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Chapter 1

The Squire of Allington

Of course there was a Great House at Allington. How otherwise should
there have beena Small House? Our story will, asits name imports, have
its closestrelations with those who lived in the lessdignified domicile of
the two; but it will have closerelations also with the more dignified, and
it may be well that | should, in the first instance, say a few words asto
the Great House and its owner.

The squires of Allington had been squires of Allington since squires,
such as squires are now, were first known in England. From father to
son, and from uncle to nephew, and, in one instance, from second cousin
to second cousin, the sceptre had descended in the family of the Dales;
and the acreshad remained intact, growing in value and not decreasing
in number, though guarded by no entail and protected by no wonderful
amount of prudence or wisdom. The estateof Dale of Allington had been
coterminous with the parish of Allington for some hundreds of years;
and though, as| have said, the race of squires had possessednothing of
superhuman discretion, and had perhaps been guided in their walks
through life by no very distinct principles, still there had beenwith them
so much of adherenceto a sacred law, that no acre of the property had
ever been parted from the hands of the existing squire. Some futile at-
tempts had beenmade to increasethe territory, asindeed had beendone
by Kit Dale, the father of Christopher Dale, who will appear as our
squire of Allington when the persons of our drama are introduced. Old
Kit Dale, who had married money, had bought outlying farms,Na bit of
ground here and a bit there,Ntalking, ashe did so, much of political in-
fluence and of the good old Tory cause. But these farms and bits of
ground had gone again before our time. To them had been attached no
religion. When old Kit had found himself pressedin that matter of the
majority of the Nineteenth Dragoons, in which crack regiment his second
son made for himself quite a career, he found it easier to sell than to
saveNseeing that that which he sold was his own and not the patrimony



of the Dales. At his death the remainder of these purchases had gone.
Family arrangements required completion, and Christopher Dale re-
quired ready money. The outlying farms flew away, as such new pur-
chaseshad flown before; but the old patrimony of the Dales remained
untouched, as it had ever remained.

It had been a religion among them; and seeing that the worship had
been carried on without fail, that the vestal fire had never gone down
upon the hearth, | should not have said that the Dales had walked their
ways without high principle. To this religion they had all adhered, and
the new heir had ever entered in upon his domain without other encum-
brances than those with which he himself was then already burdened.
And yet there had beenno entail. The idea of an entail was not in accord-
ancewith the peculiarities of the Dale mind. It was necessaryto the Dale
religion that each squire should have the power of wasting the acres of
Allington,Nand that he should abstain from wasting them. | remember
to have dined at a house, the whole glory and fortune of which de-
pended on the safety of a glass goblet. We all know the story. If the luck
of Edenhall should be shattered, the doom of the family would be sealed.
Nevertheless | was bidden to drink out of the fatal glass, as were all
guestsin that house. It would not have contented the chivalrous mind of
the master to protect his doom by lock and key and padded chest. And
soit was with the Dales of Allington. To them an entail would have been
a lock and key and a padded chest; but the old chivalry of their house
denied to them the use of such protection.

| have spoken something slightingly of the acquirements and doings of
the family; and indeed their acquirements had beenfew and their doings
little. At Allington, Dale of Allington had always been known as a king.
At Guestwick, the neighbouring market town, he was a great manNto be
seenfrequently on Saturdays, standing in the market-place, and laying
down the law asto barley and oxen among men who knew usually more
about barley and oxen than did he. At Hamersham, the assizetown, he
was generally in some repute, being a constant grand juror for the
county, and a man who paid his way. But even at Hamersham the glory
of the Dales had, at most periods, begun to pale, for they had seldom
beenwidely conspicuous in the county, and had earned no great reputa-
tion by their knowledge of jurisprudence in the grand jury room. Beyond
Hamersham their fame had not spread itself.

They had been men generally built in the same mould, inheriting each
from his father the same virtues and the same vices,Nmen who would
have lived, each, as his father had lived before him, had not the new



ways of the world gradually drawn away with them, by an invisible
magnetism, the upcoming Dale of the day,Nnot indeed in any caseso
moving him asto bring him up to the spirit of the agein which he lived,
but dragging him forward to aline in advance of that on which his father
had trodden. They had been obstinate men; believing much in them-
selves; just according to their ideas of justice; hard to their tenants but
not known to be hard even by the tenants themselves, for the rules fol-
lowed had ever beenthe rules on the Allington estate;imperious to their
wives and children, but imperious within bounds, so that no Mrs Dale
had fled from her lord's roof, and no loud scandalshad existed between
father and sons; exacting in their ideas asto money, expecting that they
were to receive much and to give little, and yet not thought to be mean,
for they paid their way, and gave money in parish charity and in county
charity. They had ever been steady supporters of the Church, graciously
receiving into their parish such new vicars as, from time to time, were
sentto them from King's College, Cambridge, to which establishment the
gift of the living belonged,Nbut, nevertheless,the Dales had ever carried
on some unpronounced warfare against the clergyman, so that the inter-
course between the lay family and the clerical had seldom beenin all re-
spects pleasant.

Suchhad beenthe Dales of Allington, time out of mind, and suchin all
respectswould have been the Christopher Dale of our time, had he not
suffered two accidents in his youth. He had fallen in love with a lady
who obstinately refused his hand, and on her account he had remained
single; that was his first accident. The second had fallen upon him with
referenceto his father's assumed wealth. He had supposed himself to be
richer than other Dales of Allington when coming in upon his property,
and had consequently entertained an idea of sitting in Parliament for his
county. In order that he might attain this honour he had allowed himself
to be talked by the men of Hamersham and Guestwick out of his old
family politics, and had declared himself a Liberal. He had never gone to
the poll, and, indeed, had never actually stood for the seat. But he had
come forward asa liberal politician, and had failed; and, although it was
well known to all around that Christopher Dale was in heart as thor-
oughly conservative as any of his forefathers, this accident had made
him sour and silent on the subject of politics, and had somewhat es-
tranged him from his brother squires.

In other respectsour Christopher Dale was, if anything, superior to the
average of the family. Those whom he did love he loved dearly. Those
whom he hated he did not ill-use beyond the limits of justice. He was



closein small matters of money, and yet in certain family arrangements
he was, as we shall see,capable of much liberality. He endeavoured to
do his duty in accordancewith his lights, and had succeededin weaning
himself from personal indulgences, to which during the early days of his
high hopes he had become accustomed. And in that matter of his unre-
qguited love he had been true throughout. In his hard, dry, unpleasant
way he had loved the woman; and when at least he learned to know that
she would not have his love, he had been unable to transfer his heart to
another. This had happened just at the period of his father's death, and
he had endeavoured to console himself with politics, with what fate we
have already seen.A constant, upright, and by no means insincere man
was our Christopher Dale,Nthin and meagre in his mental attributes, by
no means even understanding the fullness of a full man, with power of
eye-sight very limited in seeing aught which was above him, but yet
worthy of regard in that he had realised a path of duty and did endeav-
our to walk therein. And, moreover, our Mr Christopher Dale was a
gentleman.

Suchin character was the squire of Allington, the only regular inhabit-
ant of the Great House. In person, he was a plain, dry man, with short
grizzled hair and thick grizzled eyebrows. Of beard, he had very little,
carrying the smallest possible grey whiskers, which hardly fell below the
points of his ears. His eyeswere sharp and expressive, and his nose was
straight and well formed,Nas was also his chin. But the nobility of his
face was destroyed by a mean mouth with thin lips; and his forehead,
which was high and narrow, though it forbad you to take Mr Dale for a
fool, forbad you also to take him for a man of great parts, or of awide ca-
pacity. In height, he was about five feet ten; and at the time of our story
was as near to seventy as he was to sixty. But years had treated him very
lightly, and he bore few signs of age. Such in person was Christopher
Dale, Esq.,the squire of Allington, and owner of some three thousand a
year, all of which proceeded from the lands of that parish.

And now | will speak of the Great House of Allington. After all, it was
not very great; nor was it surrounded by much of that exquisite nobility
of park appurtenance which graces the habitations of most of our old
landed proprietors. But the house itself was very graceful. It had been
built in the days of the early Stuarts, in that style of architecture to which
we give the name of the Tudors. On its front it showed three pointed
roofs, or gables, as | believe they should be called; and between each
gable a thin tall chimney stood, the two chimneys thus raising them-
selves just above the three peaks | have mentioned. | think that the



beauty of the house depended much on those two chimneys; on them,
and on the mullioned windows with which the front of the house was
closely filled. The door, with its jutting porch, was by no meansin the
centre of the house. As you entered, there was but one window on your
right hand, while on your left there were three. And over thesethere was
aline of five windows, one taking its place above the porch. We all know
the beautiful old Tudor window, with its stout stone mullions and its
stone transoms, crossing from side to side at a point much nearer to the
top than to the bottom. Of all windows ever invented it is the sweetest.
And here, at Allington, | think their beauty was enhancedby the fact that
they were not regular in their shape. Some of these windows were long
windows, while some of them were high. That to the right of the door,
and that at the other extremity of the house, were among the former. But
the others had been put in without regard to uniformity, along window

here, and a high window there, with a general effect which could hardly

have been improved. Then above, in the three gables, were three other
smaller apertures. But these also were mullioned, and the entire frontage
of the house was uniform in its style.

Round the house there were trim gardens, not very large, but worthy
of much note in that they were so trim,Ngardens with broad gravel
paths, with one walk running in front of the house so broad asto be fitly
called aterrace. But this, though in front of the house, was sufficiently re-
moved from it to allow of a coach-road running inside it to the front
door. The Dales of Allington had always been gardeners, and their
garden was perhaps more noted in the county than any other of their
properties. But outside the gardens no pretensions had been made to the
grandeur of a domain. The pastures round the house were but pretty
fields, in which timber was abundant. There was no deer-park at Alling-
ton; and though the Allington woods were well known, they formed no
portion of awhole of which the house was a part. They lay away, out of
sight, a full mile from the back of the house; but not on that account of
less avail for the fitting preservation of foxes.

And the house stood much too near the road for purposes of grandeur,
had such purposes ever swelled the breast of any of the squires of Al-
lington. But | fancy that our ideas of rural grandeur have altered since
many of our older country seatswere built. To be near the village, so as
in some way to afford comfort, protection, and patronage, and perhaps
also with some view to the pleasantnessof neighbourhood for its own
iInmates, seemedto be the object of a gentleman when building his house
in the old days. A solitude in the centre of a wide park is now the only



site that can be recognised as eligible. No cottage must be seen, unless
the cottage ornZ of the gardener. The village, if it cannot be abolished,
must be got out of sight. The sound of the church bells is not desirable,
and the road on which the profane vulgar travel by their own right must
be at a distance. When some old Dale of Allington built his house, he
thought differently. There stood the church and there the village, and,
pleased with such vicinity, he sat himself down closeto his God and to
his tenants.

As you pass along the road from Guestwick into the village you see
the church near to you on your left hand; but the house is hidden from
the road. As you approach the church, reaching the gate of it which is
not above two hundred yards from the high road, you seethe full front
of the Great House. Perhaps the best view of it is from the churchyard.
The lane leading up to the church ends in a gate, which is the entrance
into Mr Dale's place. There is no lodge there, and the gate generally
stands open,Nindeed, always does so, unless some need of cattle graz-
ing within requires that it should be closed. But there is an inner gate,
leading from the home paddock through the gardens to the house, and
another inner gate, some thirty yards farther on, which will take you into
the farmyard. Perhapsit is a defect at Allington that the farmyard is very
close to the house. But the stables, and the straw-yards, and the un-
washed carts, and the lazy lingering cattle of the homestead, are
screenedoff by arow of chestnuts, which, when in its glory of flower, in
the early days of May, no other row in England can surpassin beauty.
Had any one told Dale of Allington,Nthis Dale or any former
Dale,Nthat his place wanted wood, he would have pointed with
mingled pride and disdain to his belt of chestnuts.

Of the church itself | will say the fewest possible number of words. It
was a church such asthere are, | think, thousands in EnglandNlow, in-
commodious, kept with difficulty in repair, too often pervious to the wet,
and yet strangely picturesque, and correct too, according to great rules of
architecture. It was built with a nave and aisles, visibly in the form of a
cross, though with its arms clipped down to the trunk, with a separate
chancel, with a large square short tower, and with a bell-shaped spire,
covered with lead and irregular in its proportions. Who does not know
the low porch, the perpendicular Gothic window, the flat-roofed aisles,
and the noble old grey tower of such a church asthis? As regards its in-
terior, it was dusty; it was blocked up with high-backed ugly pews; the
gallery in which the children sat at the end of the church, and in which
two ancient musicians blew their bassoons,was all awry, and looked as



though it would fall; the pulpit was an ugly useless edifice, as high
nearly as the roof would allow, and the reading-desk under it hardly

permitted the parson to keep his head free from the dangling tasselsof
the cushion above him. A clerk also was there beneath him, holding a
third position somewhat elevated; and upon the whole things there were
not quite as| would have had them. But, nevertheless, the place looked
like a church, and | can hardly say so much for all the modern edifices
which have been built in my days towards the glory of God. It looked
like a church, and not the less so becausein walking up the passage
between the pews the visitor trod upon the brass plates which dignified

the resting-places of the departed Dales of old.

Below the church, and between that and the village, stood the vicar-
age, in such position that the small garden of the vicarage stretched from
the churchyard down to the backs of the village cottages. This was a
pleasant residence, newly built within the last thirty years, and credit-
able to the ideas of comfort entertained by the rich collegiate body from
which the vicars of Allington always came. Doubtless we shall in the
course of our sojourn at Allington visit the vicarage now and then, but |
do not know that any further detailed account of its comforts will be ne-
cessary to us.

Passing by the lane leading to the vicarage, the church, and to the
house, the high road descends rapidly to a little brook which runs
through the village. On the right asyou descendyou will have seenthe
"Red Lion," and will have seenno other house conspicuous in any way.
At the bottom, close to the brook, is the post-office, kept surely by the
crossestold woman in all those parts. Here the road passesthrough the
water, the accommodation of a narrow wooden bridge having been af-
forded for those on foot. But before passing the stream, you will seea
cross street, running to the left, as had run that other lane leading to the
house. Here, as this cross street rises the hill, are the best housesin the
village. The baker lives here, and that respectable woman, Mrs Frum-
mage, who sells ribbons, and toys, and soap, and straw bonnets, with
many other things too long to mention. Here, too, lives an apothecary,
whom the veneration of this and neighbouring parishes has raised to the
dignity of a doctor. And here also, in the smallest but prettiest cottage
that can be imagined, lives Mrs Hearn, the widow of a former vicar, on
terms, however, with her neighbour the squire which | regret to say are
not as friendly as they should be. Beyond this lady's modest residence,
Allington Street, for so the road is called, turns suddenly round towards
the church, and at the point of the turn is a pretty low iron railing with a
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gate, and with a covered way, which leads up to the front door of the
house which stands there, | will only say here, at this fag end of a
chapter, that it is the Small House at Allington. Allington Street,as!| have
said, turns short round towards the church at this point, and there ends
at a white gate, leading into the churchyard by a second entrance.

