T

IN his acceptance of Sidwell’s reply, Peak did not care
to ask himself whether the delay of its arrival had any
meaning one way or another. Decency would bardly
have permitted her to answer such a letter by return
of post ; of course she waited a day or so.

But the interval meant more than this.

Sylvia Moorhouse was staying with her friend. The
death of Mrs. Moorhouse, and the marriage of the
mathematical brother, had left Sylvia homeless, though
not in any distressing sense; her inclination was to
wander for a year or two, and she remained in England
only until the needful arrangements could be con-
cluded.

 You had better come with me,” she said to Sidwell, as
they walked together on the lawn after luncheon.

The other shook her head.

‘ Indeed, you had better.—What are you doing here ?
What are you going to make of your life 2’

- ‘I don’t know.’
‘ Precisely. Yet one ought to live on some kind of
plan. I think it is time you got away from Exeter ; it
- seems to me you are finding its atmosphere morbific.’
~ Sidwell laughed at the allusion.
e “ You know,’ she said, ‘ that the reverend gentleman is
shortly to be married ?’

“Oh yes, I have heard all about it. But is he for-
saking the Church ?’

¢ Retiring only for a time, they say.’
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‘ Forgive the question, Sidwell—did he honour you
with a proposal ?’

‘ Indeed, no !’

‘ Some one told me it was imminent, not long ago.’

‘ Quite a mistake,” Sidwell answered, with her grave
smile. ‘ Mr. Chilvers had a singular manner with women
in general. It was meant, perhaps, for subtle flattery ;
he may have thought it the most suitable return for the
female worship he was accustomed to receive.’

Mr. Warricombe was coming towards them. He
brought a new subject of conversation, and as they
talked the trio drew near to the gate which led into the
road. The afternoon postman was just entering; Mr.
Warricombe took from him two letters.

‘ One for you, Sylvia, and—one for you, Sidwell.’

A slight change in his voice caused Sidwell to look at
her father as he handed her the letter. In the same
moment she recognised the writing of the address. It
was Godwin Peak’s, and undoubtedly her father knew it.

With a momentary hesitation Mr. Warricombe con-
tinued his talk from the point at which he had broken
off, but he avoided his daughter’s look, and Sidwell was
too well aware of an uneasiness which had fallen upon
him. In a few minutes he brought the chat to an end,
and walked away towards the house.

Sidwell held her letter tightly. Conversation was no
longer possible for her ; she had a painful throbbing of
the heart, and felt that her face must be playing traitor.
Fortunately, Sylvia found it necessary to write a reply
to the missive she had received, and her companion was
soon at liberty to seek solitude.

For more than an hour she remained alone. How-
ever unemotional the contents of the letter, its arrival
would have perturbed her seriously, as in the two
previous instances; what she found on opening the
envelope threw her into so extreme an agitation that
it was long before she could subdue the anguish of
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disorder in all her senses. She had tried to believe
that Godwin Peak was henceforth powerless to affect
her in this way, write what he would. The romance
of her life was over ; time had brought the solution of
difficulties to which she looked forward; she recog-
nised the inevitable, as doubtless did Godwin also.
But all this was self-deception. The passionate letter
delighted as much as it tortured her ; in secret her heart
had desired this, though reason suppressed and denied
the hope. No longer need she remember with pangs
of shame the last letter she had written, and the cold
response ; once again things were as they should be—
the lover pleading before her—she with the control of
his fate. The injury to her pride was healed, and in
the thought that perforce she must answer with a final
‘ No,’ she found at first more of solace than of distress.

Subsidence of physical suffering allowed her to forget
this emotion, in its nature unavowable. She could think
of the news Godwin sent, could torment herself with
interpretations of Marcella Moxey’s behaviour, and view
in detail the circumstances which enabled Godwin to
urge a formal suit. Among her various thoughts there
recurred frequently a regret that this letter had not
reached her, like the other two, unobserved. Her father
had now learnt that she was in correspondence with the
disgraced man ; to keep silence would be to cause him
grave trouble ; yet how much better if fortune had only
once more favoured her, so that the story might have
remained her secret, from beginning to end.

For was not this the end ?——

At the usual time she went to the drawing-room, and
somehow succeeded in conversing as though nothing
had disturbed her. Mr. Warricombe was not seen till
dinner. When he came forth, Sidwell noticed his air of

eoccupation, and that he avoided addressing her.

he evening asked too much of her self-command ; she
again withdrew, and only came back when the household
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was ready for retiring. In bidding her father good-
night, she forced herself to meet his gaze ; he looked at
her with troubled inquiry, and she felt her cheek redden.

‘ Do yeu want to get rid of me ? * asked Sylvia, with
wonted frankness, when her friend drew near.

‘No. Let us go to the glass-house.’

Up there on the roof Sidwell often found a retreat
when her thoughts were troublesome. Fitfully, she had
resumed her water-colour drawing, but as a rule her
withdrawal to the glass-house was for reading or reverie,
Carrying a small lamp, she led the way before Sylvia,
and they sat down in the chairs which on one occasion
had been occupied by Buckland Warricombe and Peak.

The wind, rarely silent in this part of Devon, blew
boisterously from the south-west. A far-off whistle,
that of a train speeding up the valley on its way from
Plymouth, heightened the sense of retirement and
quietude always to be enjoyed at night here under the
stars.

‘ Have you been thinking over my suggestion ? ’ asked
Svlvia, when there had been silence awhile.

‘No,” was the murmured reply.

‘ Something has happened, I think.’

‘ Yes. I should like to tell you, Sylvia, but '———

i But ¥

‘I must tell you! T can’t keep it in my own mind,
and you are the only one’

Sylvia was surprised at the agitation which suddenly
revealed itself in her companion’s look and voice. She
became serious, her eyes brightening with intellectual
curiosity. Feminine expressions of sympathy were not
to be expected from Miss Moorhouse ; far more reassuring
to Sidwell was the kind attentiveness with which her
friend bent forward.

i ‘a'i‘l}at letter father handed me to-day was from Mr.
eak.

‘ You hear from him ?’
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‘ This is the third time—since he went away. At our
last meeting *—her voice dropped—* I pledged my faith
to him.—Not absolutely. The future was too wun-
certain ’

The gleam in Sylvia’s eyes grew more vivid. She was
profoundly interested, and did not speak when Sidwell’s
voice failed.

“You never suspected this?’ asked the latter, in a
few moments.

‘Not exactly that. What I did suspect was that
yr. Peak’s departure resulted from—your rejection of

im.’
‘ There is more to be told,” pursued Sidwell, in tremu-
lous accents. ‘ You must know it all—because I need
our help. No one here has learnt what took place
tween us. Mr. Peak did not go away on that account.
But—you remember being puzzled to explain his ortho-
doxy in religion ? ’

She paused. Sylvia gave a nod, signifying much,.

“ He never believed as he professed,” went on Sidwell,
hurriedly. ¢ You were justified in doubting him. He
concealed the truth — pretended to champion the old
faiths ’

For an instant she broke off, then hastened through a
description of the circumstances which had brought
about Peak’s discovery. Sylvia could not restrain a
smile, but it was softened by the sincere kindliness of
her feeling.

“And it was after this,’ she inquired impartially,
‘that the decisive conversation between you took

lace ? ’
. No ; just before Buckland’s announcement. We met
again, after that.—Does it seem incredible to you that I
should have let the second meeting end as it did ?’

‘1 think I understand. Yes, I know you well eno h
to followit. I can even guess at the defence he was able
to urge.’
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‘You can?’ asked Sidwell, eagerly. ‘You see a
possibility of his defending himself ? ’

‘I should conjecture that it amounted to the old
proverb,*“ All's fair in love and war.” And, putting
aside a few moral prejudices, one can easily enough
absolve him.—The fact is, I had long ago surmised that
his motives in taking to such a career had more reference
to this world than the next. You know, I had several
long talks with him ; I told you how he interested me.
Now I can piece together my conclusions.’

