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XI.

NoTHING more was said about the
musicales, and the afternoon and even-
ing wore away without general talk of
any sort. Each seemed willing to keep
apart from the rest. Dunham even suf-
fered Lydia to come on deck alone after
tea, and Staniford found her there, in
her usual place, when he went up some
time Jater. He approached her at once,
and said, smiling down into her face, to
which the moonlight gave a pale mys-
tery, ** Miss Blood, did you think I was
very wicked to-day at dinner? ”’

Lydia looked away, and waited a
moment before she spoke. ‘I don’t
know,’” she said. Then, impulsively,
“Did you?”’ she asked.

¢¢ No, honestly, I don’t think I was,”’
answered Staniford with a laugh. ¢ But
I seemed to leave that impression on the
company. I felt a little nasty, that was
all; and I tried to hurt Mr. Dunham’s
feelings. But I shall make it right with
him before I sleep; he knows that. He’s
used to having me repent at leisure. Do
you ever walk Sunday night? *’

“ Yes, sometimes,”” said Lydia, in-
terrogatively.

“ 1’m glad of that. Then I shall not
offend against your scruples if T ask you
to join me in a little ramble, and you
will refuse from purely personal consid-
erations. Will you walk with me? "’

“Yes.” Lydia rose.

¢ And will you take my arm? >* asked
Staniford, a little surprised at her read-
iness.

¢t Thank you.”’

She put her hand upon his arm, con-
fidently enough, and they began to walk
up and down the stretch of open deck
together.:

«« Well,”” said Staniford, ¢ did Mr.
Dunham convince you all ? *’

1 think he talks beautifully about
it,”” replied Lydia, with quaint stiffness.

“T am glad you see what a very good

fellow he is. I have a real affection for
Dunham.”’

¢ Oh, yes, he’s good. At first it
surprised me. I mean” —

“No, no,” Staniford quickly inter-
rupted, ¢¢ why did it surprise you to find
Dunham good ?

T don’t know. You don’t expect
person to be serious who is so —so’’ —

¢ Handsome? ”’

¢“ No,—so—1 don’t know just how
to say it: fashionable.”

Staniford laughed. ¢ Why, Miss
Blood, you ’re fashionably dressed your-
self, not to go any farther, and you’re
serious.’”

“It’s different with a man,’”’ the
girl explained.

¢ Well, then, how about me? "’ asked
Staniford. ** Am I too well dressed to
be expected to be serious? ”’

¢ Mr. Dunham always seems in ear-
nest,”’ Lydia answered, evasively.

¢ And you think one can’t be in ear-
nest withont being serious?” Lydia
suffered one of those silences to ensue in
which Staniford had already found him-
self helpless. He knew that he should
be forced to break it; and he said, with
a little spiteful mocking, I suppose
the young men of South Bradfield are
both serious and earnest.”’

““How?  asked Lydia.

¢« The young men of South Bradfield.”

] told you that there were none.
They all go away.”’

¢ Well, then, the young men of Spring-
field, of Keene, of Greenfield.”’

“T can’t tell. I am not acquainted
there.”

Staniford had begun to have a dis-
agreeable suspicion that her ready con-
sent to walk up and down with a young
man in the moonlight might have come
from a habit of the kind. But it ap-
peared that her fearlessness was like
that of wild birds in those desert islands
where man has never come. The dis-
covery gave him pleasure out of keep-
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ing with its importance, and he paced
back and forth in a silence that no lon-
ger chafed. Lydia walked very well,
and kept his step with rhythmic unison,
as if they were walking to music togeth-
er. “That’s the time in her pulses,’” he
thought, and then he said: ¢ Then you
don’t have a great deal of social excite-
ment, I suppose, — dancing, and that
kind of thing? Though perhaps you
don’t approve of dancing?’’

¢¢ Oh, yes, I like it. Sometimes the
summer boarders get up little dances at
the hotel.”’

¢¢ Oh, the summer boarders!’’ Stani-
ford had overlooked them. ¢ Theyoung
men get them up, and invite the Jadies? *
he pursued.

¢t There are no young men, generally,
among the summer boarders. The ladies
dance together. Most of the gentle-
men are old, or else invalids.””

¢ Oh!” said Staniford.

“ At the Mill Village, where I’ve
taught two winters, they have dances
sometimes, —— the mill hands do.”’

“ And do you go?*’

¢“No. They are nearly all French
Canadians and Irish people.”