Somuch it was needful that | should say of Allington Great House, of
the Squire, and of the village. Of the Small House, | will speak separately
in a further chapter.
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Chapter 2

The Two Pearls of Allington

"But Mr Crosbie is only a mere clerk."

This sarcasticcondemnation was spoken by Miss Lilian Dale to her sis-
ter Isabella, and referred to a gentleman with whom we shall have much
concernin thesepages.| do not say that Mr Crosbie will be our hero, see-
ing that that part in the drama will be cut up, asit were, into fragments.
Whatever of the magnificent may be produced will be diluted and ap-
portioned out in very moderate quantities among two or more, probably
among three or four, young gentlemenNto none of whom will be vouch-
safed the privilege of much heroic action.

"l don't know what you call a mere clerk, Lily. Mr Fanfaron is a mere
barrister, and Mr Boyceis a mere clergyman." Mr Boyce was the vicar of
Allington, and Mr Fanfaron was a lawyer who had made his way over to
Allington during the last assizes."You might as well say that Lord De
Guest is a mere earl."

"Sohe isNonly amere earl. Had he ever done anything excepthave fat
oxen, one wouldn't say so. You know what | mean by a mere clerk? It
Isn't much in a man to be in a public office, and yet Mr Crosbie gives
himself airs."

"You don't suppose that Mr Crosbie is the same as John Eames," said
Bell, who, by her tone of voice, did not seeminclined to undervalue the
qualifications of Mr Crosbie. Now John Eameswas a young man from
Guestwick, who had been appointed to a clerkship in the Income-tax of-
fice, with eighty pounds a year, two years ago.

"Then Johnny Eamesis a mere clerk," said Lily; "and Mr Crosbie isN
After all, Bell, what is Mr Crosbie, if he is not a mere clerk? Of course, he
is older than John Eames;and, as he has beenlonger at it, | suppose he
has more than eighty pounds a year."

"I am not in Mr Crosbie's confidence. He is in the General Committee
Office, | know; and, | believe, has pretty nearly the management of the
whole of it. | have heard Bernard say that he has six or sevenyoung men
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under him, and thatN; but, of course, | don't know what he does at his
office."

“I'l tell you what he is, Bell; Mr Crosbie is a swell." And Lilian Dale
was right; Mr Crosbie was a swell.

And here | may perhaps best explain who Bernard was, and who was
Mr Crosbie. Captain Bernard Dale was an officer in the corps of Engin-
eers,was the first cousin of the two girls who have been speaking, and
was nephew and heir presumptive to the squire. His father, Colonel
Dale, and his mother, Lady Fanny Dale, were still living at TorquayNan
effete, invalid, listless couple, pretty well dead to all the world beyond
the region of the Torquay card-tables. He it was who had made for him-
self quite a careerin the Nineteenth Dragoons. This he did by eloping
with the penniless daughter of that impoverished earl, the Lord De
Guest. After the conclusion of that event circumstances had not afforded
him the opportunity of making himself conspicuous; and he had gone on
declining gradually in the world's esteemNfor the world had esteemed
him when he first made good his running with the Lady FannyNiill
now, in his slippered years, he and his Lady Fanny were unknown ex-
cept among those Torquay Bath chairs and card-tables. His elder brother
was still a hearty man, walking in thick shoes,and constantin his saddle;
but the colonel, with nothing beyond his wife's title to keep his body
awake, had fallen asleep somewhat prematurely among his slippers. Of
him and of Lady Fanny, Bernard Dale was the only son. Daughters they
had had; some were dead, some married, and one living with them
among the card-tables. Of his parents Bernard had latterly not seen
much; not more, that is, than duty and a due attention to the fifth com-
mandment required of him. He also was making a career for himself,
having obtained a commission in the Engineers, and being known to all
his compeers as the nephew of an earl, and as the heir to a property of
three thousand a year. And when | say that Bernard Dale was not in-
clined to throw away any of these advantages, | by no means intend to
speakin his dispraise. The advantage of being heir to a good property is
so manifest,Nthe advantages over and beyond those which are merely
fiscal,Nthat no man thinks of throwing them away, or expects another
man to do so. Moneys in possessionor in expectation do give a setto the
head, and a confidence to the voice, and an assuranceto the man, which
will help him much in his walk in lifeNif the owner of them will simply
use them, and not abuse them. And for Bernard Dale | will say that he
did not often talk of his uncle the earl. He was conscious that his uncle
was an earl, and that other men knew the fact. He knew that he would
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not otherwise have been elected at the Beaufort, or at that most aristo-
cratic of little clubs called Sebright's. When noble blood was called in
guestion he never alluded specially to his own, but he knew how to
speak as one of whom all the world was aware on which side he had
been placed by the circumstances of his birth. Thus he used his advant-
age,and did not abuseit. And in his profession he had beenequally for-
tunate. By industry, by a small but wakeful intelligence, and by some aid
from patronage, he had got on till he had almost achieved the reputation
of talent. His name had become known among scientific experimental-
Ists, not asthat of one who had himself invented a cannon or an antidote
to a cannon, but asof a man understanding in cannons and well fitted to
look at those invented by others; who would honestly test this or that an-
tidote; or, if not honestly, seeing that such thin-minded men can hardly
go to the proof of any matter without some pre-judgment in their minds,
at any rate with such appearanceof honesty that the world might be sat-
isfied. And in this way Captain Dale was employed much at home,
about London; and was not called on to build barracksin Nova Scotia, or
to make roads in the Punjaub.

He was a small slight man, smaller than his uncle, but in facevery like
him. He had the sameeyes,and nose,and chin, and the same mouth; but
his forehead was better,Nless high and pointed, and better formed about
the brows. And then he wore moustaches,which somewhat hid the thin-
nessof his mouth. On the whole, he was not ill-looking; and, as| have
said before, he carried with him an air of self-assuranceand a confident
balance, which in itself gives a grace to a young man.

He was staying at the present time in his uncle's house, during the de-
licious warmth of the summer,Nfor, asyet, the month of July was not all
past; and his intimate friend, Adolphus Crosbie, who was or was not a
mere clerk asmy readers may chooseto form their own opinions on that
matter, was a guest in the house with him. | am inclined to say that
Adolphus Crosbie was not a mere clerk; and | do not think that he would
have beenso called, even by Lily Dale, had he not given signs to her that
he was a "swell." Now a man in becoming a swell,Na swell of such an
order ascould possibly be known to Lily Dale,Nmust have ceasedto be
a mere clerk in that very process. And, moreover, Captain Dale would
not have been Damon to any Pythias of whom it might fairly be said that
he was a mere clerk. Nor could any mere clerk have got himself in either
at the Beaufort or at Sebright's. The evidence against that former asser-
tion made by Lily Dale is very strong; but then the evidence asto her lat-
ter assertion is as strong, Mr Crosbie certainly was a swell. It is true that
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he was a clerk in the General Committee Office. But then, in the first
place, the General Committee Office is situated in Whitehall; whereas
poor John Eameswas forced to travel daily from his lodgings in Burton
Crescent,ever so far beyond Russell Square,to his dingy room in Somer-
setHouse. And Adolphus Crosbie, when very young, had beena private
secretary,and had afterwards mounted up in his office to some quasi au-
thority and senior-clerkship, bringing him in sevenhundred a year, and
giving him a status among assistant secretariesand the like, which even
in an official point of view was something. But the triumphs of Adol-
phus Crosbie had been other than these.Not becausehe had beenintim-
ate with assistant secretaries,and was allowed in Whitehall a room to
himself with an arm-chair, would he have been entitled to stand upon
the rug at Sebright's and speak while rich men listened,Nrich men, and
men also who had handles to their names! Adolphus Crosbie had done
more than make minutes with discretion on the papers of the General
Committee Office. He had set himself down before the gates of the city of
fashion, and had taken them by storm; or, perhaps, to speak with more
propriety, he had picked the locks and let himself in. In his walks of life
he was somebody in London. A man at the West End who did not know
who was Adolphus Crosbie knew nothing. | do not say that he was the
intimate friend of many great men; but even great men acknowledged
the acquaintance of Adolphus Crosbie, and he was to be seenin the
drawing-rooms, or at any rate on the staircases, of Cabinet Ministers.
Lilian Dale, dear Lily DaleNfor my reader must know that sheis to be
very dear, and that my story will be nothing to him if he do not love Lily
DaleNLilian Dale had discovered that Mr Crosbie was a swell. But | am
bound to say that Mr Crosbie did not habitually proclaim the fact in any
offensive manner; nor in becoming a swell had he become altogether a
bad fellow. It was not to be expected that a man who was petted at
Sebright's should carry himself in the Allington drawing-room aswould
Johnny Eames,who had never been petted by any one but his mother.
And this fraction of a hero of ours had other advantages to back him,
over and beyond those which fashion had given him. He was a tall, well-
looking man, with pleasant eyes and an expressive mouth,Na man
whom you would probably observe in whatever room you might meet
him. And he knew how to talk, and had in him something which justi-
fied talking. He was no butterfly or dandy, who flew about in the
world's sun, warmed into prettiness by a sunbeam. Crosbie had his opin-
ion on things,Non politics, on religion, on the philanthropic tendencies
of the age, and had read something here and there as he formed his

15



opinion. Perhapshe might have done better in the world had he not been
placed so early in life in that Whitehall public office. There was that in
him which might have earned better bread for him in an open
profession.

But in that matter of his bread the fate of Adolphus Crosbie had by
this time beendecided for him, and he had reconciled himself to fate that
was now inexorable. Somevery slight patrimony, a hundred ayear or so,
had fallen to his share.Beyond that he had his salary from his office, and
nothing else;and on his income, thus made up, he had lived asa bachel-
or in London, enjoying all that London could give him asa man in mod-
erately easy circumstances, and looking forward to no costly luxur-
ies,Nsuch as a wife, a house of his own, or a stable full of horses. Those
which he did enjoy of the good things of the world would, if known to
John Eames, have made him appear fabulously rich in the eyes of that
brother clerk. His lodgings in Mount Streetwere elegantin their belong-
ings. During three months of the seasonin London he called himself the
master of a very neat hack. He was always well dressed, though never
overdressed. At his clubs he could live on equal terms with men having
ten times his income. He was not married. He had acknowledged to him-
self that he could not marry without money; and he would not marry for
money. He had put aside from him, asnot within his reach, the comforts
of marriage. ButN We will not, however, at the present moment inquire
more curiously into the private life and circumstances of our new friend
Adolphus Crosbie.

After the sentencepronounced against him by Lilian, the two girls re-
mained silent for awhile. Bell was, perhaps, a little angry with her sister.
It was not often that she allowed herself to say much in praise of any
gentleman; and, now that she had spoken a word or two in favour of Mr
Crosbie, shefelt herself to be rebuked by her sister for this unwonted en-
thusiasm. Lily was at work on a drawing, and in a minute or two had
forgotten all about Mr Crosbie; but the injury remained on Bell's mind
and prompted her to go back to the subject. "I don't like those slang
words, Lily."

"What slang words?"

"You know what you called Bernard's friend."

"Oh; a swell. | fancy | do like slang. | think it's awfully jolly to talk
about things being jolly. Only that | was afraid of your nerves | should
have called him stunning. It's so slow, you know, to use nothing but
words out of a dictionary."

"l don't think it's nice in talking of gentlemen."
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"Isn't it? Well, I'd like to be niceNif | knew how."

If sheknew how! Thereis no knowing how, for a girl, in that matter. If
nature and her mother have not done it for her, there is no hope for her
on that head. | think | may say that nature and her mother had been suf-
ficiently efficacious for Lilian Dale in this respect.

"Mr Crosbie is, at any rate, a gentleman, and knows how to make him-
self pleasant. That was all that | meant. Mamma said a great deal more
about him than | did."

"Mr Crosbie is an Apollo; and | always look upon Apollo as the
greatestNyou know whatNthat ever lived. | mustn't say the word, be-
cause Apollo was a gentleman."

At this moment, while the name of the god was still on her lips, the
high open window of the drawing-room was darkened, and Bernard
entered, followed by Mr Crosbie.

"Who is talking about Apollo?" said Captain Dale.

The qirls were both stricken dumb. How would it be with them if Mr
Crosbie had heard himself spoken of in those last words of poor Lily's?
This was the rashnessof which Bell was ever accusing her sister, and
here was the result! But, in truth, Bernard had heard nothing more than
the name, and Mr Crosbie, who had been behind him, had heard
nothing.

"As sweet and musical as bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair,
said Mr Crosbie, not meaning much by the quotation, but perceiving that
the two girls had been in some way put out and silenced.

"What very bad music it must have made," said Lily; "unless, indeed,
his hair was very different from ours."

"It was all sunbeams,"suggested Bernard. But by that time Apollo had
served his turn, and the ladies welcomed their guests in the proper form.

"Mamma is in the garden," said Bell, with that hypocritical pretence so
common with young ladies when young gentlemen call; as though they
were aware that mamma was the object specially sought.

"Picking peas, with a sun-bonnet on," said Lily.

“Let us by all means go and help her," said Mr Crosbie; and then they
issued out into the garden.

The gardens of the Great House of Allington and those of the Small
House open on to each other. A proper boundary of thick laurel hedge,
and wide ditch, and of iron spikes guarding the ditch, there is between
them; but over the wide ditch there is a foot-bridge, and at the bridge
there is a gate which has no key; and for all purposes of enjoyment the
gardens of each house are open to the other. And the gardens of the
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Small House are very pretty. The Small House itself is so near the road
that there is nothing between the dining-room windows and the iron rail
but a narrow edge rather than border, and a little path made with round
fixed cobble stones, not above two feet broad, into which no one but the
gardener ever makes his way. The distance from the road to the house is
not above five or six feet, and the entrance from the gate is shut in by a
covered way. But the garden behind the house, on to which the windows
from the drawing-room open, is to all the sensesas private as though
there were no village of Allington, and no road up to the church within a
hundred yards of the lawn. The steeple of the church, indeed, can be
seen from the lawn, peering, as it were, between the yew-trees which
stand in the corner of the churchyard adjoining to Mrs Dale's wall. But
none of the Dale family have any objection to the sight of that steeple.
The glory of the Small House at Allington certainly consistsin its lawn,
which is as smooth, as level, and as much like velvet as grass has ever
yet been made to look. Lily Dale, taking pride in her own lawn, has de-
clared often that it is no good attempting to play croquet up at the Great
House. The grass, she says, grows in tufts, and nothing that Hopkins, the
gardener, can or will do has any effect upon the tufts. But there are no
tufts at the Small House. As the squire himself has never been very en-
thusiastic about croquet, the croquet implements have been moved per-
manently down to the Small House, and croquet there has become quite
an institution.