‘ Still,” urged Sidwell,  you must inevitably regard him
as ignoble—as guilty of base deceit. I must hide nothing
from you, having told so much. Have you heard from
anyone about his early life ? ’

* Your mother told me some old stories.’

Sidwell made an impatient gesture. In words of
force and ardour, such as never before had been at her
command, she related all she knew of Godwin’s histo
prior to his settling at Exeter, and depicted the mood,
the impulses, which, by his own confession, had led
to that strange enterprise. Only by long exercise of an
impassioned imagination could she thus thoroughly
have identified herself with a life so remote from her
own. Peak’s pleading for himself was scarcely more
impressive. In listening, Sylvia understood how com-
pletely Sidwell had cast off the beliefs for which her
ordinary conversation seemed still to betray a tender-
ness.

‘T know,” the speaker concluded, ‘ that he cannot in
that first hour have come to regard me with a feeling
strong enough to determine what he then undertook.
It was not I as an individual, but all of us here, and
the world we represented. Afterwards, he persuaded
himself that he had felt love for me from the beginning.
And I, T tried to believe it—because I wished it true;
for his sake, and for my own. However it was, I could
not harden my heart against him. A thousand considera-
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tions forbade me to allow him further hope ; but I refused
to listen—no, I could not listen. I said I would remain
true to him. He went away to take up his old pursuits,
and if possible to make a position for himself. It was
to be our secret. And in spite of everything, I hoped
for the future.’

Silence followed, and Sidwell seemed to lose herself in
distressful thought.

! A;u:l now, asked her friend, ‘ what has come to

ass ?’

“ Do you know that Miss Moxey is dead ? ’

‘1 haven't heard of it.’

‘ She is dead, and has left Mr. Peak a fortune.—His
Jetter of to-day tells me this. And at the same time he
claims my promise.’

Their eyes met. Sylvia still had the air of meditating
a most interesting problem. Impossible to decide from
her countenance how she regarded Sidwell’s position.

‘ But why in the world,” she asked, ° should Marcella
Moxey have left her money to Mr. Peak ?’

“They were friends,’ was the quick reply. ‘ She knew
all that had befallen him, and wished to smooth his
path.’

Sylvia put several more questions, and to all of them
Sidwell replied with a peculiar decision, as though bent on
making it clear that there was nothing remarkable in this
fact of the bequest. The motive which impelled her was
obscure even to her own mind, for ever since receiving
the letter she had suffered harassing doubts where now
she affected to have none.

‘ Ghe knew, then,” was Sylvia’s last inquiry, * of the
relations between you and Mr. Peak ? '
<*1 am not sure—but I think so. Yes, I think she
must have known.’

‘ From Mr. Peak himself, then ?’

Sidwell was agitated. _

* Yes—I think so. But what does that matter 7 ’
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The other allowed her face to betray perplexity.

‘So much for the past,’” she said at length. * And
now ? '—

‘ I have not the courage to do what I wish.’

There was a long silence.

‘ About your wish,” asked Sylvia at length, ‘ you are
not at all doubtful ?’

* Not for one moment.—Whether I err in my judgment
of him could be proved only by time ; but I know that
if I were free, if I stood alone’

She broke off and sighed.

' It would mean, I suppose,” said the other, ‘ & rupture
with your family ? ’

‘ Father would not abandon me, but I should darken
the close of his life. Buckland would utterly cast me off ;
mother would wish to do so.—You see, I cannot think
and act simply as a woman, as a human being. I am
bound to a certain sphere of life. The fact that I have

- outgrown it, counts for nothing. I cannot free myself
. without injury to people whom I love. To act as I

- wish would be to outrage every rule and prejudice of

the society to which I belong. You yourself—you
know how you would regard me.’

Sylvia replied deliberately.

‘ I am seeing you in a new light, Sidwell. It takes a
little time to reconstruct my conception of you.’

‘ You think worse of me than you did.’

¢ Neither better nor worse, but differently. There has
been too much reserve between us. After so long a
friendship, I ought to have known you more thor hly.
To tell the truth, I have thought now and then o you
and Mr. Peak ; that was inevitable. But I went astray ;
it seemed to me the most unlikely thing that you should
regard him with more than a doubtful interest. I
knew, of course, that he had made you his ideal, and
I felt sorry for him.’

‘I seemed to you unworthy ? "——
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‘Too Fladd, too calmly prudent.—In plain words,
Sidwell, I do think better of you.’

Sidwell smiled.

‘Only to know me henceforth as the woman who did
not dare to act upon her best impulses.’

‘ As for ““ best "—I can’t say. I don’t glorify passion,
as you know; and on the other hand I have little
sympathy with the people who are always crying out
for self-sacrifice. I don't know whether it would be
“ best " to throw over your family, or to direct yourself
solely with regard to their comfort.’

Sidwell broke in.

‘ Yes, that is the true phrase— their comfort.” No
higher word should be used. That is the ideal of the
life to which I have been brought up. Comfort, respect-
ability.—And has ke no right ? If I sacrifice myself to
father and mother, do I not sacrifice him as well 2 He
has forfeited all claim to consideration—that is what
people say. With my whole soul, I deny it! If he
sinned against anyone, it was against me, and the sin
ended as soon as I understood him. That episode in his
life is blotted out ; by what law must it condemn to
imperfection the whole of his life and of my own ? Yet
because people will not, cannot, look at a thing in a
spirit of justice, I must wrong myself and him."

‘Let us think of it more quietly,’ said Sylvia, in her
clear, dispassionate tones. ‘You speak as though a
decision must be taken at once. Where is the necessity
for that ? Mr. Peak is now independent. Suppose a
year or two be allowed to pass, may not things look
differently ? ’

¢ A year or two !’ exclaimed Sidwell, with impatience.
‘ Nothing will be changed. What I have to contend
against is unchangeable. If I guide myself by such a
hope as that, the only reasonable thing would be for me
to write to Mr. Peak, and ask him to wait until my
father and mother are dead.’ '
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‘ Very well. On that point we are at rest, then. The
step must be taken at once, or never.’

The wind roared, and for some minutes no other sound
was audible. By this, all the inmates of the house save
the two friends were in bed, and most likely sleeping.

* You must think it strange,’ said Sidwell, ‘ that I have
chosen to tell you all this, just when the confession is
most humiliating to me. I want to feel the humiliation,
as one only can when another is witness of it. I wish to
leave myself no excuse for the future.’

‘ I'm not sure that I quite understand you. You have
made up your mind to break with him ?’

‘ Because I am a coward.’

‘If my feeling in any matter were as strong as that,
I should allow it to guide me.’

‘ Because your will is stronger. You, Sylvia, would
never (in my position) have granted him that second
interview. You would have known that all was at an
end, and have acted upon the knowledge. I knew it,
but yielded to temptation—at kis expense. I could not
let him leave me, though that would have been kindest.
I held him by a promise, basely conscious that retreat
was always open to me. And now I shall have earned
his contempt ’

Her voice failed. Sylvia, affected by the outbreak of
emotion in one whom she had always known so strong in
self-command, spoke with a deeper earnestness.

' Dear, do you wish me to help you against what you
call your cowardice ? I cannot take it upon me to
encourage you until your own will has spoken. The
decision must come from yourself. Choose what course
you may, I am still your friend. T have no idle pre-
judices, and no social bonds. You know how I wish
you to come away with me ; now I see only more clearly
how needful it is for you to breathe new air. Yes, you
have outgrown these conditions, just as your brothers
have, just as Fanny will—indeed has. Take to-night
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to think of it. If you can decide to travel with me for
a year, be frank with Mr. Peak, and ask him to wait
s0 long—till you have made up your mind. He cannot
reasonably find fault with you, for he knows all you have
to consider. Won't this be best ?’

Sidwell was long silent.

‘T will go with you,” she said at last, in a low voice.
‘I will ask him to grant me perfect liberty for a year.’