¢« Then you like dancing because there
are no gentlemen to dance with ?»’

¢ There are gentlemen at the pic-
nics.”

¢¢ The picnics? ”’

¢¢ The teachers’ picnics. They have
them every summer, in a grove by the
pond.”’

There was, then, a high-browed, dys-
peptic high - school principal, and the
desert - island theory was probably all
wrong. It vexed Staniford, when he
had so nearly got the compass of her
social life, to find this unexplored cor-
ner in it.

¢ And I suppose you are leaving very
agreeable friends among the teachers?”’

¢ Some of them are pleasant. But I
don’t know them very well I’ve only
been to one of the pienies.’

Staniford drew a long, silent breath
After all, he knew everythmrr He me-
chanically dropped a little the arm on
which her hand rested, that it might
slip farther within. Her timid remote-
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ness had its charm, and he fell to think-
ing, with amusement, how she who was
so subordinate to him was, in the dimly
known sphere in which he had been
groping to find her, probably a person
of authority and consequence. It satis-
fied a certain domineering quality in him
to have reduced her to this humble at-
titude, while it increased the protecting
tenderness he was beginning to have for
her. His mind went off further upon
this matter of one’s different attitudes
toward different persons; he thought of
men, and women too, before whom he
should instantly feel like a boy, if he
could be confronted with them, even in
his present lordliness of mood. In a
fashion of his when he convicted him-
self of anything, he laughed alond. Lydia
shrank a little from him, in question.
1 beg your pardon,”” he said. ¢ I was
laughing at something I happened to
think of. Do you ever find yourself
struggling very hard to be what you
think people think you are?”’
¢ Oh, yes,” replied Lydia.
thought no one else did.”’

¢t Everybody does the thing that we
think no one else does,”’ remarked Stan-
iford, sententiously.

¢TI don’t know whether I quite like
it,”” said Lydia. ¢ It seems like hypoc-
risy. It used to worry me. Sometimes
I wondered if I had any real self. I
seemed to be just what people made me,
and a different person to each.”’

“I'm glad to hear it, Miss Blood.
We are companions in hypoerisy. As
we are such nonentities we shall not
affect each other at all.”” Lydia laughed.
“Don’t you think so? What are you
laughing at? I told you what I was
laughing at!’’

¢ But I did n’t ask you.”

“ You wished to know.”’

“Yes, I did.”

¢ Then you ought to tell me what I
wish to know.”’

¢It’s nothing,” said Lydia. ¢I
thought you were mistaken in what you
said.”

¢« Oh! Then you believe that there’s
enough of you to affect me ? "’

¢ No.”

“Bat I
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¢ The other way, then? *’

She did not answer.

“I’m delighted!”’ exclaimed Stani-
ford. ‘I hope I don’t exert an uncom-
fortable influence. I should be very
unhappy to think so.”” Lydia stooped
sidewise, away from him, to get a fresh
hold of her skirt, which she was carry-
ing in her right hand, and she hung a
little more heavily upon his arm. I
hope I make you think better of your-
self, — very self-satisfied, very conceited
even.’’

¢t No,”’ said Lydia.

“ You pique my curiosity beyond en-
durance. Tell me how I make you
feel.”

She looked quickly round at him, as
if to see whether he was in earnest.
“ Why, it ’s nothing,’” she said. ¢¢You
made me feel as if you were laughing
at everybody.”

It flatters a man to be accused of sar-
casm by the other sex, and Staniford
was not superior to the soft pleasure of
the reproach. ¢“Do you think I make
other people feel so, too? ”’

¢ Mr. Dunham said >’ —

¢ Oh! Mr. Dunham has been talking
me over with you, has he? What did
he tell you of me? There is nobody like
a true friend for dealing an underhand
blow at one’s reputation. Wait till you
hear my account of Dunham! What did
he say??’

¢ He said that was only your way of
laughing at yourself.”’

¢ The traitor! What did you say?”’

¢ T don’t know that I said anything.”

¢ You were reserving your opinion for
my own hearing ? "’

'3 NO.”

¢ Why don’t you tell me what yon
thought? It might be of great use to
me. I’m in earnest, now; I’m serious.
Will you tell me? »’

““Yes, some time,”’ said Lydia, who
was both amused and mystified at this
persistence.

¢ When? To-morrow? *’

¢ Oh, that’s too soon. When I get
to Venice!”’