And while | am on the subject of the garden | may also mention Mrs
Dale's conservatory, asto which Bell was strenuously of opinion that the
Great House had nothing to offer equal to itN"For flowers, of course, |
mean," she would say, correcting herself; for at the Great House there
was a grapery very celebrated. On this matter the squire would be less
tolerant than as regarded the croquet, and would tell his niece that she
knew nothing about flowers. "Perhaps not, Uncle Christopher,” she
would say. "All the same, | like our geraniums best;" for there was a
spice of obstinacy about Miss Dale,Nas, indeed, there was in all the
Dales, male and female, young and old.

It may be aswell to explain that the care of this lawn and of this con-
servatory, and, indeed, of the entire garden belonging to the Small
House, was in the hands of Hopkins, the head gardener to the Great
House; and it was so simply for this reason, that Mrs Dale could not af-
ford to keep a gardener herself. A working lad, at ten shillings a week,
who cleaned the knives and shoes,and dug the ground, was the only
male attendant on the three ladies. But Hopkins, the head gardener of
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Allington, who had men under him, was as widely awake to the lawn
and the conservatory of the humbler establishment as he was to the
grapery, peach-walls, and terraces of the grander one. In his eyesit was
all one place. The Small House belonged to his master, asindeed did the
very furniture within it; and it was lent, not let, to Mrs Dale. Hopkins,
perhaps, did not love Mrs Dale, seeing that he owed her no duty asone
born a Dale. The two young ladies he did love, and also snubbed in a
very peremptory way sometimes. To Mrs Dale he was coldly civil, al-
ways referring to the squire if any direction worthy of special notice as
concerning the garden was given to him.

All this will serveto explain the terms on which Mrs Dale was living at
the Small House,Na matter needful of explanation sooner or later. Her
husband had beenthe youngest of three brothers, and in many respects
the brightest. Early in life he had gone up to London, and there had done
well asaland surveyor. He had done so well that Government had em-
ployed him, and for some three or four years he had enjoyed a large in-
come, but death had come suddenly on him, while he was only yet as-
cending the ladder; and, when he died, he had hardly begun to realise
the golden prospects which he had seenbefore him. This had happened
some fifteen years before our story commenced, so that the two girls
hardly retained any memory of their father. For the first five years of her
widowhood, Mrs Dale, who had never been a favourite of the squire's,
lived with her two little girls in such modest way as her very limited
means allowed. Old Mrs Dale, the squire's mother, then occupied the
Small House. But when old Mrs Dale died, the squire offered the place
rent-free to his sister-in-law, intimating to her that her daughters would
obtain considerable social advantages by living at Allington. Shehad ac-
cepted the offer, and the social advantages had certainly followed. Mrs
Dale was poor, her whole income not exceeding three hundred a year,
and therefore her own style of living was of necessity very unassuming;
but she saw her girls becoming popular in the county, much liked by the
families around them, and enjoying nearly all the advantages which
would have accrued to them had they beenthe daughters of Squire Dale
of Allington. Under such circumstancesit was little to her whether or no
she were loved by her brother-in-law, or respectedby Hopkins. Her own
girls loved her, and respected her, and that was pretty much all that she
demanded of the world on her own behalf.

And Uncle Christopher had beenvery good to the girls in his own ob-
stinate and somewhat ungracious manner. There were two ponies in the
stables of the Great House, which they were allowed to ride, and which,
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unless on occasions,nobody else did ride. | think he might have given
the ponies to the girls, but he thought differently. And he contributed to
their dresses, sending them home now and again things which he
thought necessary,not in the pleasantestway in the world. Money he
never gave them, nor did he make them any promises. But they were
Dales, and he loved them; and with Christopher Dale to love once was to
love always. Bell was his chief favourite, sharing with his nephew Bern-
ard the bestwarmth of his heart. About thesetwo he had his projects, in-
tending that Bell should be the future mistress of the Great House of Al-
lington; asto which project, however, Miss Dale was asyet in very abso-
lute ignorance.

We may now, | think, go back to our four friends, asthey walked out
upon the lawn. They were understood to be on a mission to assist Mrs
Dale in the picking of the peas; but pleasure intervened in the way of
business, and the young people, forgetting the labours of their elder, al-
lowed themselvesto be carried away by the fascinations of croquet. The
iron hoops and the sticks were fixed. The mallets and the balls were ly-
ing about; and then the party was so nicely made up! "l haven't had a
game of croquet yet," said Mr Crosbie. It cannot be said that he had lost
much time, seeingthat he had only arrived before dinner on the preced-
ing day. And then the mallets were in their hands in a moment.

"We'll play sides, of course,"said Lily. "Bernard and I'll play together."
But this was not allowed. Lily was well known to be the queen of the
croquet ground; and as Bernard was supposed to be more efficient than
his friend, Lily had to take Mr Crosbie as her partner. "Apollo can't get
through the hoops," Lily said afterwards to her sister; "but then how
gracefully he fails to do it!" Lily, however, had been beaten, and may
therefore be excusedfor alittle spite against her partner. But it so turned
out that before Mr Crosbie took his final departure from Allington he
could get through the hoops; and Lily, though she was still queen of the
croquet ground, had to acknowledge a male sovereign in that dominion.

"That's not the way we played atN" said Crosbie, at one point of the
game, and then stopped himself.

"Where was that?" said Bernard.

"A place | was at last summer,Nin Shropshire."

“Then they don't play the game, Mr Crosbie, at the place you were at
last summer,Nin Shropshire," said Lily.

"You mean Lady Hartletop's,” said Bernard. Now, the Marchioness of
Hartletop was a very great person indeed, and a leader in the fashion-
able world.
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"Oh! Lady Hartletop's!" said Lily. "Then | suppose we must give in;"
which little bit of sarcasmwas not lost upon Mr Crosbie, and was put
down by him in the tablets of his mind as quite undeserved. He had en-
deavoured to avoid any mention of Lady Hartletop and her croquet
ground, and her ladyship's name had been forced upon him. Neverthe-
less, he liked Lily Dale through it all. But he thought that he liked Bell
the best, though she said little; for Bell was the beauty of the family.

During the game Bernard remembered that they had especially come
over to bid the three ladies to dinner at the house on that day. They had
all dined there on the day before, and the girls' uncle had now sentdirec-
tions to them to come again. "I'll go and ask mamma about it," said Bell,
who was out first. And then shereturned, saying, that she and her sister
would obey their uncle's behest; but that her mother would prefer to re-
main at home. "There are the peas to be eaten, you know," said Lily.

"Send them up to the Great House," said Bernard.

"Hopkins would not allow it," said Lily. "He calls that a mixing of
things. Hopkins doesn't like mixings." And then when the game was
over, they sauntered about, out of the small garden into the larger one,
and through the shrubberies, and out upon the fields, where they found
the still lingering remnants of the haymaking. And Lily took arake, and
raked for two minutes; and Mr Crosbie, making an attempt to pitch the
hay into the cart, had to pay half-a-crown for his footing to the hay-
makers; and Bell sat quiet under a tree, mindful of her complexion;
whereupon Mr Crosbie, finding the hay-pitching not much to his taste,
threw himself under the sametree also, quite after the manner of Apollo,
asLily said to her mother late in the evening. Then Bernard covered Lily
with hay, which was a great feat in the jocoseway for him; and Lily in
returning the compliment, almost smothered Mr Crosbie,Nby accident.

"Oh, Lily," said Bell.

“I'm sure | beg your pardon, Mr Crosbie. It was Bernard's fault. Bern-
ard, | never will come into a hayfield with you again." And so they all
becamevery intimate; while Bell sat quietly under the tree, listening to a
word or two now and then asMr Crosbie choseto speakthem. Thereis a
kind of enjoyment to be had in society, in which very few words are ne-
cessary.Bell was less vivacious than her sister Lily; and when, an hour
after this, shewas dressing herself for dinner, she acknowledged that she
had passed a pleasant afternoon, though Mr Crosbie had not said very
much.
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Chapter

The Widow Dale of Allington

As Mrs Dale, of the Small House, was not a Dale by birth, there canbe no
necessity for insisting on the fact that none of the Dale peculiarities
should be sought for in her character. These peculiarities were not, per-
haps, very conspicuous in her daughters, who had taken more in that re-
spect from their mother than from their father; but a close observer
might recognise the girls as Dales. They were constant, perhaps obstin-
ate, occasionally a little uncharitable in their judgment, and prone to
think that there was a great deal in being a Dale, though not prone to say
much about it. But they had also a better pride than this, which had
come to them as their mother's heritage.

Mrs Dale was certainly a proud woman,Nnot that there was anything
appertaining to herself in which shetook a pride. In birth she had been
much lower than her husband, seeing that her grandfather had been al-
most nobody. Her fortune had been considerable for her rank in life, and
on its proceeds she now mainly depended; but it had not been sufficient
to give any of the pride of wealth. And she had been a beauty; according
to my taste, was still very lovely; but certainly at this time of life, she,a
widow of fifteen years' standing, with two grown-up daughters, took no
pride in her beauty. Nor had she any conscious pride in the fact that she
was alady. That she was a lady, inwards and outwards, from the crown
of her head to the sole of her feet, in head, in heart, and in mind, a lady
by education and alady by nature, alady also by birth in spite of that de-
ficiency respecting her grandfather, | hereby state as a factNmeo
periculo. And the squire, though he had no special love for her, had re-
cognised this, and in all respects treated her as his equal.

But her position was one which required that she should either be very
proud or elsevery humble. Shewas poor, and yet her daughters moved
in a position which belongs, asarule, to the daughters of rich men only.
This they did as nieces of the childless squire of Allington, and as his
nieces she felt that they were entitled to accept his countenance and
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kindness, without loss of self-respecteither to her or to them. Shewould
have ill done her duty asa mother to them had she allowed any pride of
her own to come between them and such advantage in the world astheir
uncle might be able to give them. On their behalf she had accepted the
loan of the house in which shelived, and the use of many of the appur-
tenances belonging to her brother-in-law; but on her own account she
had accepted nothing. Her marriage with Philip Dale had been disliked
by his brother the squire, and the squire, while Philip was still living,
had continued to show that his feelings in this respect were not to be
overcome. They never had beenovercome; and now, though the brother-
in-law and sister-in-law had been close neighbours for years, living as
one may say almost in the same family, they had never become friends.
There had not been a word of quarrel between them. They met con-
stantly. The squire had unconsciously come to entertain a profound re-
spect for his brother's widow. The widow had acknowledged to herself
the truth of the affection shown by the uncle to her daughters. But yet
they had never come together asfriends. Of her own money matters Mrs
Dale had never spoken a word to the squire. Of his intention respecting
the girls the squire had never spoken a word to the mother. And in this
way they had lived and were living at Allington.

The life which Mrs Dale led was not altogether an easy life,Nwas not
devoid of much painful effort on her part. The theory of her life one may
say was thisNthat she should bury herself in order that her daughters
might live well above ground. And in order to carry out this theory, it
was necessarythat she should abstain from all complaint or show of un-
easinessbefore her girls. Their life above ground would not be well if
they understood that their mother, in this underground life of hers, was
enduring any sacrifice on their behalf. It was needful that they should
think that the picking of peasin a sun-bonnet, or long readings by her
own fire-side, and solitary hours spent in thinking, were specially to her
mind. "Mamma doesn't like going out." "I don't think mamma is happy
anywhere out of her own drawing-room." | do not say that the girls were
taught to say such words, but they were taught to have thoughts which
led to such words, and in the early days of their going out into the world
used so to speak of their mother. But a time came to them before
long,Nto one first and then to the other, in which they knew that it was
not so, and knew also all that their mother had suffered for their sakes.

And in truth Mrs Dale could have beenasyoung in heart asthey were.
She, too, could have played croquet, and have coquetted with a
haymaker's rake, and have delighted in her pony, ay, and have listened
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to little nothings from this and that Apollo, had she thought that things
had been conformable thereto. Women at forty do not become ancient
misanthropes, or stern Rhadamanthine moralists, indifferent to the
world's pleasuresNno, not even though they be widows. There are those
who think that such should be the phase of their minds. | profess that |
do not so think. | would have women, and men also, young aslong as
they can be young. It is not that a woman should call herself in years
younger than her father's family Bible will have her to be. Let her who is
forty call herself forty; but if she can be young in spirit at forty, let her
show that she is so.

| think that Mrs Dale was wrong. Shewould have joined that party on
the croquet ground, instead of remaining among the pea-sticks in her
sun-bonnet, had she done as | would have counselled her. Not a word
was spoken among the four that shedid not hear. Those pea-sticks were
only removed from the lawn by a low wall and a few shrubs. She
listened, not as one suspecting, but simply as one loving. The voices of
her girls were very dear to her, and the silver ringing tones of Lily's
tongue were as sweet to her ears as the music of the gods. She heard all
that about Lady Hartletop, and shuddered at Lily's bold sarcasm.And
she heard Lily say that mamma would stay at home and eat the peas,
and said to herself sadly that that was now her lot in life.

"Dear darling girlNand so it should be!"

It was thus her thoughts ran. And then, when her ear had traced them,
as they passed across the little bridge into the other grounds, she re-
turned acrossthe lawn to the house with her burden on her arm, and sat
herself down on the step of the drawing-room window, looking out on
the sweet summer flowers and the smooth surface of the grass before
her.