When she came down next morning it was Sidwell’s
intention to seek a private interview with her father,
and make known her resolve to go abroad with Sylvia ;
but Mr. Warricombe anticipated her.

‘Will you come to the library after breakfast, Sid-
well ? ’ he said, on meeting her in the hall.

She interpreted his tone, and her heart misgave her.
An hour later she obeyed the summons. Martin greeted
her with a smile, but hardly tried to appear at ease.

‘I am obliged to speak to you,” were his first words.
‘ The letter you had yesterday was from Mr. Peak ?’

‘Yes, father.’

“Is he —Mr. Warricombe hesitated—"in these parts
again ?’

‘No : in Lancashire.’

‘Sidwell, I claim no right whatever to control your
correspondence ; but it was a shock to me to find that
you are in communication with him.’

‘ He wrote,” Sidwell replied with difficulty, ‘ to let me
know of a change that has come upon his prospects. By
the death of a friend, he is made independent.’

‘ For his own sake, I am glad to hear that. But how
could it concern you, dear ? '

She struggled to command herself.

‘It was at my invitation that he wrote, father.’

Martin’s face expressed grave concern.

‘Sidwell ! Is this right 2’ i

She was very pale, and kept her eyes unmovingly
directed just aside from her father.
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‘ What can it mean ? ’ Mr. Warricombe pursued, with
sad remonstrance. ‘Will you not take me into your
confidence, Sidwell ? ’

‘I can® speak of it,” she replied, with sudden deter-
mination. ‘ Least of all with you, father.’

‘ Least of all >—I thought we were very near to each
other.’

‘ For that very reason, T can’t speak to you of this.
I must be left free ! T am going away with Sylvia, fora |
vear, and for so long T must be absolutely independent.
Father, I entreat you not to ’

A sob checked her. She turned away, and fought
against the hysterical tendency ; but it was too strong
to be controlled. Her father approached, beseeching her
to be more like herself. He held her in his arms, until
tears had their free course, and a measure of calmness
returned.

‘I can’t speak to you about it,” she repeated, her face
hidden from him. ‘I must write you a long letter,
when T have gone. You shall know everything in that
way.’

‘ But, my dearest, I can’t let you leave us under these
circumstances. This is a terrible trial to me. You
cannot possibly go until we understand each other !’

‘Then I will write to you here—to-day or to-mor-
row.’

With this promise Martin was obliged to be contented.
Sidwell left him, and was not seen, except by Sylvia,
during the whole day.

Nor did she appear at breakfast on the morning that
followed. But when this meal was over, Sylvia received
a message, summoning her to the retreat on the top of
the house. Here Sidwell sat in the light and warmth,
a glass door wide open to the west, the rays of a brilliant
sun softened by curtains which flutt lightly in the
breeze from the sea.

* Will you read this ? * she said, holding out a sheet of
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notepaper on which were a few lines in her own hand-
writing.

It was a letter, beginning—‘ I cannot.’

Sylvia perused it carefully, and stood in thought.

‘ After all ?’ were the words with which she broke
silence. They were neither reproachful nor regretful,
but expressed grave interest.

‘In the night,” said Sidwell, ‘ I wrote to father, but I
shall not give him the letter. Before it was finished, I
knew that I must write Zhis. There’s no more to be said,
dear. You will go abroad without me—at all events for
the present.’

“ If that is your resolve,” answered the other, quietly,
‘T shall keep my word, and only do what I can to aid
it.” She sat down shielding her eyes from the sunlight
with a Japanese fan. ‘ After all, Sidwell, there’s much
to be said for a purpose formed on such a morning as
this ; one can’t help distrusting the midnight.’

Sidwell was lying back in a low chair, her eyes turned
to the woody hills on the far side of the Exe.

“ There’s one thing I should like to say,” her friend
pursued. ‘It struck me as curious that you were not
at all affected, by what to me would have been the one
insuperable difficulty.’

‘I know what you mean—the legacy.’

“Yes. It still seems to you of no significance ? ’

“Of very little,” Sidwell answered wearily, letting her
eyelids droop.

“Then we won't talk about it. From the higher point
of view, I believe you are right ; but—still let 1t rest.’

In :che afternoon, Sidwell penned the following lines
which she enclosed in an envelope and placed on the
study table, when her father was absent.

‘ The long letter which T promised you, dear father, is
needless. I have to-day sent Mr. Peak a reply which
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closes our correspondence. T am sure he will not write
again ; if he were to do so, I should not answer.

‘I have given up my intention of going away with
Sylvia. ILater, perhaps, I shall wish to join her some-
where on the Continent, but by that time you will be
in no concern about me.’

To this Mr. Warricombe replied only with the joyous
smile which greeted his daughter at their next meeting.
Mrs. Warricombe remained in ignorance of the ominous
shadow which had passed over her house. At present,
she was greatly interested in the coming marriage of the
Rev. Bruno Chilvers, whom she tried nof to forgive for
having disappointed her secret hope.

Martin hag0 finally driven into the background those
uneasy questionings, which at one time it seemed likely
that (gogwin Peak would rather accentuate than silence.
With Sidwell, he could never again touch on such topics.
If he were still conscious of a postponed debate, the
adjournment was sine die. Martin rested in the faith
that, without effort of his own, the mysteries of life and
time would ere long be revealed to him.




II1

EARWAKER spent Christmas with his relatives at Kings-
mill. His father and mother both lived ; the latter very
infirm, unable to leave the house ; the former a man of
seventy, twisted with rheumatism, his face rugged as a
countenance picked out by fancy on the trunk of a big
old oak, his hands scarred and deformed with labour.
Their old age was restful. The son who had made him-
self a ‘ gentleman,” and who in London sat at the tables
of the high-born, the wealthy, the famous, saw to it
that they lacked no comfort.

A bright, dry morning invited the old man and the
young to go forth together. They walked from the
suburb countrywards, and their conversation was of the
time when a struggle was bea-i"t];’%1 made to bear the ex-
pense of those three years at itelaw—no bad invest-
ment, as it proved. The father spoke with a strong
Midland accent, using words of dialect by no means
disagreeable to the son’s ear—for dialect is a very dif-
ferent thing from the bestial jargon which on the lips
of the London vulgar passes for English. They were
laughing over some half grim reminiscence, when Ear-
waker became aware of two people who were approaching
along the pavement, they also in merry talk. One of
them he knew ; it was Christian Moxey.

Too much interested in his companion to gaze about
him, Christian came quite near before his eyes fell on
Earwaker. Then he started with a pleasant surprise,
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changed instantly to something like embarrassment when
he observed the aged man. Earwaker was willing to
smile and go by, had the other consented ; but a better
impulse “prevailed in both. They stopped and struck
hands together.

‘My father,” said the man of letters, quite at his
ease.

Christian was equal to the occasion ; he shook hands
heartily with the battered toiler, then turned to the
lady at his side.

‘ Janet, you guess who this is.—My cousin, Earwaker,
Miss Janet Moxey.’

Doubtless Janet was aware that her praises had suffered
no diminution when sung by Christian to his friends.
Her eyes just fell, but in a moment were ready with
their frank, intelligent smile. Earwaker experienced a
{mng—ever so slight—suggesting a revision of his phi-
osophy.

They talked genially, and parted with good wishes for
the New Year. :

Two days later, on reaching home, Earwaker found in
his letter-box a scrap of paper on which were scribbled a
few barely legible lines. ‘Here I am!’ he at length
deciphered. ‘ Got into Tilbury at eleven this morning.
Where the devil are you ? Write to Charing Cross Hotel.'
No signature, but none was needed. Malkin’s return
from New Zealand had been signalled in advance.

That evening the erratic gentleman burst in like a
whirlwind. He was the picture of health, though as
far as ever from enduing the comfortable flesh which
accompanies robustness in men,of calmer temperament.
After violent greetings, he sat down with abrupt gravity,
and began to talk as if in continuance of a dialogue
just interrupted.

