely than
ever to the strangely chosen comrade of
his school boy days. Such devotion as
this must have touched any man pos-
sessed of ordinary generosity of disposi-
tion, It made no impression whatever
on the inherently base nature of An-
drew’s friend. After three years of in-
tercourse at college—intercourse which
was all selfishness on one side and all
self-saorifice on the other—the end
came, and the light was let in cruelly on
Andrew’s eyes. When his purse grew
Jight in his friend’s hand, and when his
acceptances were most numerc us on his
friend’s bills, the brother of his honest
affection, the hero of his simple admira-
tion, abandoned him to embarrassment,
to ridicule, and to solitude, without the
faintest affectation of penitence—with-
nutl s0 much, even,as a word of fare-
well,

He returned to his father's house, a
soured man at the outset of life—return-
ed to be upbraided for the debts that he
had contracted to serve the man who
had heartlessly outraged and shameless-
ly cheated him. Ho left bome in dis-
grace, to travel, on a small allowance.
The travels were protracted, and they
ended, as such travels often do, in sot-
tled expatriation, The life he led, the
company he kept, during his long resi-
denee abroad, did bim permanent and
fata! harm. When he at last returned
to England, he presented himself in the
characters—the
character of a man who believes in
nothing. At this period of his life, his
one chanee for the future lay in the good
re<ults which his brother's intluence
over him might have produced, The

{Continued on Third page.)