Had not God done well for her to place her where she was? Had not
her lines been set for her in pleasant places?Was she not happy in her
girls,Nher sweet, loving, trusting, trusty children? As it was to be that
her lord, that best half of herself, was to be taken from her in early life,
and that the springs of all the lighter pleasureswere to be thus stopped
for her, had it not beenwell that in her bereavement so much had been
done to soften her lot in life and give it grace and beauty? "Twas so, she
argued with herself, and yet she acknowledged to herself that she was
not happy. Shehad resolved, as she herself had said often, to put away
childish things, and now she pined for those things which she so put
from her. As she satshecould still hear Lily's voice asthey went through
the shrubbery,Nhear it when none but a mother's ears would have
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distinguished the sound. Now that those young men were at the Great
House it was natural that her girls should be there too. The squire would
not have had young men to stay with him had there been no ladies to
grace his table. But for her,Nshe knew that no one would want her there.
Now and again she must go, asotherwise her very existence,without go-
ing, would be a thing disagreeably noticeable. But there was no other
reason why she should join the party; nor in joining it would she either
give or receive pleasure. Let her daughters eat from her brother's table
and drink of his cup. They were made welcome to do so from the heart.
For her there was no such welcome as that at the Great House,Nnor at
any other house, or any other table!

"Mamma will stay at home to eat the peas."

And then sherepeatedto herself the words which Lily had spoken, sit-
ting there, leaning with her elbow on her knee, and her head upon her
hand.

"Please,ma‘'am, cook says,canwe have the peasto shell?"and then her
reverie was broken.

Whereupon Mrs Dale got up and gave over her basket. "Cook knows
that the young ladies are going to dine at the Great House?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Sheneedn't mind getting dinner for me. | will have teaearly.”" And so,
after all, Mrs Dale did not perform that special duty appointed for her.

But she soon set herself to work upon another duty. When a family of
three persons has to live upon an income of three hundred a year, and,
nevertheless, makes some pretence of going into society, it hasto be very
mindful of small details, even though that family may consist only of
ladies. Of this Mrs Dale was well aware, and as it pleased her that her
daughters should be nice and fresh, and pretty in their attire, many a
long hour was given up to that care. The squire would sendthem shawls
in winter, and had given them riding habits, and had sent them down
brown silk dressesfrom London,Nso limited in quantity that the due
manufacture of two dressesout of the material had been found to be
beyond the art of woman, and the brown silk garments had been a diffi-
culty from that day to thisNthe squire having a good memory in such
matters, and being anxious to seethe fruits of his liberality. All this was
doubtless of assistance,but had the squire given the amount which he so
expended in money to his nieces, the benefit would have been greater.
As it was, the girls were always nice and fresh and pretty, they them-
selves not being idle in that matter; but their tire-woman in chief was
their mother. And now she went up to their room and got out their
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muslin frocks, andNbut, perhaps, | should not tell such tales!N She,
however, felt no shamein her work, asshe sent for a hot iron, and with
her own hands smoothed out the creases,and gave the proper setto the
crimp flounces, and fixed a new ribbon where it was wanted, and saw
that all was asit should be. Men think but little how much of this kind is
endured that their eyes may be pleased, even though it be but for an
hour.

"Oh! mamma, how good you are," said Bell, as the two girls camein,
only just in time to make themselves ready for returning to dinner.

"Mamma is always good," said Lily. "I wish, mamma, | could do the
same for you oftener," and then she kissed her mother. But the squire
was exact about dinner, so they dressed themselves in haste, and went
off again through the garden, their mother accompanying them to the
little bridge.

"Your uncle did not seem vexed at my not coming?" said Mrs Dale.

"We have not seenhim, mamma,"” said Lily. "We have beenever so far
down the fields, and forgot altogether what o'clock it was."

"I don't think Uncle Christopher was about the place, or we should
have met him," said Bell.

"But | am vexed with you, mamma. Are not you, Bell? It is very bad of
you to stay here all alone, and not come."

"l suppose mamma likes being at home better than up at the Great
House," said Bell, very gently; and as she spoke she was holding her
mother's hand.

"Well; good-bye, dears. | shall expectyou between ten and eleven. But
don't hurry yourselves if anything is going on." And so they went, and
the widow was again alone. The path from the bridge ran straight up to-
wards the back of the Great House, so that for a moment or two she
could seethem as they tripped on almost in a run. And then she saw
their dressesflutter asthey turned sharp round, up the terrace steps. She
would not go beyond the nook among the laurels by which she was sur-
rounded, lest any one should seeher as she looked after her girls. But
when the last flutter of the pink muslin had beenwhisked away from her
sight, she felt it hard that she might not follow them. She stood there,
however, without advancing a step. Shewould not have Hopkins telling
how shewatched her daughters asthey went from her own home to that
of her brother-in-law. It was not within the capacity of Hopkins to un-
derstand why she watched them.

"Well, girls, you're not much too soon. | think your mother might have
come with you," said Uncle Christopher. And this was the manner of the
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man. Had he known his own wishes he must have acknowledged to
himself that he was better pleased that Mrs Dale should stay away. He
felt himself more absolutely master and more comfortably at home at his
own table without her company than with it. And yet he frequently
made a grievance of her not corning, and himself believed in that
grievance.

"l think mamma was tired," said Bell.

"Hem. It's not so very far acrossfrom one house to the other. If | were
to shut myself up whenever I'm tiredN But never mind. Let's go to din-
ner. Mr Crosbie, will you take my niece Lilian." And then, offering his
own arm to Bell, he walked off to the dining-room.

“If he scolds mamma any more, I'll go away," said Lily to her compan-
ion; by which it may be seenthat they had all becomevery intimate dur-
ing the long day that they had passed together.

Mrs Dale, after remaining for a moment on the bridge, went in to her
tea. What succedaneum of mutton chop or broiled ham she had for the
roast duck and green peas which were to have been provided for the
family dinner we will not particularly inquire. We may, however, ima-
gine that shedid not devote herself to her evening repast with any pecu-
liar energy of appetite. She took a book with her as she sat herself
down,Nsome novel, probably, for Mrs Dale was not above novels,Nand
read a page or two as she sipped her tea. But the book was soon laid on
one side, and the tray on which the warm plate had become cold was
neglected, and shethrew herself back in her own familiar chair, thinking
of herself, and of her girls, and thinking also what might have been her
lot in life had he lived who had loved her truly during the few years that
they had been together.

It is especially the nature of a Dale to be constant in his likings and his
dislikings. Her husband's affection for her had been unswerving,Nso
much so that he had quarrelled with his brother because his brother
would not expresshimself in brotherly terms about his wife; but, never-
theless, the two brothers had loved each other always. Many years had
now gone by since these things had occurred, but still the same feelings
remained. When she had first come down to Allington she had resolved
to win the squire's regard, but she had now long known that any such
winning was out of the question; indeed, there was no longer a wish for
it. Mrs Dale was not one of those soft-hearted women who sometimes
thank God that they canlove any one. Shecould once have felt affection
for her brother-in-law,Naffection, and close, careful, sisterly friendship;
but she could not do so now. He had been cold to her, and had with
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perseverancerejected her advances. That was now sevenyears since; and
during those years Mrs Dale had been, at any rate, as cold to him as he
had been to her.

But all this was very hard to bear. That her daughters should love their
uncle was not only reasonable,but in every way desirable. He was not
cold to them. To them he was generous and affectionate. If shewere only
out of the way, he would have taken them to his house as his own, and
they would in all respects have stood before the world as his adopted
children. Would it not be better if she were out of the way?

It was only in her most dismal moods that this question would get it-
self asked within her mind, and then shewould recover herself, and an-
swer it stoutly with an indignant protest against her own morbid weak-
ness.It would not be well that she should be away from her girls,Nnot
though their uncle should have beentwice a better uncle; not though, by
her absence,they might become heiressesof all Allington. Was it not
above everything to them that they should have a mother near them?
And as she asked of herself that morbid question,Nwickedly asked it, as
she declared to herself,Ndid she not know that they loved her better
than all the world beside, and would prefer her caressesand her care to
the guardianship of any uncle, let his house be ever so great? As yet they
loved her better than all the world beside. Of other love, should it come,
she would not be jealous. And if it should come, and should be happy,
might there not yet be a bright evening of life for herself? If they should
marry, and if their lords would accepther love, her friendship, and her
homage, she might yet escapefrom the deathlike coldness of that Great
House, and be happy in some tiny cottage, from which she might go
forth at times among those who would really welcome her. A certain
doctor there was, living not very far from Allington, at Guestwick, asto
whom she had once thought that he might fill that place of son-in-
law,Nto be well-beloved. Her quiet, beautiful Bell had seemedto like the
man; and he had certainly done more than seemto like her. But now, for
some weeks past, this hope, or rather this idea, had faded away. Mrs
Dale had never questioned her daughter on the matter; she was not a
woman prone to put such questions. But during the month or two last
past, she had seenwith regret that Bell looked almost coldly on the man
whom her mother favoured.

In thinking of all this the long evening passed away, and at eleven
o'clock she heard the coming steps acrossthe garden. The young men
had, of course,accompanied the girls home; and as she stepped out from

28



the still open window of her own drawing-room, shesaw them all on the
centre of the lawn before her.

“There's mamma," said Lily. "Mamma, Mr Crosbie wants to play cro-
guet by moonlight."

"l don't think there is light enough for that," said Mrs Dale.

“There is light enough for him," said Lily, "for he plays quite inde-
pendently of the hoops; don't you, Mr Crosbie?"

"There'svery pretty croquet light, | should say," said Mr Crosbie, look-
ing up at the bright moon; "and then it is so stupid going to bed."

"Yes,it is stupid going to bed," said Lily; "but people in the country are
stupid, you know. Billiards, that you can play all night by gas, is much
better, isn't it?"

"“Your arrows fall terribly astray there, Miss Dale, for | never touch a
cue; you should talk to your cousin about billiards."

“Is Bernard a great billiard player?" asked Bell.

"Well, 1 do play now and again; about aswell as Crosbie does croquet.
Come, Crosbie, we'll go home and smoke a cigar."

"Yes,"said Lily; "and then, you know, we stupid people can go to bed.
Mamma, | wish you had a little smoking-room here for us. | don't like
being considered stupid." And then they parted,Nthe ladies going into
the house, and the two men returning across the lawn.

“Lily, my love," said Mrs Dale, when they were all together in her bed-
room, "it seems to me that you are very hard upon Mr Crosbie."

"She has been going on like that all the evening," said Bell.

“I'm sure we are very good friends," said Lily.

"Oh, very!" said Bell.

“"Now, Bell, you're jealous; you know you are." And then, seeing that
her sister was in some slight degree vexed, shewent up to her and kissed
her. "She shan't be called jealous; shall she, mamma?"

"l don't think she deserves it," said Mrs Dale.

“"Now, you don't mean to say that you think | meant anything?" said
Lily. "As if | cared a buttercup about Mr Crosbie."

"Or | either, Lily."

"Of course you don't. But | do care for him very much, mamma. He is
such a duck of an Apollo. | shall always call him Apollo; Phoebus
Apollo! And when | draw his picture he shall have a mallet in his hand
instead of a bow. Upon my word | am very much obliged to Bernard for
bringing him down here; and | do wish he was not going away the day
after to-morrow."
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"The day after to-morrow!" said Mrs Dale. "It was hardly worth com-
ing for two days."

"No, it wasn't,Ndisturbing us all in our quiet little ways just for such a
spell as that,Nnot giving one time even to count his rays."

"But he says he shall perhaps come again," said Bell.

“There is that hope for us," said Lily. "Uncle Christopher asked him to
come down when he gets his long leave of absence.This is only a short
sort of leave. He is better off than poor Johnny Eames. Johnny Eames
only hasa month, but Mr Crosbie hastwo months just whenever he likes
it; and seemsto be pretty much his own master all the year round
besides."

"And Uncle Christopher asked him to come down for the shooting in
September,"” said Bell.

"And though he didn't say he'd come | think he meant it," said Lily.
“There is that hope for us, mamma."

“Then you'll have to draw Apollo with a gun instead of a mallet.”

“That is the worst of it, mamma. We shan't seemuch of him or of Bern-
ard either. They wouldn't let us go out into the woods as beaters, would
they?"

"You'd make too much noise to be of any use."

"Should 1? | thought the beatershad to shout at the birds. | should get
very tired of shouting at birds, so | think I'll stay at home and look after
my clothes."

"l hope he will come, becauseUncle Christopher seemsto like him so
much," said Bell.

"l wonder whether a certain gentleman at Guestwick will like his com-
ing," said Lily. And then, as soon as she had spoken the words, she
looked at her sister, and saw that she had grieved her.

“Lily, you let your tongue run too fast,” said Mrs Dale.

"l didn't mean anything, Bell," said Lily. "I beg your pardon.”

"It doesn't signify," said Bell. "Only Lily saysthings without thinking."
And then that conversation came to an end, and nothing more was said
among them beyond what appertained to their toilet, and a few last
words at parting. But the two girls occupied the same room, and when
their own door was closed upon them, Bell did allude to what had
passed with some spirit.

"Lily, you promised me," she said, "that you would not say anything
more to me about Dr Crofts."

"I know 1 did, and | was very wrong. | beg your pardon, Bell; and |
won't do it again,Nnot if | can help it."
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“Not help it, Lily!"

"But I'm sure | don't know why | shouldn't speak of him,Nonly not in
the way of laughing at you. Of all the men | ever saw in my life | like him
best. And only that I love you better than | love myself | could find it in
my heart to grudge you hisN"

“Lily, what did you promise just now?"

"Well; after to-night. And | don't know why you should turn against
him."

"l have never turned against him or for him."

“There's no turning about him. He'd give his left hand if you'd only
smile on him. Or his right either,Nand that's what | should like to see;so
now you've heard it."

"You know you are talking nonsense."

"Sol should like to seeit. And sowould mamma too, I'm sure; though
| never heard her say a word about him. In my mind he's the finest fel-
low | ever saw. What's Mr Apollo Crosbie to him? And now, asit makes
you unhappy, I'll never say another word about him."

As Bell wished her sister good-night with perhaps more than her usual
affection, it was evident that Lily's words and eager tone had in some
way pleased her, in spite of their opposition to the request which shehad
made. And Lily was aware that it was so.
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4

Chapter

Mrs Roper's Boarding-House

| have said that John Eameshad been petted by none but his mother, but
| would not have it supposed, on this account, that John Eameshad no
friends. There is a classof young men who never get petted, though they
may not be the less esteemed,or perhaps loved. They do not come forth
to the world as Apollos, nor shine at all, keeping what light they may
have for inward purposes. Such young men are often awkward, un-
gainly, and not yet formed in their gait; they straggle with their limbs,
and are shy; words do not come to them with ease,when words are re-
quired, among any but their accustomed associates.Social meetings are
periods of penanceto them, and any appearancein public will unnerve
them. They go much about alone, and blush when women speak to
them. In truth, they are not asyet men, whatever the number may be of
their years; and, as they are no longer boys, the world has found for
them the ungraceful name of hobbledehoy.