‘ Now, don’t let us have any misunderstanding. You
will please remember that my journey to England is
quite independent of what took place two years and a
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half ago. It has nothing whatever to do with those cir-
cumstances.’

Earwaker smiled.

‘I tell you,” pursued the other, hotly, ‘ that I am here
to see you—and one or two other old friends; and to
look after some business matters. You will oblige me
by giving credit to my assertion !’

‘Don’t get angry. I am convinced of the truth of
what you say.’ .

‘Very well! It’s as likely as not that, on returni
to Auckland, I shall marry Miss Maccabe—of whom
have written to you. I needn’t repeat the substance
of my letters. I am not in love with her, you under-
stand, and I needn’t say that my intercourse with that
family has been guided by extreme discretion. But
she is a very semsible young lady. My only regret is
that I didn’t know her half-a-dozen years ago, so that
I could have directed her education. She might have
been even more interesting than she is. But-—you are
at leisure, I hope, Earwaker ?’

‘ For an hour or two.’

¢ Oh, confound it ! When a friend comes back from the
ends of the earth |—Yes, yes ; I understand. You are a
busy man ; forgive my hastiness. Well now, I was going
to say that I shall probably call upon Mrs. Jacox.’ He
paused, and gave the listener a stern look, forbidding
misconstruction. ¢ Yes, I shall probably go down to
Wrotham. I wish to put my relations with that family
on a proper footing. Our cones_.l[)ondence has been very
satisfactory, especially of late. The poor woman laments
more sincerely her—well, let us say, her folly of two years
and a balf ago. She has outlived it ; she regards me as
a friend. Bella and Lily seem to be getting on very well
indeed. That governess of theirs—we won't have any
more mystery; it was I who undertook the trifling
expense. A really excellent teacher, I have every reason
to believe, I am told that Bella promises to be a re-
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markable pianist, and Lily 1s uncommonly strong in lan-

ages. But my interest in them is merely that of a
riend ; let it be understood.’

‘ Precisely. You didn’t say whether the girls have
been writing to you ?’

‘No, no, no! Not a line. I have exchanged letters
only with their mother. Anything else would have been
indiscreet. 1 shall be glad to see them, but my old
schemes are things of the past. There is not the faintest
probablhty that Bella has retained any recollection of
me at all.’

‘1 daresay not,” assented Earwaker.

‘You think so? Very well; I have acted wisely.
Bella is still a child, you know—compared with a man
of my age. She is seventeen and a few months; quite
a child! Miss Maccabe is just one-and-twenty; the
proper age. When we are married, I think I shall bring
her to Europe for a year or two. Her education needs
that : she will be delighted to see the old countries.’

‘ Have you her portrait ?’

‘Oh no! Things haven’t got so far as that. What a
hasty fellow you are, Earwaker! 1 told you dis-
tinctly ’

He talked till after midnight, and at leave-taking apol-
ogised profusely for wasting his friend’s valuable time.

Earwaker awaited with some apprehension the result
of Malkin’s visit to Wrotham. But the report of what
took place on that occasion was surprisingly common-
place. Weeks passed, and Malkin seldom showed him-
self at Staple Inn; when he did so, his talk was ex-
clusively of Miss Maccabe ; all he could be got to say
of the you.ng ladles at Wrotham was, ‘ Nice girls ; very
nice girls. they’ll marry well.” Two months
had gone by, a.n a.lready the journalist had heard by
letter of his friend’s intention to return to New Zealand,
when, on coming home late one night, he found Malkin
sitting on the steps.
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“ Earwaker, I have something very serious to tell you.
Give me just a quarter of an hour.’

What calamity did this tone portend ? The eccentric

man seated himself with slow movement. Seen by a
-~ good light, his face was not gloomy, but very grave.

‘ Listen to me, old friend,” he began, sliding forward
to the edge of his chair. ‘You remember I told you
that my relations with the Maccabe family had been
marked throughout with extreme discretion.’

‘ You impressed that upon me.’

“Good ! T have never made love to Miss Maccabe, and
I doubt whether she has ever thought of me as a possible
husband.’

‘Well ?’

‘Don’t be impatient. I want you to grasp the fact.
It is important, because—I am going to marry Bella
Jacox.’

‘You don'’t say so ?’

‘Why not ?’ cried Malkin, suddenly passing to a state
of excitement. ‘ What objection can you make ? I tell
you that I am absolitely free to choose —

The journalist calmed him, and thereupon had to hear
a glowing account of Bella’s perfections. All the feeling
that Malkin had suppressed during these two months
rushed forth in a flood of turbid eloquence.

“ And now,’ he concluded, ‘ you will come down with
me to Wrotham. I don’t mean to-night; let us say
the day after to-morrow, Sunday. You remember our
last joint visit! Ha, ha!’ :

“ Mrs. Jacox is reconciled ?”’

‘My dear fellow, she rejoices! A wonderful nobility
in that poor little woman ! She wept upon my shoulder !
But you must see Bella! I shan’t take her to New
Zealand, at all events not just yet. We shall travel
about Europe, completing her education. Don’t you
approve of that ?’ ]

On Sunday, the two travelled down into Kent. This
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time they were received by Lily, now a pretty, pale, half-
developed girl of fifteen. In a few minutes her sister
entered. Bella was charming ; nervousness made her
words few, and it could be seen that she was naturally
thoughtful, earnest, prone to reverie ; her beauty had
still to ripen, and gave much promise for the years
between twenty and thirty. Last of all appeared Mrs.
Jacox, who blushed as she shook hands with Earwaker,
and for a time was ill at ease ; but her vocatives were
not long restrained, and when all sat down to the tea-
table she chattered away with astonishing vivacity.
After tea the company was joined by a lady of mid
age, who, for about two years, had acted as governess
to the girls. Earwaker formed his conclusions as to the
‘ trifling expense ' which her services represented ; but
it was probably a real interest in her pupils which had
induced a person of so much refinement to bear so long
with the proximity of Mrs. Jacox.

‘ A natural question occurs to me,’ remarked Earwaker,
as they were returning. ‘Who and what was Mr.
Jacox ?’ '

‘Ah! Bella was talking to me about him the other
day. He must have been distinctly an interesting man.
Bella had a very clear recollection of him, and she
showed me two or three photographs. Engaged in some
kind of commerce. T didn't seek particulars. But a
remarkable man, one can’t doubt.’

He resumed presently.

‘ Now don’t suppose that this marriage entirely satis-
fies me. Bella has been fairly well taught, but not, you
see, under my supervision. I ought to have been able
to watch and direct her month by month. As it is,
I shall have to begin by assailing her views on all manner
of things. Religion, for example. Well, I have no reli-
gion, that’s plain. I might call myself this or that for
the sake of seeming respectable, but it all comes to the
same thing. I don’t mind Bella going to church if she
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wishes, but I must teach her that there’s no merit what-
ever in doing so. It isn’t an ideal marriage, but perhaps
as good as this imperfect world allows. If I have chil-
dren, I can then put my educational theories to the test.’

By way of novel experience, Earwaker, not long after
this, converted his study into a drawing-room, and in-
vited the Jacox family to taste his tea and cake. With
Malkin's assistance, the risky enterprise was made a
great success. When Mrs. Jacox would allow her to be
heard, Bella talked intelligently, and showed eager in-
terest in the details of literary manufacture.

‘O Mr. Earwaker !’ cried her mother, when it was
time to go. ‘What a delightful afternoon you have
given us! We must think of you from now as one of
our very best friends. Mustn't we, Lily 2’

But troubles were yet in store. Malkin was strongly
opposed to a religious marriage ; he wished the wedding
to be at a registrar’s office, and had obtained Bella’s con-
sent to this, but Mrs. Jacox would not hear of such a
thing. She wept and bewailed herself. °How can you
think of being married like a costermoger? O Mr.
Malkin, you will break my heart, indeed you willl’
And she wrote an ejaculatory letter to Earwaker, im-
ploring his intercession. The journalist took his friend
n hand.