¢¢Ah! That’s a subterfuge.
know we shall part in Trieste.”’

You
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¢«¢T thought,” said Lydia, ¢ you were
coming to Venice, too.”’

¢ Oh, yes, but I should n't be able to
see you there.”’

“ Why not? ”’

“Why not? Why, because ”” — He
was near telling the young girl who hung
upon his arm, and walked up and down
with him in the moonlight, that in the
wicked Old World towards which they
were sailing young people could not
meet save in the sight and hearing of
their elders, and that a confidential anal-
ysis of character would be impossible be-
tween them there. The wonder of her
being where she was, as she was, re-
turned upon him with a freshness that it
had been losing through the custom of
the week past. ¢ Because you will be
so much taken up with your friends,”
he said, lamely. He added quickly,
¢ There ’s one thing I should like to
know, Miss Blood: did you hear what
Mr. Dunham and I were saying, last
night, when we stood in the gangway
and kept you from coming up? ”’

Lydia waited a moment. Then she
said, .*“ Yes. I couldn’t help hearing
it.”?

“ That ’s all right. I don’t care for
your hearing what Isaid. But—Ihope
it was n't true ? °

¢“I could n’t understand what you
meant by it,”’ she answered, evasively,
but rather faintly.

¢ Thanks,?’ said Staniford. <1 did
n’'t mean anything. It was merely the
guilty consciousness of a generally disa-
greeable person.”” They walked up and
down many turns without saying any-
thing. She could not have made any
direct protest, and it pleased him that
she could not frame any flourishing gen-
eralities. ¢ Yes,”” Staniford resumed,
¢ T will try to see you as I pass through
Venice. Mr. Dunham and I will call.
And we will come to hear you sing when
you come out at Milan.”’

““Come out? At Milan?

¢« Why, yes! You are going to study
at the conservatory in Milan?*’

“ How did you know that ??’ de-
manded Lydia.

¢ From hearing you to-day. May
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I tell you how much I liked your sing-
ing?”

¢ My aunt thought T ought to culti-
vate my voice. But I would never go
upon the stage. I would rather sing in
a church. I should like that better than
teaching.”’

I think you ’re quite right,’’ said
Staniford, gravely. “It’s certainly much
better to sing in a church than to sing
in a theatre. Though I believe the the-
atre pays best.’’

t¢ Oh, I don’t care for that. All I
should want would be to make a living.”’

The reference to her poverty touched
him. It was a confidence, coming from
one so reticent, that was of value, and
he would not abuse it by seeming to have
noticed it. He said, ¢ It ’s surprising
how well we keep our footing here, isn’t
it? There ’s hardly any swell, but the
ship pitches. I think we walk better
together than alone.”

“Yes,”' answered Lydia, ¢‘I think
we do.”’

*You must n’t let me tire you. I’m
indefatigable.””

¢ Oh, I’'m not tired.
walking.”?

¢ Do you walk much at home? .

¢ Not much. It’s a pretty good walk
to the school-house.”

¢ Oh! Then you like walking at sea
better than you do on shore? ”’

¢ It isn’t the custom, much. If there
were any one else, I should have liked it
there. But it ’s rather dull, going by
yourself.”’

¢¢ Yes, I understand how that is,”’ said
Staniford, dropping his teasing tone.
¢1t’s stupid. And I suppose it ’s pret-
ty lonesome at South Bradfield every
way.”’

¢« It is, — winters,”” admitted Lydia.
¢« In the summer you see people, at any
rate, but in winter there are days and
days when hardly any one passes. The
snow is banked up everywhere.”’

He felt her give an involuntary shiver;
and he began to talk to her about the
climate to which she was going. It was
all stranger to her than he could have
realized, and less intelligible. Her Cal-
ifornian memories were very dim, and

I like it,—
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she had no experience by which she
could compare and adjust his facts. He
made her walk up and down more and
more swiftly, as he lost himself in the
comfort of his own talking and of her
listening, and he failed to note the lit-
tle falterings with which she expressed
her weariness. All at once he halted,
and said, ¢ Why, you ’re out of breath!
I beg your pardon. You should have
stopped me. Let us sit down.” He
wished to walk across the deck to where
the seats were, but she just perceptibly
withstood his motion, and he forbore.

¢¢T think I won’t sit down,”’ she said.
¢ T will go down-stairs.”” And she began
withdrawing her hand from his arm.
He put his right hand upon hers, and
when it came out of his arm it remained
in his hand.