Such observations, however, as | have been enabled to make in this
matter have led me to believe that the hobbledehoy is by no means the
least valuable speciesof the human race. When | compare the hobblede-
hoy of one or two and twenty to some finished Apollo of the sameage, |
regard the former asunripe fruit, and the latter asfruit that is ripe. Then
comes the question as to the two fruits. Which is the better fruit, that
which ripens early,Nwhich is, perhaps, favoured with somelittle forcing
apparatus, or which, at least,is backed by the warmth of a southern wall;
or that fruit of slower growth, asto which nature works without assist-
ance,on which the sun operatesin its own time,Nor perhaps never oper-
ates if some ungenial shade has been allowed to interpose itself? The
world, no doubt, is in favour of the forcing apparatus or of the southern
wall. The fruit comes certainly, and at an assured period. It is spotless,
speckless,and of a certain quality by no means despicable. The owner
has it when he wants it, and it servesits turn. But, nevertheless, accord-
ing to my thinking, the fullest flavour of the sun is given to that other

32



fruit,Nis given in the sun's own good time, if so be that no ungenial
shade has interposed itself. | like the smack of the natural growth, and
like it, perhaps, the better becausethat which has beenobtained has been
obtained without favour.

But the hobbledehoy, though he blushes when women address him,
and is uneasy even when he is near them, though he is not master of his
limbs in a ball-room, and is hardly master of his tongue at any time, is
the most eloquent of beings, and especially eloquent among beautiful
women. He enjoys all the triumphs of a Don Juan, without any of Don
Juan'sheartlessness,and is able to conquer in all encounters, through the
force of his wit and the sweetness of his voice. But this eloquence is
heard only by his own inner ears,and thesetriumphs are the triumphs of
his imagination.

The true hobbledehoy is much alone, not being greatly given to social
intercourse even with other hobbledehoysNa trait in his character which
| think has hardly been sufficiently observed by the world at large. He
has probably become a hobbledehoy instead of an Apollo, becausecir-
cumstances have not afforded him much social intercourse; and, there-
fore, he wanders about in solitude, taking long walks, in which he
dreams of those successesvhich are so far removed from his powers of
achievement. Out in the fields, with his stick in his hand, he is very elo-
guent, cutting off the heads of the springing summer weeds, as he prac-
tises his oratory with energy. And thus he feeds an imagination for
which those who know him give him but scanty credit, and uncon-
sciously prepares himself for that latter ripening, if only the ungenial
shade will some day cease to interpose itself.

Such hobbledehoys receive but little petting, unless it be from a moth-
er; and such a hobbledehoy was John Eames when he was sent away
from Guestwick to begin his life in the big room of a public office in Lon-
don. We may say that there was nothing of the young Apollo about him.
But yet he was not without friendsNfriends who wished him well, and
thought much of his welfare. And he had a younger sister who loved
him dearly, who had no idea that he was a hobbledehoy, being some-
what of a hobbledehoy herself. Mrs Eames,their mother, was a widow,
living in a small house in Guestwick, whose husband had been
throughout his whole life anintimate friend of our squire. He had beena
man of many misfortunes, having begun the world almost with afflu-
ence, and having ended it in poverty. He had lived all his days in
Guestwick, having at one time occupied a large tract of land, and lost
much money in experimental farming; and late in life he had taken a
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small house on the outskirts of the town, and there had died, some two
years previously to the commencement of this story. With no other man
had Mr Dale lived on terms so intimate; and when Mr Eamesdied Mr
Dale acted as executor under his will, and asguardian to his children. He
had, moreover, obtained for John Eamesthat situation under the Crown
which he now held.

And Mrs Eameshad been and still was on very friendly terms with
Mrs Dale. The squire had never taken quite kindly to Mrs Eames,whom
her husband had not met till he was already past forty years of age. But
Mrs Dale had made up by her kindness to the poor forlorn woman for
any lack of that cordiality which might have beenshown to her from the
Great House. Mrs Eameswas a poor forlorn woman,Nforlorn even dur-
ing the time of her husband's life, but very woebegone now in her wid-
owhood. In matters of importance the squire had beenkind to her; arran-
ging for her little money affairs, advising her about her house and in-
come, also getting for her that appointment for her son. But he snubbed
her when he met her, and poor Mrs Eamesheld him in great awe. Mrs
Dale held her brother-in-law in no awe, and sometimes gave to the wid-
ow from Guestwick advice quite at variance to that given by the squire.
In this way there had grown up an intimacy between Bell and Lily and
the young Eames, and either of the girls was prepared to declare that
Johnny Eames was her own and well-loved friend. Nevertheless, they
spoke of him occasionally with some little dash of merriment,Nas is not
unusual with pretty girls who have hobbledehoys among their intimate
friends, and who are not themselves unaccustomed to the grace of an
Apollo.

| may aswell announce at once that John Eames,when he went up to
London, was absolutely and irretrievably in love with Lily Dale. He had
declared his passion in the most moving language a hundred times; but
he had declared it only to himself. He had written much poetry about
Lily, but he kept his lines safeunder double lock and key. When he gave
the reins to his imagination, he flattered himself that he might win not
only her but the world at large also by his verses;but he would have per-
ished rather than exhibit them to human eye. During the last ten weeks
of his life at Guestwick, while he was preparing for his careerin London,
he hung about Allington, walking over frequently and then walking
back again; but all in vain. During thesevisits he would sit in Mrs Dale's
drawing-room, speaking but little, and addressing himself usually to the
mother; but on each occasion, as he started on his long, hot walk, he
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resolved that he would say something by which Lily might know of his
love. When he left for London that something had not been said.

He had not dreamed of asking her to be his wife. John Eames was
about to begin the world with eighty pounds ayear, and an allowance of
twenty more from his mother's purse. He was well aware that with such
an income he could not establish himself as a married man in London,
and he also felt that the man who might be fortunate enough to win Lily
for his wife should be prepared to give her every soft luxury that the
world could afford. He knew well that he ought not to expectany assur-
anceof Lily's love; but, nevertheless, he thought it possible that he might
give her an assuranceof his love. It would probably be in vain. He had
no real hope, unless when he was in one of those poetic moods. He had
acknowledged to himself, in some indistinct way, that he was no more
than a hobbledehoy, awkward, silent, ungainly, with a face unfinished,
as it were, or unripe. All this he knew, and knew also that there were
Apollos in the world who would be only too ready to carry off Lily in
their splendid cars.But not the lessdid he make up his mind that having
loved her once, it behoved him, as a true man, to love her on to the end.

One little word he had said to her when they parted, but it had beena
word of friendship rather than of love. He had strayed out after her on to
the lawn, leaving Bell alone in the drawing-room. PerhapsLily had un-
derstood something of the boy's feelings, and had wished to speak
kindly to him at parting, or almost more than kindly. There is a silent
love which women recognise, and which in some silent way they ac-
knowledge,Ngiving gracious but silent thanks for the respect which ac-
companies it.

"l have come to say good-bye, Lily," said Johnny Eames,following the
girl down one of the paths.

"Good-bye, John," said she, turning round. "You know how sorry we
are to lose you. But it's a great thing for you to be going up to London."

"Well, yes. | suppose it is. I'd sooner remain here, though."

"What! stay here, doing nothing! | am sure you would not."

"Of course, | should like to do something. | meanN"

"You mean that it is painful to part with old friends; and I'm sure that
we all feel that at parting with you. But you'll have a holiday sometimes,
and then we shall see you."

"Yes; of course, | shall seeyou then. | think, Lily, | shall care more
about seeing you than anybody."

"Oh, no, John. There'll be your own mother and sister."
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"Yes;there'll be mother and Mary, of course. But | will come over here
the very first day,Nthat is, if you'll care to see me?"

"We shall careto seeyou very much. You know that. AndNdear John,
| do hope you'll be happy."

There was atone in her voice as she spoke which almost upset him; or,
| should rather say, which almost put him up upon his legs and made
him speak; but its ultimate effect was less powerful. "Do you?" said he,
as he held her hand for a few happy seconds."And I'm sure | hope you'll
always be happy. Good-bye, Lily." Then he left her, returning to the
house, and she continued her walk, wandering down among the treesin
the shrubbery, and not showing herself for the next half hour. How
many girls have some such lover asthat,Na lover who saysno more to
them than Johnny Eamesthen said to Lily Dale, who never says more
than that? And yet when, in after years, they count over the names of all
who have loved them, the name of that awkward youth is never
forgotten.

That farewell had been spoken nearly two years since, and Lily Dale
was then seventeen. Since that time, John Eames had been home once,
and during his month's holiday had often visited Allington. But he had
never improved upon that occasion of which | have told. It had seemed
to him that Lily was colder to him than in old days, and he had become,
if anything, more shy in his ways with her. He was to return to
Guestwick again during this autumn; but, to tell honestly the truth in the
matter, Lily Dale did not think or carevery much for his coming. Girls of
nineteen do not care for lovers of one-and-twenty, unless it be when the
fruit has had the advantage of some forcing apparatus or southern wall.

John Eames'slove was still as hot as ever, having been sustained on
poetry, and kept alive, perhaps, by some close confidence in the earsof a
brother clerk; but it is not to be supposed that during thesetwo years he
had beena melancholy lover. It might, perhaps, have been better for him
had his disposition led him to that line of life. Such, however, had not
been the case.He had already abandoned the flute on which he had
learned to sound three sad notes before he left Guestwick, and, after the
fifth or sixth Sunday, he had relinquished his solitary walks along the
towing-path of the Regent's Park Canal. To think of one's absentlove is
very sweet; but it becomesmonotonous after a mile or two of a towing-
path, and the mind will turn away to Aunt Sally, the Cremorne Gardens,
and financial questions. | doubt whether any girl would be satisfied with
her lover's mind if she knew the whole of it.

"l say, Caudle, | wonder whether a fellow could get into a club?"
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This proposition was made, on one of those Sunday walks, by John
Eamesto the friend of his bosom, a brother clerk, whose legitimate name
was Cradell, and who was therefore called Caudle by his friends.

"Get into a club? Fisher in our room belongs to a club."

“That's only a chess-club. | mean a regular club."”

"One of the swell ones at the West End?" said Cradell, almost lost in
admiration at the ambition of his friend.

"I shouldn't want it to be particularly swell. If a man isn't a swell, |
don't seewhat he gets by going among those who are. But it is so uncom-
mon slow at Mother Roper's." Now Mrs Roper was a respectable lady,
who kept a boarding-house in Burton Crescent,and to whom Mrs Eames
had been strongly recommended when she was desirous of finding a
specially safedomicile for her son. For the first year of his life in London
JohnEameshad lived alone in lodgings; but that had resulted in discom-
fort, solitude, and, alas!in some amount of debt, which had come heavily
on the poor widow. Now, for the second year, some safer mode of life
was necessary.She had learned that Mrs Cradell, the widow of a barris-
ter, who had also succeededin getting her son into the Income-tax Of-
fice, had placed him in charge of Mrs Roper; and she,with many injunc-
tions to that motherly woman, submitted her own boy to the same
custody.

"And about going to church?" Mrs Eames had said to Mrs Roper.

"I don't suppose | can look after that, ma'am,” Mrs Roper had
answered, conscientiously. "Young gentlemen choose mostly their own
churches."

"But they do go?"askedthe mother, very anxious in her heart asto this
new life in which her boy was to be left to follow in so many things the
guidance of his own lights.

“They who have been brought up steady do so, mostly."

"He has been brought up steady, Mrs Roper. He has, indeed. And you
won't give him a latch-key?"

"Well, they always do ask for it."

"But he won't insist, if you tell him that | had rather that he shouldn't
have one."

Mrs Roper promised accordingly, and Johnny Eameswas left under
her charge. He did ask for the latch-key, and Mrs Roper answered as she
was bidden. But he asked again, having been sophisticated by the philo-
sophy of Cradell, and then Mrs Roper handed him the key. Shewas a
woman who plumed herself on being as good as her word, not under-
standing that any one could justly demand from her more than that. She

37



gave Johnny Eamesthe key, as doubtless she had intended to do; for Mrs
Roper knew the world, and understood that young men without latch-
keys would not remain with her.

"l thought you didn't seemto find it sodull since Amelia came home,"
said Cradell.

"Amelia! What's Amelia to me? | have told you everything, Cradell,
and yet you can talk to me about Amelia Roper!"

"Come now, JohnnyN." He had always been called Johnny, and the
name had gone with him to his office. Even Amelia Roper had called
him Johnny on more than one occasionbefore this. "You were assweetto
her the other night asthough there were no such person asL. D. in exist-
ence." John Eamesturned away and shook his head. Nevertheless, the
words of his friend were grateful to him. The character of a Don Juan
was not unpleasant to his imagination, and he liked to think that he
might amuse Amelia Roper with a passing word, though his heart was
true to Lilian Dale. In truth, however, many more of the passing words
had been spoken by the fair Amelia than by him.

Mrs Roper had been quite as good as her word when she told Mrs
Eamesthat her household was composed of herself, of a son who was in
an attorney's office, of an ancient maiden cousin, named Miss Spruce,
who lodged with her, and of Mr Cradell. The divine Amelia had not then
been living with her, and the nature of the statement which she was
making by no means compelled her to inform Mrs Eamesthat the young
lady would probably return home in the following winter. A Mr and Mrs
Lupex had also joined the family lately, and Mrs Roper's house was now
supposed to be full.

And it must be acknowledged that Johnny Eameshad, in certain un-
guarded moments, confided to Cradell the secret of a second weaker
passion for Amelia. "She is a fine girl,Na deuced fine girl"" Johnny
Eameshad said, using a style of language which he had learned since he
left Guestwick and Allington. Mr Cradell, also, was an admirer of the fair
sex; and, alas! that | should say so, Mrs Lupex, at the present moment,
was the object of his admiration. Not that he entertained the slightest
idea of wronging Mr Lupex,Na man who was a scene-painter,and knew
the world. Mr Cradell admired Mrs Lupex as a connoisseur, not simply
as a man. "By heavens!Johnny, what a figure that woman has!" he said,
one morning, as they were walking to their office.

"Yes; she stands well on her pins."

“I should think she did. If | understand anything of form," said
Cradell, "that woman is nearly perfect. What a torso she has!"
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From which expression, and from the fact that Mrs Lupex depended
greatly upon her stays and crinoline for such figure as she succeededin
displaying, it may, perhaps, be understood that Mr Cradell did not un-
derstand much about form.