‘ My good fellow, don’t make a fool of yourself. Women
are born for one thing only, the Church of England
marriage service. How can you seek to defeat the end
of their existence? Give in to the inevitable. Grin
and bear it.’

‘I can’t! I won’t. It shall be a runaway match !
I had rather suffer the rack than go through an ordinary
wedding !’

Dire was the conflict. Down at Wrotham there were
floods of tears. In the end, Bella effected a compro-
mise ; the marriage was to be at a church, but in the
greatest possible privacy. No carriages, no gala dresses,
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no invitations, no wedding feast ; the bare indispensable
formalities. And so it came to pass. Earwaker and the
girl’s governess were the only strangers present, when,
on a mgrning of June, Malkin and Bella were declared
by the Church to be henceforth one and indivisible,
The bride wore a graceful travelling costume ; the bride-
groom was in corresponding attire.

‘ Heaven be thanked, that'’s over ! ’ exclaimed Malkin,
as he issued from the portal. ° Bella, we have twenty-
three minutes to get to the railway station. Don't
cry !’ he whispered to her. ‘I can’t stand that !’

‘No, no; don’t be afraid,’” she whispered back. ‘ We
have said good-bye already.’

‘ Capital ! That was very thoughtful of you.—Good-
bye, all! Shall write from Paris, Earwaker. Nineteen
minutes ; we shall just manage it !’

He sprang into the cab, ang away it clattered.

A letter from Paris, a letter from Strasburg, from
Berlin, Munich—Iletters about once a fortnight. From
Bella also came an occasional note, a pretty contrast
to the incoherent enthusiasm of her husband’s com-
positions. Midway in September she announced their
departure from a retreat in Switzerland.

*We are in the utmost excitement, for it is now de-
cided that in three days we start for Italy! The heat
has been terrific, and we have waited on what seems
to me the threshold of Paradise until we could hope to
enjoy the delights beyond. We go first to Milan. My
husband, of course, knows Italy, but he shares my impa-
tience. I am to entreat you to write to Milan, with as
much news as possible. Especially have you heard any-
thing more of Mr. Peak ?’

November the pair spent in Rome, and thence was
despatched the folfowing in Malkin’s hand :

‘This time T am nof mistaken! I have seen Peak.
He didn’t see me ; perhaps wouldn’t have known me.
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It was in Piale’s reading-room. I had sat down to The
Times, when a voice behind me sounded in such a curi-
ously reminding way that I couldn’t help looking round.
It was Peak; not a doubt of it. I might have been
uncertain about his face, but the voice brought back
that conversation at your rooms too. unmistakably—
long ago as it was. He was talking to an American,
whom evidently he had met somewhere else, and had
now recognised. “‘T've had a fever,” he said, “and
can’t quite shake off the results. Been in Ischia for
the last month. I'm going north to Vienna.” Then
the two walked away together. He looked ill, sallow,
worn out. Let me know if you hear.’

On that same day Earwaker received another letter,
with the Roman post-mark. It was from Peak.

‘I have had nothing particular to tell you. A month
ago I thought I should never write to you again; I
got malarial fever, and lay desperately ill at the Ospedale
Internazionale at Naples. It came of some monstrous
follies there's no need to speak of. A new and valuable
experience. 1 know what it is to look steadily into the
eyes of Death.

‘Even now, I am far from well. This keeps me in
low spirits. The other day I was half decided to start
for London. I am miserably alone, want to see a friend.
What a glorious place Staple Inn seemed to me as I
lay in the hospital! Proof how low I bad sunk: I .
thought longingly of Exeter, of a certain house there—
never mind !

‘1 write hastily. An invitation from some musical

ople has decided me to strike for Vienna. Up there,
?eshall get my health back. The people are of no
account—boarding-house acquaintances—but they may
lead to better. I never in my life suffered so from lone-
liness.’

18
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This was the eighteenth of November. On the twenty-
eighth the postman delivered a letter of an appearance
which puzz{::l Earwaker. The stamp was Austrian, the
mark ‘ Wien." From Peak, therefore. But the writing
was unknown, plainly that of a foreigner.

The envelope,contained two sheets of paper. The
one was covered with a long communication in Ger-
man ; on the other stood a few words of English,
written, or rather scrawled, in a hand there was no
recognising :

“Ill again, and alone. If I die, act for me. Write to
Mrs. Peak, Twybridge.’

Beneath was added, ‘ J. E. Earwaker, Staple Inn,
London.’

He turned hurriedly to the foreign writing. Earwaker
read a German book as easily as an English, but German
manuscript was a terror to him. Anc% the present cor-
respondent wrote so execrably that beyond Geehrter
Herr, scarcely a word yielded sense to his anxious eyes.
Ha! One he had made out—gestorben.

Crumpling the papers into his pocket, he hastened
out, and knocked at the door of an acquaintance in
another part of the Inn. This was a man who had
probably more skill in German cursive. Between them,
they extracted the essence of the letter.

He who wrote was the landlord of an hotel in Vienna.
. He reported that an English gentleman, named Peak,
just arrived from Italy, had taken a bedroom at that
house. In the night, the stranger became very ill, sent
for a doctor, and wrote the lines enclosed, the purport
whereof he at the same time explained to his attendants.
On the second day Mr. Peak died. Among his effects
were found circular notes, and a sum of loose money.
The body was about to be interred. Probably Mr. Ear-
waker would receive official communications, as the
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Bntlsh consul had been informed of the matter, To
whom should bills be sent ?

The man of letters walked slowly back to his own
abode.

‘ Dead, too, in exile!’ was his thought. * Poor old
fellow !’

THE END.
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laid chiefly in the island of Jersey, and to a charming
love tale there is joined a multitude of stirring adven-

.. tures,
By W. E. NORRIS.
MATTHEW AUSTIN.
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being the most widely-read novel of modern times.

HIS HONOR AND A LADY. Sara J. Duncan,
A story of high Indian politics, in which the great public
servant, who knows no master but his conscience, is
contrasted with the time-server, who succeeds where he
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MOONFLEET. J. Meade Falkner.
The dead Mohunes of Moonfleet, the smugglers who
invade their vault, a secret cipher, and hidden treasure
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SQUARE. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.

In this serious little comedy we have the story of a
young girl who is left sole mistress of a great house in
Grosvenor Square. Her brother usurps her interest to
the exclusion of all other men, and it is when she finds
that he has married that she begins to be aware of her
lovers.

KIPPS. H. G. Wells.

Full of humour, pathos, and a wise philosophy, no more
original and delightful book than Kipps” has been
published in our time. It is the story of a young fellow
of the lower middle class who becomes assistant in a
draper’s shop, and the first part tells, with intense
vividness and insight, of his life there, with all its
dreariness of outlook ; then by an extraordinary chance
he falls heir to a fortune, and proceeds to train himself to
be a member of the leisured class. Finally, he marries
his first love and returns to the ideas of his youth,

THE FOOD OF THE GODS AND HOW IT
CAME TO EARTH. H. G. Wells.

The tale of a discovery of a food which develops the
body to a vast size. The inventors quail at first before
the results of their work when they find giant wasps
traversing the countryside. Ultimately a new breed of
men arises, who build themselves a fortress and defy
conventions. They are as great in brain as in body,
and against these new demi-gods the State is driven to
proclaim war. As in all Mr. Wells's books, there is
much matter of social and scientific interest, but there
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This brilliant novel is a study of the future of our politics
under a Socialistic »égime. It tells how the middle and
upper classes were crushed under a dead weight of
taxation ; how a great league was formed to combat the
evil’; and how victory was won by a device which s
at once ingenious and convincing. Even those who
differ from the author’s forecast will delight in the stirring
narrative and the many passages of trenchant satire.

LOVE AND THE SOUL HUNTERS.