*1’m afraid you won’t walk with me
again,’’ said Staniford. “I’ve tired
you shamefully.”

¢ Oh, not at all!”?

“ And you will? »?

13 Yes. 2

¢ Thanks. You’re very amiable.”’
He still held her hand. He pressed it.
The pressure was not returned, but her
hand seemed to quiver and throb in his
like a bird held there. For the time
neither of them spoke, and it seemed a
long time. Staniford found himself car-
rying her hand towards his lips; and she
was helplessly, trustingly, letting him.

He dropped her hand, and said, ab-
ruptly, ¢ Good-night.”’

¢t Good-night,”” she answered, and
ceased from his side like a ghost.

XII.

Staniford sat in the moonlight, and
tried to think what the steps were that
had brought him to this point ; but there
were no steps of which he was sensible.
He remembered thinking the night be-
fore that the conditions were those of
flirtation; to-night this had not occurred
to him. ~ The talk had been of the dull-
est commonplaces; yet he had pressed
her hand and kept it in his, and had
been about to kiss it. He bitterly con-
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sidered the disparity between his pres-
ent attitude and the stand he had taken
when he declared to Dunham that it
rested with them to guard her peculiar
isolation from anything that she could
remember with pain or humiliation when
she grew wiser in the world. He re-
called his rage with Hicks, and the in-
sulting condemnation of his bearing to«
wards him ever since; and could Hicks
have done worse? He had done better:
he had kept away from her; he had let
her alone.

That night Staniford slept badly, and
woke with a restless longing to see the
girl, and to read in her face whatever
her thought of him had been. But
Lydia did not come out to breakfast.
Thomas reported that she had a head-
ache, and that he had already carried
her the tea and toast she wanted.

¢« Well, it seems kind of lonesome
without her,” said the captain. Tt
don’t seem as if we could get along.”’

It seemed desolate to Staniford, who
let the talk flag and fail round him with-
out an effort to rescue it. All the morn-
ing he lurked about, keeping out of Dun-
bham’s way, and fighting hard through
-a dozen pages of a book, to which he
struggled to nail his wandering mind.
A headache was a little matter, but it
might be even less than a headache.
He belated himself purposely at dinner,
and entered the cabin just as Lydia is-
sued from her state-room door.

She was pale, and looked heavy-eyed.
As she lifted her glance to him, she
blushed; and he felt the answering red
stain his face. They made a great deal
of her return to the table, and the hearty
kindness for her that every one felt ex-
pressed itself in various homages. = The
captain patted her on the shoulder with
his burly right hand, and said he could
not navigate the ship if she got sick.
He pressed her to eat of this and that;
and when she would not, he said, well,
there was no use trying to force an ap-
petite, and that she would be better all
the sooner for dieting. Hicks disap-
peared in his state-room, and came out
with a box of guava Yelly, from his pri-
vate stores, and won a triumph enviable
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in all eyes when Lydia consented to like
it with the chicken. Dunham plundered
his own and Staniford’s common stock
of dainties for her dessert; the first offi-
cer agreed and applauded right and left;
Staniford alone sat taciturn and inopera-
tive, watching her face furtively. Once
her eyes wandered to the side of the ta-
ble where he and Dunham sat; then she
colored, and dropped her glance.

He took his book again after dinner,
and with his finger between the leaves,
at the last-read, unintelligible page, he
went out to the bow, and crouched down
there to renew the conflict of the morn-
ing. It was not long before Dunham
followed. He stooped over to lay ahand
on either of Staniford’s shoulders.

¢ What makes you avoid me, old
man?’’ he demanded, looking into Stan-
iford’s face with his frank, gentle eyes.

““And I avoid you?’’ asked Stani-
ford.

“Yes; why?”’

¢‘ Because I feel rather shabby, I sup-
pose. Iknew Ifelt shabby, but [ didn’t
know I was avoiding you.”’

“ Well, no matter. If you feel shab-
by, it ’s all right ; but Thate to have you
feel shabby.”” He got his left hand
down into Staniford’s right, and a tacit
reconciliation was transacted between
them. Dunham looked about for a seat,
and found a stool, which he planted in
front of Staniford. ¢ Was n’t it pleas-
ant to have our little lady back at table,
again? ”’

¢ Very,”” said Staniford.