"It seemsto me that her nose isn't quite straight,” said Johnny Eames.
Now, it undoubtedly was the fact that the nose on Mrs Lupex's face was
a little awry. It was a long, thin nose,which, asit progressed forward in-
to the air, certainly had a preponderating bias towards the left side.

"l care more for figure than face," said Cradell. "But Mrs Lupex has
fine eyesNvery fine eyes."

"And knows how to use them, too," said Johnny.

"Why shouldn't she? And then she has lovely hair."

"Only she never brushes it in the morning."

"Do you know, | like that kind of deshabille," said Cradell. "Too much
care always betrays itself."

"But a woman should be tidy."

"What a word to apply to such a creature as Mrs Lupex! | call her a
splendid woman. And how well shewas got up last night. Do you know,
I've an idea that Lupex treats her very badly. Shesaid a word or two to
me yesterday thatN," and then he paused. There are some confidences
which a man does not share even with his dearest friend.

"l rather fancy it's quite the other way," said Eames.

"How the other way?"

“That Lupex has quite as much as he likes of Mrs L. The sound of her
voice sometimes makes me shake in my shoes, | know."

"l like a woman with spirit," said Cradell.

"Oh, so do I. But one may have too much of a good thing. Amelia did
tell me;Nonly you won't mention it."

"Of course, | won't."

"Shetold me that Lupex sometimes was obliged to run away from her.
He goes down to the theatre, and remains there two or three days at a
time. Then she goesto fetch him, and there is no end of a row in the
house."

“The fact is, he drinks," said Cradell. "By George, | pity a woman
whose husband drinksNand such a woman as that, too!"

“Take care, old fellow, or you'll find yourself in a scrape."

"I know what I'm at. Lord blessyou, I'm not going to lose my head be-
cause | see a fine woman."

"Or your heart either?"
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"Oh, heart! There's nothing of that kind of thing about me. | regard a
woman as a picture or a statue. | dare say | shall marry some day, be-
cause men do; but I've no idea of losing myself about a woman."

"I'd lose myself ten times over forN"

"L. D.," said Cradell.

“That | would. And yet | know | shall never have her. I'm a jolly,
laughing sort of fellow; and yet, do you know, Caudle, when that girl
marries, it will be all up with me. It will, indeed."

"Do you mean that you'll cut your throat?"

“No; | shan't do that. | shan't do anything of that sort; and yet it will be
all up with me."

"You are going down there in October;Nwhy don't you ask her to
have you?"

"With ninety pounds ayear!" His grateful country had twice increased
his salary at the rate of five pounds each year. "With ninety pounds a
year, and twenty allowed me by my mother!"

"She could wait, | suppose. | should ask her, and no mistake. If one is
to love a girl, it's no good one going on in that way!"

"It isn't much good, certainly,” said Johnny Eames. And then they
reached the door of the Income-tax Office, and each went away to his
own desk.

From this little dialogue, it may be imagined that though Mrs Roper
was as good as her word, she was not exactly the woman whom Mrs
Eameswould have wished to selectas a protecting angel for her son. But
the truth | take to be this, that protecting angels for widows' sons, at
forty-eight pounds a year, paid quarterly, are not to be found very read-
ily in London. Mrs Roper was not worse than others of her class. She
would much have preferred lodgers who were respectableto those who
were not so,Nif she could only have found respectable lodgers as she
wanted them. Mr and Mrs Lupex hardly came under that denomination;
and when she gave them up her big front bedroom at a hundred a year,
she knew she was doing wrong. And she was troubled, too, about her
own daughter Amelia, who was already over thirty years of age. Amelia
was avery clever young woman, who had been,if the truth must be told,
first young lady at a millinery establishment in Manchester. Mrs Roper
knew that Mrs Eamesand Mrs Cradell would not wish their sonsto as-
sociate with her daughter. But what could she do? Shecould not refuse
the shelter of her own house to her own child, and yet her heart misgave
her when she saw Amelia flirting with young Eames.
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"I wish, Amelia, you wouldn't have so much to say to that young
man."

"Laws, mother."

"So | do. If you go on like that, you'll put me out of both my lodgers."

"Go on like what, mother? If a gentleman speaksto me, | suppose I'm
to answer him? | know how to behave myself, | believe." And then she
gave her head a toss. Whereupon her mother was silent; for her mother
was afraid of her.
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Chapter

About L. D.

Apollo Crosbie left London for Allington on the 31stof August, intend-
ing to stay there four weeks, with the declared intention of recruiting his
strength by an absenceof two months from official cares,and with no
fixed purpose asto his destiny for the last of those two months. Offers of
hospitality had been made to him by the dozen. Lady Hartletop's doors,
in Shropshire, were open to him, if he choseto enter them. He had been
invited by the Countessde Courcy to join her suite at Courcy Castle. His
special friend, Montgomerie Dobbs, had a place in Scotland, and then
there was a yachting party by which he was much wanted. But Mr Cros-
bie had as yet knocked himself down to none of these biddings, having
before him when he left London no other fixed engagement than that
which took him to Allington. On the first of October we shall also find
ourselves at Allington in company with Johnny Eames;and Apollo Cros-
bie will still be there,Nby no meansto the comfort of our friend from the
Income-tax Office.

Johnny Eames cannot be called unlucky in that matter of his annual
holiday, seeingthat he was allowed to leave London in October, a month
during which few choseto own that they remain in town. For myself, |
always regard May as the best month for holiday-making; but then no
Londoner caresto be absentin May. Young Eames,though he lived in
Burton Crescentand had as yet no connection with the West End, had
already learned his lessonin this respect."Those fellows in the big room
want me to take May," he had said to his friend Cradell. "They must
think I'm uncommon green."

"It's too bad," said Cradell. "A man shouldn't be asked to take his leave
in May. | never did, and what's more, | never will. I'd go to the Board
first."

Eameshad escapedthis evil without going to the Board, and had suc-
ceededin obtaining for himself for his own holiday that month of Octo-
ber, which, of all months, is perhaps the most highly esteemed for
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holiday purposes. "l shall go down by the mail-train to-morrow night,"
he said to Amelia Roper, on the evening before his departure. At that
moment he was sitting alone with Amelia in Mrs Roper's back drawing-
room. In the front room Cradell was talking to Mrs Lupex; but as Miss
Spruce was with them, it may be presumed that Mr Lupex need have
had no cause for jealousy.

"Yes,"said Amelia, "I know how great is your hasteto get down to that
fascinating spot. | could not expect that you would lose one single hour
in hurrying away from Burton Crescent."”

Amelia Roper was a tall, well-grown young woman, with dark hair
and dark eyes;Nnot handsome, for her nose was thick, and the lower
part of her face was heavy, but yet not without some feminine attrac-
tions. Her eyeswere bright; but then, also, they were mischievous. She
could talk fluently enough; but then, also, she could scold. Shecould as-
sume sometimes the plumage of a dove; but then again she could occa-
sionally ruffle her feathers like an angry kite. | am quite prepared to ac-
knowledge that John Eames should have kept himself clear of Amelia
Roper; but then young men so frequently do those things which they
should not do!

"After twelve months up here in London one is glad to get away to
one's own friends," said Johnny.

"Your own friends, Mr Eames!What sort of friends? Do you suppose |
don't know?"

"Well, no. | don't think you do know."

“L. D.I" said Amelia, showing that Lily had been spoken of among
people who should never have been allowed to hear her name. But per-
haps, after all, no more than those two initials were known in Burton
Crescent. From the tone which was now used in naming them, it was
sufficiently manifest that Amelia considered herself to be wronged by
their very existence.

“L. S. D.," said Johnny, attempting the line of a witty, gay young
spendthrift. "That's my loveNpounds, shillings, and pence; and a very
coy mistress she is."

"Nonsense, sir. Don't talk to me in that way. As if | didn't know where
your heart was. What right had you to speakto me if you had an L. D.
down in the country?"

It should be here declared on behalf of poor John Eamesthat he had
not ever spoken to AmeliaNhe had not spoken to her in any such phrase
asher words seemedto imply. But then he had written to her afatal note
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of which we will speak further before long, and that perhaps was quite
as bad,Nor worse.

"Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Johnny. But the laugh was assumed, and not as-
sumed with ease.

"Yes, sir; it's a laughing matter to you, | dare say. It is very easyfor a
man to laugh under such circumstances;Nthat is to say, if he is perfectly
heartless,Nif he'sgot a stone inside his bosom instead of flesh and blood.
Some men are made of stone, | know, and are troubled with no feelings."

"What is it you want me to say?You pretend to know all about it, and
it wouldn't be civil in me to contradict you."

"What is it | want? You know very well what | want; or rather, | don't
want anything. What is it to me?It is nothing to me about L. D. You can
go down to Allington and do what you like for me. Only | hate such
ways."

"What ways, Amelia?"

"What ways! Now, look here, Johnny: I'm not going to make a fool of
myself for any man. When | came home here three months agoNand |
wish | never had;"Nshe paused here a moment, waiting for a word of
tenderness; but as the word of tenderness did not come, she went
onN"but when | did come home, | didn't think there was a man in all
London could make me care for him,Nthat | didn't. And now you're go-
ing away, without so much as hardly saying a word to me." And then
she brought out her handkerchief.

"What am | to say, when you keep on scolding me all the time?"

"Scolding you!NAnd me too! No, Johnny, | ain't scolding you, and
don't mean to. If it's to be all over between us, say the word, and I'll take
myself away out of the house before you come back again. I've had no
secretsfrom you. | can go back to my businessin Manchester, though it
Is beneath my birth, and not what I've been used to. If L. D. is more to
you than | am, | won't stand in your way. Only say the word."

L. D. was more to him than Amelia Roper,Nten times more to him. L.
D. would have been everything to him, and Amelia Roper was worse
than nothing. He felt all this at the moment, and struggled hard to collect
an amount of courage that would make him free.

"Say the word,” said she, rising on her feet before him, "and all
between you and me shall be over. | have got your promise, but I'd scorn
to take advantage. If Amelia hasn't got your heart, she'd despise to take
your hand. Only | must have an answer."
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It would seemthat an easyway of escapewas offered to him; but the
lady probably knew that the way as offered by her was not easyto such
an one as John Eames.

"Amelia," he said, still keeping his seat.

"Well, sir?"

"You know | love you."

"And about L. D.?"

“If you chooseto believe all the nonsensethat Cradell puts into your
head, | can't help it. If you like to make yourself jealous about two letters,
it isn't my fault."

"And you love me?" said she.

"Of course | love you." And then, upon hearing these words, Amelia
threw herself into his arms.

As the folding doors between the two rooms were not closed, and as
Miss Spruce was sitting in her easy chair immediately opposite to them,
it was probable that she saw what passed.But Miss Spruce was a tacit-
urn old lady, not easily excited to any show of surprise or admiration;
and as she had lived with Mrs Roper for the last twelve years, she was
probably well acquainted with her daughter's ways.

"You'll be true to me?" said Amelia, during the moment of that em-
braceN"true to me for ever?"

"Oh, yes; that's a matter of course," said Johnny Eames.And then she
liberated him; and the two strolled into the front sitting-room.

"l declare, Mr Eames,"said Mrs Lupex, "I'm glad you've come. Here's
Mr Cradell does say such queer things."

"Queer things!" said Cradell. "Now, Miss Spruce, | appeal to
youNHave | said any queer things?"

“If you did, sir, | didn't notice them," said Miss Spruce.

"l noticed them, then," said Mrs Lupex. "An unmarried man like Mr
Cradell has no businessto know whether a married lady wears a cap or
her own hairNhas he, Mr Eames?"

"I don't think | ever know," said Johnny, not intending any sarcasmon
Mrs Lupex.

"l dare say not, sir,” said the lady. "We all know where your attention
Is riveted. If you were to wear a cap, my dear, somebody would seethe
difference very soonNwouldn't they, Miss Spruce?"

"l dare say they would," said Miss Spruce.

“If 1 could look asnice in a cap asyou do, Mrs Lupex, I'd wear one to-
morrow," said Amelia, who did not wish to quarrel with the married
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lady at the present moment. There were occasions, however, on which
Mrs Lupex and Miss Roper were by no means so gracious to each other.

"Does Lupex like caps?" asked Cradell.

“If | wore a plumed helmet on my head, it's my belief he wouldn't
know the difference; nor yet if | had got no head at all. That's what
comes of getting married. It you'll take my advice, Miss Roper, you'll
stay as you are; even though somebody should break his heart about it.
Wouldn't you, Miss Spruce?"

"Oh, asfor me, I'm an old woman, you know," said Miss Spruce, which
was certainly true.

"l don't seewhat any woman gets by marrying,” continued Mrs Lupex.
"But a man gains everything. He don't know how to live, unless he's got
a woman to help him."

"But is love to go for nothing?" said Cradell.

"Oh, love! | don't believe in love. | suppose | thought | loved once, but
what did it come to after all? Now, there's Mr EamesNwe all know he's
in love."

"It comes natural to me, Mrs Lupex. | was born so," said Johnny.

"And there's Miss RoperNone never ought to speak free about a lady,
but perhaps she's in love too."

"Speak for yourself, Mrs Lupex,"” said Amelia.

"There's no harm in saying that, is there? I'm sure, if you ain't, you're
very hard-hearted; for, if ever there was atrue lover, | believe you've got
one of your own. My!Nif there's not Lupex's step on the stair! What can
bring him home at this hour? If he's been drinking, he'll come home as
cross as anything." Then Mr Lupex entered the room, and the pleasant-
ness of the party was destroyed.

It may be said that neither Mrs Cradell nor Mrs Eameswould have
placed their sonsin Burton Crescentif they had known the dangers into
which the young men would fall. Each, it must be acknowledged, was
imprudent; but eachclearly saw the imprudence of the other. Not a week
before this, Cradell had seriously warned his friend against the arts of
Miss Roper. "By George, Johnny, you'll get yourself entangled with that
girl."

"One always has to go through that sort of thing," said Johnny.

"Yes; but those who go through too much of it never get out again.
Where would you beif she got a written promise of marriage from you?"
Poor Johnny did not answer this immediately, for in very truth Amelia
Roper had such a document in her possession.
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"Where should | be?" said he. "Among the breaches of promise, |
suppose."

"Either that, or else among the victims of matrimony. My belief of you
Is, that if you gave such a promise, you'd carry it out.”

"Perhaps | should," said Johnny; "but | don't know. It's a matter of
doubt what a man ought to do in such a case."

"But there's been nothing of that kind yet?"

"Oh dear, no!"