John Oliver Hobbes,
“Love and the Soul Hunters” is a typical example of
the late Mrs. Craigie’s gifts. She probes deep into the
abyss of human personality without ever losing touch
with the realities of the everyday world. Her blended
poetry and wit, and her great gift of style have given
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literature.

PROFESSOR ON THE CASE. Jacques Futrelle.

The Professor is a devotee of pure logic, and, by acting
on the principle that two and two always make four, is
able to elucidate the most baffling mysteries, Every
story in the book has a dénouement which no reader can
possibly forecast. At the same time the Professor’s
solutions, when they are expounded, are so convincing
as to seem elementary.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Eden Phillpotts,
A story of the great war with Napoleon. The scene
is laid mainly in Devon, and since “Lorna Doone”

there has been no better picture of the West Country
and its people.



THOMPSON’S PROGRESS.  C. J. Cutcliffe Hyne.
This is Mr. Cutclife Hyne’s most ambitious work. It
is the story of the progress of a young Yorkshireman
from poacher to mill-hand, and thence to mill-owning,
high finance, and public life. It is a strong and
masterful study of character, and like all Mr. Cutcliffe
Hyne's work, it is full of vivid descriptions and pic-
turesque incidents.

CLARISSA FURIOSA. W, E. Norris.
A delightful story of politics and society, and of an
ill-assorted marriage which turned out well in the long
run. Clarissa Dent is one of Mr. Norris's most success-
ful female characters.

LADY ROSE’S DAUGHTER. Mrs. H, Ward.
In this remarkable novel Mrs. Humphry Ward has
worked the life story of the famous Mademoiselle de
Lespinasse into a modern setting. It is a study of
modern society and high politics, and against this glit-
tering background we have a very original and charming
love story.

CYNTHIA'S WAY. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.
Mrs. Sidgwick has won a reputation as a writer of
ingenious comedies. The heroine in this tale is an
English girl of great wealth, who to amuse herself goes
to Germany and masquerades as a pOOr GOVETNESS.
These studies of German home life are accurately
observed and done with much humour and art, and in
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A story of the trials, social and educational, of a pupil-
teacher. Sympathy and humour are equally planted in
Mr. Wells’s attitude towards his hero, and we follow
Mr. Lewisham with a breathless but affectionate interest,
Holv love came to him and laid low ambition is the
crowning episode in a wonderful tale,
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“Raffles” is a creation which bids fair to rank with
“Sherlock Holmes.” On the stage it has been one of
the most popular of recent plays. Raffles is a gentle-
man by birth and education, a county cricketer by pref-
erence, and an amateur cracksman by necessity. The
story of his adventures is highly ingenious and diverting,
and the moral of the book is wholesome, since it shows
that crime, even in the hands of a man of genius, is
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MONSIEUR BEAUCAIRE, and THE BEAUTI-
FUL LADY. Booth Tarkington.
The play of Monsieur Beaucaive has given Mr. Lewis
Waller one of the finest parts, and has been hailed as
the most successful romantic drama of our generation,
But the novel from which it is taken js as dramatic
as the play; indeed, since a good tale is more sub-

stantial than a drama, it is the more satisfying entertain-
ment of the two,

SPRINGTIME. H. C. Bailey.

A splendid romance of Renaissance Ttaly, with plenty of
good fighting, love-making, high adventure, and witty
speech. The threads of romance are closely woven,
and the interest never flags.




THE RECIPE FOR DIAMONDS.

C. J. Cutcliffe Hyne.
Romance as simple and direct as that of the creator
of “Captain Kettle” appeals to every man who has
a spice of adventure in his soul. Public interest has
been roused by the Lemoine case in the Paris courts,
where an inventor claimed to have discovered the art
of making marketable diamonds. Mr. Cutclifie Hyne’s
story tells of an older recipe—that of the astrologer
Raymond Lully—which is engraved on the wall of a
tomb in the Balearic Islands, and this is the theme of
one of the most breathless of modern romances.

Two PowerruL NovieLs By FRANK NORRIS.
THE OCTOPUS.

Frank Norris planned out a great trilogy of stories in
which was to be told the epic of the wheat. The first
dealt with its production in California ; the second with
its distribution, and more especially with the Chicago
wheat pit; the third was to have for its subject its
consumption as bread in some village in the Old World.
The third, owing to his death, was never written, but
the present volume represents the first of the trilogy.
It tells with amazing vividness of the struggles of the
wheat-grower, and more especially his war with the
Railway Trust.

THE PIT.
The second part of the great epic of the wheat. In
his recent volume of Essays, “Through the Magic
Door,” Conan Doyle wrote : “There was Frank Norris,
a man who had in him, I think, the seeds of greatness
more than almost any living writer.  Ais ‘Pit’ seemed
to me one of the finest of American novels.”



THE GATELESS BARRIER. Lucas Malet,

A story of extraordinary and elusive charm. It tells of
a young man, married to a hard, fashionable woman,
who wakes the ghost of a Georgian lady in an old manor.
It is a book of the highest interest to the many who
to-aay are interested in psychical problems; and the
grace of style and delicacy of imagination entitle it to
rank as a classic. =

By Miss MACNAUGHTAN.
SELAH HARRISON.

This is Miss Macnaughtan’s most ambitious novel. It
is the study of a boy brought up in stern Calvinistic
surroundings who falls in love with a girl from a very
different world. No modern study in religious tempera-
ment is more sympathetically and subtly done,

A LAME DOG’S DIARY.

A book which has been hailed on all sides as the new
“Cranford.” An officer, badly wounded at Magers-
fontein, goes to a country village to recover health, and
in his convalescence has leisure to observe the little
comedies of the place. No better picture of the
humours of a narrow society has been done in our
times, and the observation is as kindly as it is shrewd.
Readers will find it not less delightful an entertainment
than “ Christina M‘Nab.”

THE FORTUNE OF CHRISTINA M‘NAB.

This delightful story of how a Scottish girl suddenly |
inherited a large fortune, and, armed with it, invaded
and captured London society, without losing any of her
native prejudices, has been keenly enjoyed by multitudes
of readers.




MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. - W, Pett Ridge.

Mr. Pett Ridge is one of the shrewdest and sanest
observers of the life of the lower classes, as he is also
the most humorous, and in this story, fully equal to
“ Mord Em’ly,” he is seen at his high-water mark.

FRENCH NAN. A. and E. Castle.

In this novel “the tea-cup times of hoop and hood”
have never been more successfully rendered in fiction.
The book is a comedy of high society and fine manners,
done with perfect knowledge and much grace of fancy
and style.

IF YOUTH BUT KNEW! A. and E. Castle.
A romance of youth and love in a German forest district
in the early years of last century. Like all the works
of Mr. and Mrs. Castle, it is full of hope, spirit, and
the poetry of adventure.

WOODSIDE FARM. Mrs. W. K. Clifford.

Of this the World says: “This fine story, so simple of
outline, but so subtle in dealing with human hearts,
and so beautiful in the delineation of one woman’s
character.”

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. W.W, Jacobs.

This is the best collection of Mr. Jacobs'’s tales. The
title story is an admirable specimen of his humour,
and the book contains also “The Monkey’s Paw,”
which shows his mastery over the gruesome.

THE PRIMROSE PATH. Mius. Oliphant.
An admirable example of Mrs. Oliphant’s best work.



THE WAGES OF SIN. Lucas Malet,

The publication of “The Wages of Sin” brought
“Lucas Malet” (Mrs. St. Leger Harrison) into the
front rank of contemporary novelists. The Guardian
wrote on its appearance: “In reminding society that
wages have to be paid by those who sin, and that those
wages do not, as a rule, end with the sinner, Lucas
Malet has given us a powerfully moral as well as a most
striking and original novel.”

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH.

Sir Gilbert Parker,
In “An Adventurer of the North” Sir Gilbert Parker
chronicles the last adventures of Pierre, that most
whimsical and delightful of voyageurs. All lovers of
good romance will appreciate this collection of tales,
where the mystery of great spaces and far rivers is
reproduced with a skill and a knowledge that in this
special domain are unequalled.

TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Sir Gilbert Parker.
The story of the translation of an Indian girl from
barbarism to civilization as the wife of an English
gentleman.

A collection of these cheap and pretty volumes
brightens any room, and is a constant resource.
The reading of good fiction is admittedly one of
the best antidotes to the strain and weariness
engendered by the pressure of modern life, and
Nelson's Library now includes over seventy of the
best novels of recent years. Full List on
application.
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Price One Shilling net.

FORTHCOMING VOLUMES.

LETTERS AND RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR
WALTER SCOTT. Mrs. Hughes of Uffington.
Edited by Horace G. Hutchinson.

This delightful book will be welcomed in its cheap
edition by all lovers of Sir Walter. His “ Reminiscences
and Letters,” published by one of his chief correspond-
ents, cast much light upon the character of one who
still remains the most heroic figure in literary history.
No right-minded reader can get too much of Scott’s life,
and those who have exhausted Lockhart and the _
*Journal ” will find here further entertainment.

LITERATURE AND DOGMA. Matthew Arnold.
As “Culture and Anarchy ” was Mr. Matthew Arnold’s
chief contribution to social and political questions, so
“ Literature and Dogma ” is his chief work on what was
always his premier interest—religion. Much which
wore the air of paradox when the book was published
is now accepted as fact, but these chapters remain as a é
record of a very original and reverend thinker, who,
though not a professed theologian, did much to lay the
foundation of progressive religious thought.




SERMONS BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
Selected and Edited by Sir W. Robertson Nicoll, LL.D.
When George Eliot heard Spurgeon she thought that
he had in a higher degree the natural gifts of the orator
than any man she had ever heard. He was not only
the greatest preacher of his day, but in his way a great
writer. No man ever used homely English with more
power and precision, All who are interested in the
fine art of oratory, all lovers of a pure English style, as
well as the myriads who found inspiration in his teach-
ing, should welcome this selection from Mr. Spurgeon’s
best work.

MY CONFIDENCES.  Frederick Locker-Lampson.
The late Mr. Locker-Lampson, the author of “ London
Lyrics,” was one of the best modern writers of light
verse and one of the foremost connoisseurs of his day.
In this book he tells the story of his life. It is, as he
calls it, “an autobiographical sketch addressed to my
descendants.” It is full of the best kind of talk and
delightful confessions as to his preferences in art, litera-
ture, and human nature.

SIR FRANK LOCKWOOD,

Augustine Birrell, K.C., M.P.
Sir Frank Lockwood, who was Solicitor-General in Mr.
Gladstone’s last administration, was one of the best-
Joved men of his time. The bluff Yorkshireman carried
a breath of fresh air into politics and law and wherever
he moved. Like Lord Bowen, he was one of that rare
class—a true legal humorist, and his sayings will long
be preserved as a tradition of the Bar. The book is
written by Mr. Augustine Birrell, and is illustrated by
many delightful cartoons and caricatures from Sir
Frank's pen.



ALREADY ISSUED.
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE. Sara J. Duncan,

This is a tale of the travels of two ladies round the
world. Unchaperoned and untrammelled they set out
to see peoples and cities, and little escapes their notice
from Canada to Japan. Readers of “The Simple
Adventures of a Memsahib” know how light and sure
is the author’s touch. The present volume will be
found not less witty and light-hearted and picturesque.

THE PATH TO ROME. Hilaire Belloc,
Mr. Belloc is perhaps the most brilliant living essay:st,
and he is certainly the finest companion on a journey,
An infectious gaiety, a shrewd eye to observe, and a gift
of whimsical reflection all combine to make Mr. Belloe
the best of good company. The book is illustrated with |
many delightful little drawings by the author.

LIFE OF DEAN STANLEY. R. E. Prothero.
As Dean of Westminster Dean Stanley exercised an
influence which is without parallel in modern ecclesi-
astical history. His friendship with Queen Victoria and
with all the great men of the Victorian era makes his life
a wonderful epitome of the history of his times. '

REMINISCENCES OF }
LADY DOROTHY NEVILL.

Lady Dorothy Nevill, who was born in 1826, has passed
a long life in the heart of the best society. She has
known every statesman, poet, and artist of note from
Lord Palmerston downwards. Her *“Reminiscences”
are a kind of “history of our own times,” written with &
skilful hand by a very shrewd and witty observer. As
one of Disraeli’s most intimate friends, she has much to
say about that most mysterious of British statesmen.

F



LIFE OF CANON AINGER. Edith Sichel.

Canon Ainger as Master of the Temple was for long
one of the best known English preachers, and as the
editor and biographer of Charles Lamb held a high
position in modern letters. His “Life,” by Miss Sichel,
is a sympathetic study of a rare and fascinating person-
ality—one who, while a lover of old ways, was in close
touch with all that is best in the modern world.

THE UNVEILING OF LHASA. Edmund Candler.

|

| Mr. Candler was the Daily Mail's correspondent with
Sir Francis Younghusband’s Tibetan expedition. He
was severely wounded in the first battle, losing an arm,
but recovered, and entered Lhasa with the expedition.

, His book is a brilliant account of the work of the army
and the romance of the “ Hidden Land.”

~ WITH KITCHENER TO KHARTUM.
| G. W. Steevens.

| Mr. G. W. Steevens was the greatest of all war corre-

: spondents. His story of Lord Kitchener's Nile cam-
paign has always been regarded as his masterpiece.
The reader is carried from the first chapter to the last
by narrative swifter than any romance.

CULTURE AND ANARCHY. Matthew Arnold.

Matthew Arnold’s most notable prose work, in which
he expounds his philosophy of conduct and educa-
tion. It contains his famous division of the English
people into Barbarians,” * Philistines,” and ‘The
Populace,” and that gospel of self-development and
culture which is chiefly associated with his name.



LIFE OF FRANK BUCKLAND. G. C. Bompas,

Frank Buckland was the most whimsical and original
of modern naturalists, and this cheap and popular edition
of the story of his life will be welcomed by many readers.

A BOOK ABOUT THE GARDEN. Dean Hole

Dean Hole was chiefly famous as an expert rose grower,
but his garden interests were not confined to one de-
partment, and in the present volume he gossips wisely
and entertainingly about all the thousand and one
things which come within the limits of a garden.

COLLECTIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS (First
Series). G. W. E. Russell.

Mr. G. W. E. Russell has long been known as one
of the most brilliant of our lighter essayists. The
present volume is his best-known work, and no such
miscellany of good stories and witty sayings is to be
found in modern literature.

COLLECTIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS (Second
Series). G. W. E. Russell.
Originally published under the title of “ An Onlooker’s
Notebook,” this work possesses the same qualities as
the famous first series of “Collections and Recollec-
tions.” It is full of good stories and kindly humour.

SCRAMBLES AMONGST THE ALPS. Whymper.

This work holds in mountaineering literature the same
place as the “Compleat Angler” in the library of the
fisherman. Mr. Whymper was the first to conquer the
Matterhorn, and there exists no more wonderful record
of the contest of man and nature.




THE GREAT BOER WAR. A. Conan Doyle.

This is by far the most popular and picturesque account
of the South African War, and its fairness and accuracy
have never been questioned. It is the omly single
volume history of the war.

LIFE OF JOHN NICHOLSON. Captain Trotter.

John Nicholson was the man of destiny of our Indian
Empire, and we have to go back to the Elizabethans to
parallel so romantic a figure. In view of the present
unrest in India, and the reviving interest in the story
of the Mutiny, this new edition will be welcomed by
many readers.

MEMORIES. Dean Hole.

The late Dean of Rochester was an ecclesiast, a trav-
eller, and a scholar, and his “ Memories,” ranging over
a large part of the Victorian era, form a delightful
record of a busy and distinguished life.