‘T could n’t help thinking how droll
it was that a person whom we all con-
sidered a sort of incumbrance and su-
perfluity at first should really turn out
an object of prime importance to us all.
Isn’t it amusing ? *’

¢ Very droll.”

“ Why, we were quite lost without
her, at breakfast. I could n’t have im-
agined her taking such a hold upon us
all, in so short a time. But she’s a
pretty creature, and as good as she’s
pretty.”’ '

¢1 remember agreeing with you on
those points before.”” Staniford feigned
to suppress fatigue.
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Dunham observed him. **I know you
don’t take so much interest in her as—
as the rest of us do, and I wish you did.
You don’t know what a lovely nature
she is.”’

¢« No?”

¢ No; and I’m sure you’d like her.”

“Is it important that ¥ should like
her? Don’t let your enthusiasm for the
sex carry you beyond bounds, Dunham.,”

“No, no. Not important, but very
pleasant. And I think acquaintance
with such a girl would give you some
new ideas of women.”’

¢« Oh, my old ones are good enough.
Look here, Dunham,’”’ said Staniford,
sharply, ¢ what are you after?’’

¢ What makes yon think I’m after
anything 7’

‘¢ Because you ’re not a humbug, and
because I am. My depraved spirit in-
stantly recognized the dawning duplicity
of yours. DBut you’d better be honest.
You can’t make the other thing work.
What do you want ? ”?

¢ 1 want your advice.
help, Staniford.”

“I thought so! Coming and forgiv-
ing me in that — apostolic manner.”’

¢ Don’t!”’

¢ Well. What do you want my help
for? What have you been doing?’’
Staniford paused, and suddenly added:
¢ Have you been making love to Lu-
rella?’’ He said this in his ironical
manner, but his smile was rather ghastly.

¢¢ For shame, Staniford!’’ cried Dun-
ham. But he reddened violently.

¢ Then it isn’t with Miss Hibbard
that you want my help. I’m glad of that.
1t would have been awkward. I’m a
little afraid of Miss Hibbard. It isn’t
every one has your courage, my dear
fellow.”

¢Thave n’t been making love to her,”’
said Dunham, ¢ but—1""—

¢ But you what?’’ demanded Stani-
ford sharply again. There had been less
tension of voice in his joking about Miss
Hibbard.

¢¢ Staniford,”” said his friend, 1
don’t know whether you noticed her, at
dinner, when she looked across to our
own side?*’

I want your
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¢ What did she do? ”’

¢t Did you notice that she — well, that
she blushed a little? >’

Staniford waited a while before he
answered, after a gulp, * Yes, I noticed
that.”

““ Well, I don’t know how to put it
exactly, but I’m afraid that I have un-
wittingly wronged this young girl.”’

“ Wronged her? What the devil do
you mean, Dunham?’’ cried Staniford,
with bitter impatience.

“I’m afraid —I'm afraid— Why,
it’s simply this: that in trying to amuse
her, and make the time pass agreeably,
and relieve her mind, and all that, don’t
you know, I’ve given her the impres-
sion that I ’m -— well —interested in her,
and that she may have allowed herself,
— insensibly, you know — to look upon
me in that light, and that she may have
begun to think — that she may have be-
come *’ —

¢‘Interested in you?” interrupted
Staniford rudely.

¢« Well —ah — well, that is-—ah-—
well— Yes!’’ cried Dunham, as if brac-
ing himself to sustain a shout of ridi-
cule. But Staniford did not laugh, and
Dunham bhad courage to go on. ¢ Of
course, it sounds rather conceited to say
50, but the circumstances are so peculiar
that I think we ought to recognize even
any possibilities of that sort.”

¢t Oh, yes,” said Staniford, gravely.
¢ Most women, I believe, are so innocent
as to think a man in love when he be-
haves like a lover. And this one,”” he
added ruefully, ¢¢ seems more than com-
monly ignorant of our ways, —of our
infernal shilly-shallying, purposeless no-
mindedness. She couldn’t imagine a
man — a gentleman — devoting himself
to her by the hour, and trying by every
art to show his interest and pleasure in
her society, without imagining that he
wished her to like him,—love him;
there ’s no half-way about it. She could
n’t suppose him the shallow, dawdling,
soulless, senseless ape he really was.”
Staniford was quite in a heat by this
time, and Dunham listened in open as-
tonishment.