“If 1 was you, Johnny, I'd keep away from her. It's very good fun, of
course, that sort of thing; but it is so uncommon dangerous! Where
would you be now with such a girl as that for your wife?"

Such had been the caution given by Cradell to his friend. And now,
just as he was starting for Allington, Eamesreturned the compliment.
They had gone together to the Great Western station at Paddington, and
Johnny tendered his advice asthey were walking together up and down
the platform.

"l say, Caudle, old boy, you'll find yourself in trouble with that Mrs
Lupex, if you don't take care of yourself."

"But | shall take care of myself. There's nothing so safe as a little non-
sensewith a married woman. Of course, it means nothing, you know,
between her and me."

"l don't suppose it does mean anything. But she'salways talking about
Lupex being jealous; and if he was to cut up rough, you wouldn't find it
pleasant.”

Cradell, however, seemedto think that there was no danger. His little
affair with Mrs Lupex was quite platonic and safe.As for doing any real
harm, his principles, as he assured his friend, were too high. Mrs Lupex
was a woman of talent, whom no one seemedto understand, and, there-
fore, he had taken some pleasure in studying her character. It was
merely a study of character, and nothing more. Then the friends parted,
and Eames was carried away by the night mail-train down to Guestwick.

How his mother was up to receive him at four o'clock in the morning,
how her maternal heart was rejoicing at seeing the improvement in his
gait, and the manliness of appearanceimparted to him by his whiskers, |
need not describe at length. Many of the attributes of a hobbledehoy had
fallen from him, and even Lily Dale might now probably acknowledge
that he was no longer a boy. All which might be regarded as good, if
only in putting off childish things he had taken up things which were
better than childish.
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On the very first day of his arrival he made his way over to Allington.
He did not walk on this occasionas he had used to do in the old happy
days. He had an idea that it might not be well for him to go into Mrs
Dale's drawing-room with the dust of the road on his boots, and the heat
of the day on his brow. So he borrowed a horse and rode over, taking
some pride in a pair of spurs which he had bought in Piccadilly, and in
his kid gloves, which were brought out new for the occasion.Alas, alas!|
fear that those two yearsin London have not improved John Eames;and
yet | have to acknowledge that John Eamesis one of the heroes of my
story.

On entering Mrs Dale's drawing-room he found Mrs Dale and her eld-
est daughter. Lily at the moment was not there, and as he shook hands
with the other two, of course, he asked for her.

"She is only in the garden," said Bell. "She will be here directly."

"Shehaswalked acrossto the Great House with Mr Crosbie," said Mrs
Dale; "but sheis not going to remain. Shewill be soglad to seeyou, John!
We all expected you to-day."

"Did you?" said Johnny, whose heart had been plunged into cold wa-
ter at the mention of Mr Crosbie's name. He had been thinking of Lilian
Dale ever since his friend had left him on the railway platform; and, as|
beg to assure all ladies who may read my tale, the truth of his love for
Lily had moulted no feather through that unholy liaison between him
and Miss Roper. | fear that | shall be disbelieved in this; but it was so. His
heart was and ever had been true to Lilian, although he had allowed
himself to be talked into declarations of affection by such a creature as
Amelia Roper. He had been thinking of his meeting with Lily all the
night and throughout the morning, and now he heard that she was walk-
ing alone about the gardens with a strange gentleman. That Mr Crosbie
was very grand and very fashionable he had heard, but he knew no
more of him. Why should Mr Crosbie be allowed to walk with Lily Dale?
And why should Mrs Dale mention the circumstance as though it were
quite a thing of course? Such mystery as there was in this was solved
very quickly.

“I'm sure Lily won't objectto my telling such a dear friend asyou what
has happened,” said Mrs Dale. "She is engaged to be married to Mr
Crosbie."

The water into which Johnny's heart had been plunged now closed
over his head and left him speechless.Lily Dale was engagedto be mar-
ried to Mr Crosbie! He knew that he should have spoken when he heard
the tidings. He knew that the moments of silence as they passedby told
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his secret to the two women before him,Nthat secret which it would
now behove him to conceal from all the world. But yet he could not
speak.

"We are all very well pleased at the match," said Mrs Dale, wishing to
spare him.

"Nothing can be nicer than Mr Crosbie,"” said Bell. "We have often
talked about you, and he will be so happy to know you."

"He won't know much about me," said Johnny; and even in speaking
these few senselesswordsNwords which he uttered becauseit was ne-
cessarythat he should say somethingNthe tone of his voice was altered.
He would have given the world to have been master of himself at this
moment, but he felt that he was utterly vanquished.

“There is Lily coming across the lawn," said Mrs Dale.

“Then I'd better go," said Eames. "Don't say anything about it; pray
don't." And then, without waiting for another word, he escapedout of
the drawing-room.
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Chapter

Beautiful Days

| am well aware that | have not asyet given any description of Bell and
Lilian Dale, and equally well aware that the longer the doing so is post-
poned the greater the difficulty becomes.| wish it could be understood
without any description that they were two pretty, fair-haired girls, of
whom Bell was the tallest and the prettiest, whereas Lily was almost as
pretty as her sister, and perhaps was more attractive.

They were fair-haired girls, very like each other, of whom | have be-
fore my mind's eye a distinct portrait, which | fear | shall not be able to
draw in any such manner as will make it distinct to others. They were
something below the usual height, being slight and slender in all their
proportions. Lily was the shorter of the two, but the difference was so tri-
fling that it was hardly remembered unless the two were together. And
when | said that Bell was the prettier, | should, perhaps, have spoken
more justly had | simply declared that her features were more regular
than her sister's. The two girls were very fair, so that the soft tint of col-
our which relieved the whiteness of their complexion was rather ac-
knowledged than distinctly seen. It was there, telling its own tale of
health, as its absencewould have told a tale of present or coming sick-
ness; and yet nobody could ever talk about the colour in their cheeks.
The hair of the two girls was so alike in hue and texture, that no one, not
even their mother, could say that there was a difference. It was not flaxen
hair, and yet it was very light. Nor did it approach to auburn; and yet
there ran through it a golden tint that gave it a distinct brightness of its
own. But with Bell it was more plentiful than with Lily, and therefore
Lily would always talk of her own scanty locks, and tell how beautiful
were those belonging to her sister. Nevertheless Lily's head was quite as
lovely as her sister's; for its form was perfect, and the simple braids in
which they both wore their hair did not require any great exuberancein
quantity. Their eyes were brightly blue; but Bell's were long, and soft,
and tender, often hardly daring to raise themselves to your face; while
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those of Lily were rounder, but brighter, and seldom kept by any want of
courage from fixing themselves where they pleased. And Lily's face was
perhaps lessoval in its form,Nless perfectly oval,Nthan her sister's. The
shape of the forehead was, | think, the same, but with Bell the chin was
something more slender and delicate. But Bell's chin was unmarked,
whereas on her sister'sthere was a dimple which amply compensated for
any other deficiency in its beauty. Bell's teeth were more even than her
sister's; but then she showed her teeth more frequently. Her lips were
thinner, and, as | cannot but think, less expressive. Her nose was de-
cidedly more regular in its beauty, for Lily's nosewas somewhat broader
than it should have been. It may, therefore, be understood that Bell
would be considered the beauty by the family.

But there was, perhaps, more in the general impression made by these
girls, and in the whole tone of their appearance, than in the absolute
loveliness of their features or the grace of their figures. There was about
them a dignity of demeanour devoid of all stiffness or pride, and a maid-
enly modesty which gave itself no airs. In them was always apparent
that senseof security which women should receive from an unconscious
dependence on their own mingled purity and weakness. Thesetwo girls
were never afraid of men,Nnever looked asthough they were so afraid.
And | may say that they had little causefor that kind of fear to which |
allude. It might be the lot of either of them to beill-used by a man, but it
was hardly possible that either of them should ever be insulted by one.
Lily, asmay, perhaps, have been already seen,could be full of play, but
in her play she never so carried herself that any one could forget what
was due to her.

And now Lily Dale was engaged to be married, and the days of her
playfulness were over. It sounds sad, this sentenceagainst her, but | fear
that it must be regarded astrue. And when | think that it is true,Nwhen
| seethat the sportiveness and kitten-like gambols of girlhood should be
over, and generally are over, when a girl has given her troth, it becomes
a matter of regret to me that the feminine world should be in such a
hurry after matrimony. | have, however, no remedy to offer for the evil;
and, indeed, am aware that the evil, if there be an evil, is not well ex-
pressed in the words | have used. The hurry is not for matrimony, but
for love. Then, the love once attained, matrimony seizesit for its own,
and the evil is accomplished.

And Lily Dale was engaged to be married to Adolphus Crosbie,Nto
Apollo Crosbie, asshestill called him, confiding her little joke to his own
ears. And to her he was an Apollo, asa man who is loved should be to
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the girl who loves him. He was handsome, graceful, clever, self-confid-
ent, and always cheerful when she asked him to be cheerful. But he had
also his more serious moments, and could talk to her of serious matters.
He would read to her, and explain to her things which had hitherto been
too hard for her young intelligence. His voice, too, was pleasant, and
well under command. It could be pathetic if pathos were required, or
ring with laughter as merry asher own. Was not such a man fit to be an
Apollo to such a girl, when once the girl had acknowledged to herself
that she loved him?

She had acknowledged it to herself, and had acknowledged it to
him,Nas the reader will perhaps say without much delay. But the court-
ship had so been carried on that no delay had been needed. All the
world had smiled upon it. When Mr Crosbie had first come among them
at Allington, as Bernard's guest, during those few days of his early visit,
it had seemedas though Bell had been chiefly noticed by him. And Bell
in her own quiet way had accepted his admiration, saying nothing of it
and thinking but very little. Lily was heart-free at the time, and had ever
been so. No first shadow from Love's wing had as yet been thrown
acrossthe pure tablets of her bosom. With Bell it was not so,Nnot so in
absolute strictness. Bell's story, too, must be told, but not on this page.
But before Crosbhie had come among them, it was a thing fixed in her
mind that such love as she had felt must be overcome and annihilated.
We may say that it had been overcome and annihilated, and that she
would have sinned in no way had she listened to vows from this new
Apollo. It is almost sad to think that such a man might have had the love
of either of such girls, but | fear that | must acknowledge that it was so.
Apollo, in the plenitude of his power, soon changed his mind; and before
the end of his first visit, had transferred the distant homage which he
was then paying from the elder to the younger sister. He afterwards re-
turned, asthe squire's guest, for alonger sojourn among them, and at the
end of the first month had already been accepted as Lily's future
husband.

It was beautiful to seehow Bell changed in her mood towards Crosbie
and towards her sister assoon asshe perceived how the affair was going.
Shewas not long in perceiving it, having caught the first glimpses of the
idea on that evening when they both dined at the Great House, leaving
their mother alone to eat or to neglect the peas. For some six or seven
weeks Crosbie had been gone, and during that time Bell had been much
more open in speaking of him than her sister. She had been present
when Crosbie had bid them good-bye, and had listened to his eagerness
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as he declared to Lily that he should soon be back again at Allington.
Lily had taken this very quietly, asthough it had not belonged at all to
herself; but Bell had seensomething of the truth, and, believing in Cros-
bie as an earnest, honest man, had spoken kind words of him, fostering
any little aptitude for love which might already have formed itself in
Lily's bosom.

"But he is such an Apollo, you know," Lily had said.

"He is a gentleman; | can see that."

"Oh, yes; a man can't be an Apollo unless he's a gentleman."

"And he's very clever."

"l suppose heis clever." There was nothing more said about his being a
mere clerk. Indeed, Lily had changed her mind on that subject. Johnny
Eameswas a mere clerk; whereas Crosbie, if he was to be called a clerk at
all, was a clerk of some very special denomination. There may be a great
difference between one clerk and another! A Clerk of the Council and a
parish clerk are very different persons. Lily had got some such idea as
this into her head as she attempted in her own mind to rescue Mr Cros-
bie from the lower orders of the Government service.

"l wish he were not coming," Mrs Dale had said to her eldest daughter.

"l think you are wrong, mamma."

"But if she should become fond of him, and thenN"

"Lily will never becomereally fond of any man till he shall have given
her proper reason. And if he admires her, why should they not come
together?"

"But she is so young, Bell."

"Sheis nineteen; and if they were engaged, perhaps, they might wait
for ayear or so.But it's no good talking in that way, mamma. If you were
to tell Lily not to give him encouragement, she would not speak to him."

"l should not think of interfering."

“"No, mamma; and therefore it must take its course. For myself, | like
Mr Crosbie very much."

"So do I, my dear."

"And sodoesmy uncle. | wouldn't have Lily take alover of my uncle's
choosing."

"l should hope not."

"But it must be considered a good thing if she happens to chooseone
of his liking."

In this way the matter had beentalked over between the mother and
her elder daughter. Then Mr Crosbie had come; and before the end of the
first month his declared admiration for Lily had proved the correctness
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of her sister's foresight. And during that short courtship all had gone
well with the lovers. The squire from the first had declared himself satis-
fied with the match, informing Mrs Dale, in his cold manner, that Mr
Crosbie was a gentleman with an income sufficient for matrimony.

"It would be close enough in London," Mrs Dale had said.

"He has more than my brother had when he married," said the squire.

"If he will only make her as happy asyour brother made me,Nwhile it
lasted!" said Mrs Dale, as she turned away her face to conceal a tear that
was coming. And then there was nothing more said about it between the
squire and his sister-in-law. The squire spoke no word asto assistancein
money matters,Ndid not even suggestthat he would lend a hand to the
young people at starting, as an uncle in such a position might surely
have done. It may well be conceived that Mrs Dale herself said nothing
on the subject. And, indeed, it may be conceived, also, that the squire, let
his intentions be what they might, would not divulge them to Mrs Dale.
This was uncomfortable, but the position was one that was well under-
stood between them.

Bernard Dale was still at Allington, and had remained there through
the period of Crosbie's absence.Whatever words Mrs Dale might choose
to speak on the matter would probably be spoken to him; but, then,
Bernard could be quite as close as his uncle. When Crosbie returned, he
and Bernard had, of course, lived much together; and, as was natural,
there cameto be closediscussion between them asto the two girls, when
Crosbie allowed it to be understood that his liking for Lily was becoming
strong.

"You know, | suppose, that my uncle wishes me to marry the elder
one," Bernard had said.

"l have guessed as much."

"And | suppose the match will come off. She'sa pretty girl, and as
good as gold."

"Yes, she is."