THE PSALMS IN HUMAN LIFE. R. E. Prothero.
No modern book on a religious subject has enjoyed a
wider popularity than this. Mr. Prothero goes through
the book of the Psalms, and tells, with the insight of a
good critic and the pictorial power of a brilliant historian,
the place in literature and history which each has held.

THE LIFE OF GLADSTONE. H. W. Paul.
Mr. Herbert Paul’s “ Life of Gladstone ” appeared before
Mr. Morley’s larger “Life,” and is still by far the best
short biography of this statesman. The book is not only
good history, but from its charm of style is an admirable
piece of literary portraiture.



SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF A MEMSAHIB.

Sara Jeannette Duncan,

Mrs. Cotes has written many admirable novels, but no
one excels in interest this story of the housekeeping of

a young married lady in India. She has a quick eye
for the contrasts and humours of everyday life, and a ‘T
delightful gossiping style. The book is as readable as 4
any romance, and in addition gives a genuine insight
into the conditions of English and native life in India

THE REMINISCENCES OF SIR HENRY
HAWKINS (Lord Brampton). |

The late Lord Brampton was the most original figure on
the Bench during the last twenty years, and while at
the Bar he was employed in nearly every notable case,
from the Tichbourne Case downwards. In popular
estimation “ Henry Hawkins” enjoyed a fame which =
no lawyer has probably ever equalled. His *“ Reminis-
cences,” edited by a distinguished brother lawyer, is a
fascinating record of a great legal career, and a mine of
good stories and good sayings.

IDYLLS OF THE SEA. Frank T. Bullen.

A series of sketches to which Mr. Bullen’s intimate
acquaintance with the life of those who go down to the
sea in ships imparts peculiar vividness. In his study of
the present condition of the British mercantile marine
he sounds an impressive note of warning. Conan Doyle
says of this book : * Bullen’s English at his best rises to
a great height. If I wished to show how high, I would
take that next book down, ‘Idylls of the Sea.

You must admit that there have been no finer pieces
of descriptive work in our time.”




THE FOREST., Stewart Edward White,

This book tells of a journey in canoes through the
great forests and water-ways of Canada. The romance
of camping-life has never been more adequately por-
trayed. No one can rise from reading the book without
an intense wish to follow the author’s trail.

THE GOLDEN AGE. Kenneth Grahame,

Mr. Kenneth Grahame has produced a classic of child-
life which has had no rivals since “ Alice in Wonder-
land.” The “Golden Age” is a book both for children
and grown-ups, since it is the work of a cultivated and
original mind, reflecting upon the past, and seeing deep
into the tangled philosophies of childhood.

ASTRONOMY FOR AMATEURS. C. Flammarion.

This is an authorized translation of the most popular
book on astronomy ever written. The name of Camille
Flammarion stands high among modern scientists, and
in addition to wide knowledge he has the power of
attractive exposition. The book is a delightful intro-
duction to a fascinating study.

SELECTED ESSAYS. Augustine Birrell,
The little books in which Mr. Birrell has published
his “ Essays” have been cherished by all lovers of good
literature. The present volume consists of a selection
from half a dozen of his books. The selection has
been approved by Mr. Birrell himself, and may be
taken as an anthology of his best work.

DREAM DAYS. Kenneth Grahame,
This is the second of Mr. Kenneth Gmhame’s_ two
classics of child-life. The grace of style and delicacy
of humour are worthy of Charles Lamb.



LORD RUSSELL OF KILLOWEN. R.B. O’Brier
Sir Charles Russell was the greatest of modern adyocate
after Sir Henry Hawkins, and he was certainly th
most impressive figure on the modern Bench. H
played a great part also in political life, as his work i

¥ connection with the Parnell Commission bore witnes!
The book gives us a wonderful picture of a massiv.
personality, fearless, just, subtle, and passionate.

MAKING OF MODERN EGYPT. Sir A. Colvir
The writer was not only himself a sharer in the work ¢
Egyptian reconstruction, but as a distinguished India
Lieutenant-Governor he writes of administrative que
tions with full inside knowledge. There is not a du
page in the book, and the complex story of Egyptia
development is turned into a romance.

FROM THE CAPE TO CAIRO. E.S. Grogar
This journey was undertaken by Captain Grogan, o
the advice of Mr. Cecil Rhodes, in the years 1898—¢
He covered practically the whole distance from th
Cape to Cairo on foot. No volume of African trav¢
is so full of startling pictures and strange adventures.

ROUND THE WORLD ON A WHEEL.

J. Foster Frases
Mr. Foster Fraser is the prince of special correspondent
and lightning travellers. He started on his bicycle fror
England in 1896, crossed Europe, reached Persia b
way of the Caucasus, traversed India to Calcutta, the
went by way of Burmah through the heart of Chin
then to Japan, and home at last by way of Amer‘ij
bicycling from San Francisco to New York. The
of this wonderful journey is told in a series of bri
impressionistic sketches, :




LIFE OF LORD DUFEFERIN, Sir Alfred Lyall
This is the life of the greatest of modern British
diplomats by Sir Alfred Lyall. Lord Dufferin’s career
covered every part of the globe. It is a story of high
achievement and the revelation of a brilliant and
fascinating personality.

A MODERN UTOPIA. H. G. Wells.
This is Mr. Wells’s dream of an ideal future when
society shall have been reconstructed on principles of
justice and good sense. The book is a brilliant fantasy,
full of stimulating and original thought.

WILD LIFE IN A SOUTHERN COUNTY.
Richard Jefferies.
This volume of studies of wild life in a southern county
contains some of Richard Jefferies’ best work, and
forms a fascinating companion for any country holiday.

LIFE OF ALEXANDER HAMILTON. F.S.Oliver.

It is to Alexander Hamilton that the American Union
was mainly due. He represented the intellectual and
political side as Washington represented the military.
Mr. Oliver's book deals mainly with the work of his
maturer years, when he was hammering the scattered
States into one nationality.

)
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A New Volume is published on the First
and Third Wednesday of every Month.



NELSON SHILLING LLIBRARY

CONDENSED LIST.

READY.

Life of Alexander Ham-
ilgon. F. 5. Oliver.
From the Cape to Cairo.
E. S. Grogan.

Making of Modern Egypt.
Sir Auckland Colvin.

Life of Lord Russell of
Killowen. R.Barry O'Bren.

Selected Essays.
Augustine Birrell,

Idylls of the Sea.
Frank T. Bullen.

Reminiscencesof Sir Henry
Hawkins.

Simple Adventures of a
Memsahib. Sara J. Duncan.

The Golden Age.

Kenneth Grahame.
The Forest. Stewart E. White,

Life of Gladstone,
Herbert W. Paul.
Wild Life in a Southern
COUﬂty. Richard Jefferies.
The Psalms in Human
Life. R. E. Prothero.
Memories. Dean Hole.
Life of John Nicholson,

Captain Trotter.

The Great Boer War.
A. Conan Doyle.
Collections and Recollec-
tions, G. W. E. Russell.

Scrambles Amongst the
Alps. Edward Whymper,
A Book about the Garden
Dean Hole

Culture and Anarchy.
Matthew Arnold,

Collections and Recollec-

tions (Second Series).
G. W. E. Russell

Life of Frank Buckland.:

G. C. Bompas,

A Modern Utopia.
H. G. Wells.

With Kitchener to Khar4
tum. G. W. Steevens.
Unveiling of Lhasa,
Edmund Candler.

Life of Lord Dufferin.
Sir Alfred Lyall.

The Life of Dean Stanley.
R. E. Prothero.

Astronomy for Amateurs.
Camille Flammarion.

Dream Days. K. Grahame.
Round the World on a

Wheel.
The Path to Rome.

Hilaire Belloc.

The Life of Canon Ainger.
Edith Sichel.

Reminiscences

J. Foster Fraser.|

of Lady|

Dorothy Nevill.

A Social Departure.
Sara Jeannette Duncan.