““You are hard upon me,” he said.
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¢ Of course, I have been to blame; I
know that, I acknowledge it. But my
motive, as you know well enough, was
never to amuse myself with her, but to
contribute in any way I could to her en-
joyment and happiness. I’ —

“ You!” cried Staniford.
are you talking about ?

¢ What are you talking about ?’? de-
manded Dunham, in his turn.

Staniford recollected himself. ¢I
was speaking of abstract flirtation. I
was firing into the air.”’

¢“In my case, I don’t choose to eall
it flirtation,”’ returned Dupham. ¢ My
purpose, I am bound to say, was thor-
oughly unselfish and kindly.”’

“My dear fellow,” said Staniford,
with a bitter smile, ¢ there can be no
unselfishnes and no kindliness between
us and young girls, unless we mean busi-
ness, — love-making. You may be sure
that they feel it so, if they don’t under-
stand it so.”

¢t T don’t agree with you. Idon’t be-
lieve it. My own experience is that the
sweetest and most generous friendships
may exist between us, without a thought
of anything else. And as to making
love, I must beg you to remember that
my love has been made once for all. I
never dreamt of showing Miss Blood
anything but polite attention.”

¢t Then what are you troubled about? ”’

¢t Tam troubled >’ — Dunham stopped
helplessly, and Staniford laughed in a
challenging, disagreeable way, so that
the former perforce resumed: “I’m
troubled about — about her possible mis-
interpretation.’’

¢ Oh! Then in this case of sweet
and generous friendship the party of the
second part may have construed the sen-
timent quite differently! Well, what do
want me to do? Do you want me to
take the contract off your hands?*’

¢ You put it grossly,’’ said Dunham.

¢t And you put it offensively!’’ cried
the other. ¢ My regard for the young
lady is as reverent as yours. You have
no right to miscolor my words.””

¢ Staniford, you are too bad!’’ said
Dunham, hurt even more than angered.
“If I’ve come to you in the wrong mo-

¢ What
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ment — if you are vexed at anything,
I'll go away, and beg your pardon for
boring you.”?

Staniford was touched; he looked cor-
dially into his friend’s face. ¢TI was
vexed at something, but you never can
come to me at the wrong moment, old
fellow. I beg your pardon. I see your
difficulty plainly enough, and I think
you’re quite right in proposing to hold
up, — for that’s what you mean, I take
it???

“ Yes,” said Dunham, ¢ it is. And
I don’t know how she will like it. She
will be puzzled and grieved by it. I
had n’t thought seriously about the mat-
ter till this morning, when she did n’t
come to breakfast. You know I’ve
been in the habit of asking her to walk
with me every night after tea; but Sat-
urday evening you were with her, and
last night I felt sore about the affairs of
the day, and rather dull, and I did n’t
ask her. I think she noticed it. T think
she was hurt.”’

¢ You think so ? ”’ said Staniford, pe-
culiarly.

T might not have thought so,”” con-
tinued Dunham, ¢¢ merely because she
did not come to breakfast; but her blush-
ing when she looked across at dinner
really made me uneasy.”’

¢ Very possibly you ’re right.”” Stan-
iford mused a while before he spoke
again. ¢ Well, what do you wish me
to do? ) ’

¢T must hold up, as you say, and of
course she will feel the difference. T
wish—1T wish at least you would n’t
avoid her, Staniford. That ’s all. Any
little attention from you-—1I know it
bores you-— would not only break the
loneliness, but it would explain that —
that my — attentions, didn’t — ah —
had n’t meant anything.”’

“ Oh!”

¢¢ Yes; that it ’s common to offer them.
And she’s a girl of so much force of
character that when she sees the affair
in its true light — T suppose I’'m to
blame! Yes, I ought to have told her
at the beginning that I was engaged.
But you can’t force a fact of that sort
upon a new acquaintance: it looks sil-
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ly.”” Dunham hung his head in self-
reproach.

¢ Well? ?? asked Staniford.

¢ Well, that ’s all! No, it isn’t all,
either. There ’s something else troubles
me. Our poor little friend is a black-
guard, I suppose?”’

¢t Hicks ?”’

“Yes.”

“You have invited him to be the
leader of your orchestra, haven’t you? *’

¢« Oh, don’t, Staniford!’’ cried Dun-
ham in his helplessness. I should
hate to see her dependent in any degree
upon that little cad for society.”’ Cad
was the last English word which Dun-
ham had got himself used to. ¢ That
was why I hoped that you would n’t al-
together neglect her. She’s here, and
she’s no choice but to remain. We
can’t leave her to herself without the
danger of leaving her to Hicks. You
see?”’