"l don't pretend to be very much in love with her. It's not my way, you
know. But, some of these days, | shall ask her to have me, and | suppose
it'll all go right. The governor has distinctly promised to allow me eight
hundred a year off the estate,and to take us in for three months every
year if we wish it. | told him simply that | couldn't do it for less,and he
agreed with me."

"You and he get on very well together."

"Oh, yes! There's never been any fal-lal between us about love, and
duty, and all that. | think we understand each other, and that's
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everything. He knows the comfort of standing well with the heir, and |
know the comfort of standing well with the owner." It must be admitted,
| think, that there was a great deal of sound, common senseabout Bern-
ard Dale.

"What will he do for the younger sister?" asked Crosbie; and, as he
asked the important question, a close observer might have perceived that
there was some slight tremor in his voice.

"Ah! that's more than | can tell you. If | were you, | should ask him.
The governor is a plain man, and likes plain business."

"l suppose you couldn't ask him?"

“No; | don't think | could. It is my belief that he will not let her go by
any means empty-handed."

"Well, | should suppose not."

"But remember this, Crosbie,NI can say nothing to you on which you
are to depend. Lily, also, is asgood asgold; and, asyou seemto be fond
of her, | should ask the governor, if | were you, in so many words, what
he intends to do. Of course, it's against my interest, for every shilling he
gives Lily will ultimately come out of my pocket. But I'm not the man to
care about that, as you know."

What might be Crosbie's knowledge on this subject we will not here
inquire; but we may say that it would have mattered very little to him
out of whose pocket the money came, so long as it went into his own.
When he felt quite sure of Lily,Nhaving, in fact, received Lily's permis-
sion to speak to her uncle, and Lily's promise that she would herself
speak to her mother,Nhe did tell the squire what was his intention. This
he did in an open, manly way, asthough he felt that in asking for much
he also offered to give much.

"l have nothing to say against it," said the squire.

"And | have your permission to consider myself as engaged to her?"

“If you have hers and her mother's. Of course you are aware that |
have no authority over her."

"She would not marry without your sanction."

"Sheis very good to think so much of her uncle," said the squire; and
his words as he spoke them sounded very cold in Crosbie's ears. After
that Crosbie said nothing about money, having to confessto himself that
he was afraid to do so."And what would be the use?"said he to himself,
wishing to make excusesfor what he felt to be weak in his own conduct.
“If he should refuse to give her a shilling | could not go back from it
now." And then some ideas ran across his mind as to the injustice to
which men are subjected in this matter of matrimony. A man has to
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declare himself before it is fitting that he should make any inquiry about
a lady's money; and then, when he has declared himself, any such in-
quiry is unavailing. Which consideration somewhat cooled the ardour of
his happiness. Lily Dale was very pretty, very nice, very refreshing in her
innocence, her purity, and her quick intelligence. No amusement could
be more deliciously amusing than that of making love to Lily Dale. Her
way of flattering her lover without any intention of flattery on her part,
had put Crosbie into a seventh heaven. In all his experience he had
known nothing like it. "You may be sure of this," she had said,N"l shall
love you with all my heart and all my strength." It was very nice;Nbut
then what were they to live upon? Could it be that he, Adolphus Cros-
bie, should settle down on the north side of the New Road, asa married,
man, with eight hundred a year? If indeed the squire would be as good
to Lily as he had promised to be to Bell, then indeed things might be
made to arrange themselves.

But there was no such drawback on Lily's happiness. Her ideas about
money were rather vague, but they were very honest. Sheknew she had
none of her own, but supposed it was a husband's duty to find what
would be needful. Sheknew she had none of her own, and was therefore
aware that she ought not to expect luxuries in the little household that
was to be prepared for her. Shehoped, for his sake,that her uncle might
give some assistance but was quite prepared to prove that she could be a
good poor man's wife. In the old colloquies on such matters between her
and her sister, she had always declared that some decentincome should
be considered as indispensable before love could be entertained. But
eight hundred a year had been considered as doing much more than ful-
filling this stipulation. Bell had high-flown notions as to the absolute
glory of poverty. Shehad declared that income should not be considered
at all. If she had loved a man, she could allow herself to be engaged to
him, even though he had no income. Such had beentheir theories; and as
regarded money, Lily was quite contented with the way in which she
had carried out her own.

In these beautiful days there was nothing to check her happiness. Her
mother and sister united in telling her that she had done well,Nthat she
was happy in her choice, and justified in her love. On that first day,
when shetold her mother all, she had been made exquisitely blissful by
the way in which her tidings had been received.

"Oh! mamma, | must tell you something," she said, coming up to her
mother's bedroom, after a long ramble with Mr Crosbie through those
Allington fields.

56



"Is it about Mr Crosbie?"

"Yes, mamma." And then the rest had been said through the medium
of warm embraces and happy tears rather than by words.

As she sat in her mother's room, hiding her face on her mother's
shoulders, Bell had come, and had knelt at her feet.

"Dear Lily," she had said, "I am so glad." And then Lily remembered
how she had, asit were, stolen her lover from her sister, and she put her
arms round Bell's neck and kissed her.

"I knew how it was going to be from the very first,” said Bell. "Did |
not, mamma?"

“I'm sure | didn't," said Lily. "I never thought such a thing was
possible."

"But we did,Nmamma and 1."

"Did you?" said Lily.

“Bell told me that it was to be so," said Mrs Dale. "But | could hardly
bring myself at first to think that he was good enough for my darling."

"Oh, mamma! you must not say that. You must think that he is good
enough for anything."

"l will think that he is very good."

"Who could be better? And then, when you remember all that he is to
give up for my sake!N And what can | do for him in return? What have |
got to give him?"

Neither Mrs Dale nor Bell could look at the matter in this light, think-
ing that Lily gave quite as much as she received. But they both declared
that Crosbie was perfect, knowing that by such assurancesonly could
they now administer to Lily's happiness; and Lily, between them, was
made perfect in her happiness, receiving all manner of encouragementin
her love, and being nourished in her passion by the sympathy and ap-
proval of her mother and sister.

And then had come that visit from Johnny Eames.As the poor fellow
marched out of the room, giving them no time to say farewell, Mrs Dale
and Bell looked at eachother sadly; but they were unable to concoctany
arrangement, for Lily had run acrossthe lawn and was already on the
ground before the window.

"As soon aswe got to the end of the shrubbery there were Uncle Chris-
topher and Bernard close to us; so | told Adolphus he might go on by
himself."

"And who do you think has been here?" said Bell. But Mrs Dale said
nothing. Had time been given to her to use her own judgment, nothing
should have been said at that moment as to Johnny's visit.

57



"Has anybody beenhere since | went? Whoever it was didn't stay very
long."

"Poor Johnny Eames," said Bell. Then the colour came up into Lily's
face, and she bethought herself in a moment that the old friend of her
young days had loved her, that he, too, had had hopes asto his love, and
that now he had heard tidings which would put an end to such hopes.
Sheunderstood it all in a moment, but understood also that it was neces-
sary that she should conceal such understanding.

"Dear Johnny!" she said. "Why did he not wait for me?"

"We told him you were out," said Mrs Dale. "He will be here again be-
fore long, no doubt."

"And he knowsN?"

"Yes; | thought you would not object to my telling him."

"No, mamma; of course not. And he has gone back to Guestwick?"

There was no answer given to this question, nor were there any fur-
ther words then spoken about Johnny Eames. Each of these women un-
derstood exactly how the matter stood, and each knew that the others
understood it. The young man was loved by them all, but not loved with
that sort of admiring affection which had been accorded to Mr Crosbie.
Johnny Eamescould not have been acceptedas a suitor by their pet. Mrs
Dale and Bell both felt that. And yet they loved him for his love, and for
that distant, modest respect which had restrained him from any speech
regarding it. Poor Johnny! But he was young,Nhardly as yet out of his
hobbledehoyhood,Nand he would easily recover this blow, remember-
ing, and perhaps feeling to his advantage, some slight touch of its
passing romance. It is thus women think of men who love young and
love in vain.

But Johnny Eameshimself, as he rode back to Guestwick, forgetful of
his spurs, and with his gloves stuffed into his pocket, thought of the mat-
ter very differently. He had never promised to himself any successas to
his passion for Lily, and had, indeed, always acknowledged that he
could have no hope; but now, that she was actually promised to another
man, and asgood asmarried, he was not the lessbroken-hearted because
his former hopes had not been high. He had never dared to speakto Lily
of his love, but he was conscious that she knew it, and he did not now
dare to stand before her as one convicted of having loved in vain. And
then, ashe rode back, he thought also of his other love, not with many of
those pleasant thoughts which Lotharios and Don Juans may be pre-
sumed to enjoy when they contemplate their successes'| suppose | shall
marry her, and there'll be an end of me," he said to himself, as he
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remembered a short note which he had once written to her in his mad-
ness. There had been a little supper at Mrs Roper's, and Mrs Lupex and
Amelia had made the punch. After supper, he had been by some acci-
dent alone with Amelia in the dining-parlour; and when, warmed by the
generous god, he had declared his passion, she had shaken her head
mournfully, and had fled from him to some upper region, absolutely re-
fusing his proffered embrace.But on the samenight, before his head had
found its pillow, a note had come to him, half repentant, half affection-
ate, half repellent,N"If, indeed, he would swear to her that his love was
honest and manly, then, indeed, she might even yet,Nsee him through
the chink of the doorway with the purport of telling him that he was for-
given." Whereupon, a perfidious pencil being near to his hand, he had
written the requisite words. "My only objectin life is to call you my own
for ever." Amelia had her misgivings whether such a promise, in order
that it might be used as legal evidence, should not have been written in
ink. It was a painful doubt; but nevertheless she was as good as her
word, and saw him through the chink, forgiving him for his impetuosity
in the parlour with, perhaps, more clemency than a mere pardon re-
quired. "By George! how well shelooked with her hair all loose," he said
to himself, as he at last regained his pillow, still warm with the generous
god. But now, ashe thought of that night, returning on his road from Al-
lington to Guestwick, those loose, floating locks were remembered by
him with no strong feeling as to their charms. And he thought also of
Lily Dale, asshewas when he had said farewell to her on that day before
he first went up to London. "I shall care more about seeingyou than any-
body," he had said; and he had often thought of the words since, won-
dering whether she had understood them as meaning more than an as-
surance of ordinary friendship. And he remembered well the dress she
had then worn. It was an old brown merino, which he had known be-
fore, and which, in truth, had nothing in it to recommend it specially to a
lover's notice. "Horrid old thing!" had beenLily's own verdict respecting
the frock, even before that day. But she had hallowed it in his eyes,and
he would have been only too happy to have worn a shred of it near his
heart, asatalisman. How wonderful in its nature is that passion of which
men speak when they acknowledge to themselves that they are in love.
Of all things, it is, under one condition, the most foul, and under anoth-
er, the most fair. As that condition is, a man shows himself either as a
beastor as a god! And so we will let poor Johnny Eamesride back to
Guestwick, suffering much in that he had loved baselyNand suffering
much, also, in that he had loved nobly.
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Lily, as she had tripped along through the shrubbery, under her
lover's arm, looking up, every other moment, into his face, had espied
her uncle and Bernard. "Stop," she had said, giving him alittle pull at the
arm; "l won't go on. Uncle is always teasing me with some old-fashioned
wit. And I've had quite enough of you to-day, sir. Mind you come over
to-morrow before you go to your shooting." And so she had left him.

We may as well learn here what was the question in dispute between
the uncle and cousin, as they were walking there on the broad gravel
path behind the Great House. "Bernard," the old man had said, "l wish
this matter could be settled between you and Bell."

“Is there any hurry about it, sir?"

"Yes,there is hurry; or, rather, asl hate hurry in all things, | would say
that there is ground for despatch. Mind, | do not wish to drive you. If
you do not like your cousin, say so."

"But | do like her; only | have a sort of feeling that these things grow
best by degrees. | quite share your dislike to being in a hurry."

"But time enough has beentaken now. You see,Bernard, | am going to
make a great sacrifice of income on your behalf."

"l am sure | am very grateful.”

"I have no children, and have therefore always regarded you as my
own. But there is no reasonwhy my brother Philip's daughter should not
be as dear to me as my brother Orlando's son."

"Of course not, sir; or, rather, his two daughters."

"You may leave that matter to me, Bernard. The younger girl is going
to marry this friend of yours, and as he has a sufficient income to sup-
port a wife, | think that my sister-in-law has good reason to be satisfied
by the match. Shewill not be expected to give up any part of her small
income, as she must have done had Lily married a poor man."

"l suppose she could hardly give up much."

"People must be guided by circumstances. | am not disposed to put
myself in the place of a parent to them both. There is no reason why |
should, and I will not encourage false hopes. If | knew that this matter
between you and Bell was arranged, | should have reason to feel satis-
fied with what | was doing." From all which Bernard began to perceive
that poor Crosbie's expectations in the matter of money would not prob-
ably receive much gratification. But he also perceivedNor thought that
he perceivedNa kind of threat in this warning from his uncle. "I have
promised you eight hundred ayear with your wife," the warning seemed
to say. "But if you do not at once acceptit, or let me feel that it will be ac-
cepted, it may be well for me to change my mindNespecially as this
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other niece is about to be married. If | am to give you so large a fortune
with Bell, | need do nothing for Lily. But if you do not chooseto take Bell
and the fortune, why thenN" And so on. It was thus that Bernard read
his uncle's caution, as they walked together on the broad gravel path.

"I have no desire to postpone the matter any longer," said Bernard. "l
will propose to Bell at once, if you wish it."

“If your mind be quite made up, | cannot see why you should delay it."

And then, having thus arranged that matter, they received their future
relative with kind smiles and soft words.
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Chapter 7

The Beginning of Troubles

Lily, asshe parted with her lover in the garden, had required of him to
attend upon her the next morning as he went to his shooting, and in
obedienceto this command he appeared on Mrs Dale's lawn after break-
fast, accompanied by Bernard and two dogs. The men had guns in their
hands, and were got up with all proper sporting appurtenances, but it so
turned out that they did not reach the stubble-fields on the farther side of
the road until after luncheon. And may it not be fairly doubted whether
croquet is not as good as shooting when a man is in love?

It will be said that Bernard Dale was not in love; but they who bring
such accusation against him, will bring it falsely. He was in love with his
cousin Bell according to his manner and fashion. It was not his nature to
love Bell as John Eames loved Lily; but then neither would his nature
bring him into such a trouble asthat which the charms of Amelia Roper
had brought upon the poor clerk from the Income-tax Office. Johnny was
susceptible, asthe word goes;whereas Captain Dale was a man who had
his feelings well under control. He was not one to make a fo