“«“Well,”” said Staniford gloomily,
1 ’m not sure that you could n’t leave
her to a worse cad than Hicks.”” Dun-
ham looked up in question. ¢ To me,
for example.”

¢t Oh, hallo!”’ eried Dunham.

1 don’t see how I ’'m to be of any
use,’”’ continued the other. ¢“I’m not
a squire of dames; I should merely make
a mess of it.”’

¢ You 're mistaken, Staniford, —I’m
sure you are,—in supposing that she
dislikes you,’’ urged his friend.

¢« Oh, very likely.”

¢TI know that she’s simply afraid of

ou.”’

¢ Don’t flatter, Dunham. Why should
I care whether she fears me or affects
me? No, my dear fellow, This is irre-
trievably your own affair. I should be
glad to help you out if I knew how. But
Idon’t. I refer you to the consolations
of religion. In the mean time your duty
is plain, whatever happens. You can’t
overdo the sweet and the generous in
this wicked world without paying the
penalty.”’

Staniford smiled at the distress in
which Dunham went his way. He knew
very well that it was not vanity, but the
liveliness of a sensitive conscience, that
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had made Dunham search his conduct
for the offense against the young girl’s
peace of heart which he believed he had
committed, and it was the more amus-
ing because he was so guiltless of harm.
Staniford knew who was to blame for
the headache and the blush. He knew
that Dunham had never gone so far; that
his chivalrous pleasure in her society
might continue for years free from flir-
tation. But in spite of this conviction
a little poignant doubt made itself felt,
and suddenly became his whole conscious-
ness. ‘* Confound him!’’ he mused.
I wonder if she really could care any-
thing for him!’> He shut his book, and
rose to his feet with such a burning in
his heart that he could not have be-
lieved himself capable of the greater
rage he felt at what he just then saw.
It was Lydia and Hicks seated together
in the place where he had sat with her.
She leaned with one arm upon the rail,
in an attitude that brought all her slim
young grace into evidence. She seemed
on very good terms with him, and he
was talking and making her laugh as
Staniford had never heard her laugh be-
fore — so freely, so heartily.

XIII.

The atoms that had been tending in
Staniford’s being toward a certain form
suddenly arrested and shaped themselves
anew at the vibration imparted by this
laughter. He no longer felt himself
Hicks’s possible inferior, but vastly bet-
ter in every way, and out of the turmoil
of his feelings in regard to Lydia was
evolved the distinct sense of having been
trified with. Somehow, an advantage
had been taken of his sympathies and
purposes, and his forbearance had been
treated with contempt.

The conviction was neither increased
nor diminished by the events of the even-
ing, when Lydia brought out some music
from her state-room, and Hicks appeared,
flute in hand, from bis, and they began
practicing one of the pieces together.
It was a pretty enough sight. Hicks
had been gradually growing a better-
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looking fellow; he had an undeniable
picturesqueness, as he bowed his head
over the music towards hers; and she,
as she held the sheet with one hand for
him to see, while she noiselessly accom-
panied herself on the table with the fin-
gers of the other, and tentatively sang
now this passage and now that, was
divine. The picture seemed pleasing
to neither Staniford nor Dunham; they
went on deck together, and sat down to
their cigarettes in their wonted place.
They did not talk of Lydia, or of any of
the things that had formed the basis of
their conversation hitherto, but Stani-
ford returned to his Colorado scheme,
and explained at length the nature of his
purposes and expectations. He had dis-
cussed these matters before, but he had
never gone into them so fully, nor with
such cheerful earnestness. He said he
should never marry, — he had made up
his mind to that; but he hoped to make
money enough to take care of his sis-
ter’s boy Jim handsomely, as the little
chap bad been named for him. He had
been thinking the matter over, and he
believed that he should get back by rail
and steamer as soon as he could after
they reached Trieste. He was not sor-
ry he had come; but he could not afford
to throw away too much time on Italy,
just then.

Dunbam, on his part, talked a great
deal of Miss Hibbard, and of some cu-

rious psychological characteristics of her -

dyspepsia. He asked Staniford whether
he had ever shown him the photograph
of Miss Hibbard taken by Sarony when
she was on to New York the last time:
it was a three-quarters view, and Dun-
ham thought it the best she had had done.
He spoke of her generous qualities, and
of the interest she had always had in the
Diet Kitchen, to which, as an invalid,
her attention had been particularly di-
rected; and he said that in her last letter
she had mentioned a project for estab-
lishing a diet kitchen in Rome, on the
Boston plan. When their talk grew
more impersonal and took a wider range,
they gathered suggestion from the sitna-
tion, and remarked upon the immense
solitude of the sea. They agreed that
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there was something weird in this long
continuance of fine weather, and that
the moon had a strange look. They
spoke of the uncertainty of life. Dun-
ham regretted, as he had often regretted
before, that his friend had no fixed re-
ligious belief; and Staniford gently ac-
cepted his solicitude, and said that he
had at least a conviction if not a creed.
He then begged Dunham’s pardon in
set terms for trying to wound his feelings
the day before; and in the silent hand-
clasp that followed they renewed all the
cordiality of their friendship. From time
to time, as they talked, the music from
below came up fitfully, and once they
had to pause as Lydia sang through the
song that she and Hicks were practicing.

Their common interest in the art now
brought Hicks and the young girl almost
constantly together, and the sound of
their concerting often filled the ship.
The musicales, less formal than Dunham
had intended, and perhaps for that rea-
son a source of rapidly diminishing in-
terest with him, superseded both ring-
toss and shuffle-board, and seemed even
more acceptable to the ship’s company
as an entertainment.  One evening, when
the performers had been giving a piece
of rather more than usual excellence and
difficulty, one of the sailors, apparently
deputed by his mates, came aft, with many
clumsy shows of deference, and asked
them to give Marching through Georgia.
Hicks found this out of his repertory,
but Lydia sang it. Then the group at
the forecastle shouted with one voice for
Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys are
Marching, and so beguiled her through
the whole list of the war-songs. She
ended with one unknown to her listeners,
but better than all the rest in words and
music, and The Flag’s come” back to
Tennessee was received with the silence
and the low murmur that witness the
effect of a tender and pathetic song.
The spokesman of the sailors came aft
again, to thank her for his mates, and
to say they would not spoil that last
song by asking for anything else. It
was a charming little triumph for her, as
she sat surrounded by her usual court:
the captain was there to countenance
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the freedom the sailors had taken, and
Dunham and Staniford stood near, but
Hicks, at her right hand, held the place
of honor.

The next night Staniford found her
alone in the waist of the ship, and drew
up a stool beside the rail where she
sat,

““We all enjoyed your singing so
much, last night, Miss Blood. I think
Mr, Hicks plays charmingly, but 1 be-
lieve I prefer to hear your voice alone.”

¢ Thank you,”” said Lydia, looking
down, demurely.

¢TIt must be a great satisfaction to
feel that you can give so much pleas-
are.”’

1 don’t know,”’ she said, passing the
palm of one hand over the back of the
other.

“When you are a prime donna you
must n’t forget your old friends of the
Aroostook. We shall all take vast pride
in you.”

This was not a question, and Lydia
answered nothing. Staniford, who had
rather obliged himself to this advance,
with some dim purpose of showing that
nothing had occurred to alienate them
since the evening of their promenade,
without having proved to himself that it
was necessary to do this, felt that he
was growing angry. It irritated him to
have her sit as unmoved after his words
as if he had not spoken, and he found
that of all forms of rustic uncouthness
this was the most offensive.

¢ Miss Blood,”” he said, ‘‘ I envy you
your gift of snubbing people.”’

Lydid looked at him, ¢¢ Saubbing peo-
ple?”’ she echoed.

““Yes; your power of remaining silent
when you wish to put down some one
who has been wittingly or unwittingly
impertinent.”’

T don’t know what you mean,’’ she
sald, in a sort of breathless way.

¢¢ And you did n’t intend to mark your
displeasure at my planning your fut-
ure?”’

¢ No! Wehadtalked of that. I’ —

# And you were not vexed with me
for anything? I have been afraid that
I— that you’’ — Staniford found that
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he was himself getting short of breath.
They sat staring into each other’s eyes.
He had begun with the intention of mys-
tifying her, but matters had suddenly
taken another course, and he was really
anxious to know whether any disagree-
able associations with that night lingered
in her mind. With this longing came a
natural inability to find the right word.
¢“] was afraid’’ —he repeated, and
then he stopped again. Clearly, he could
not tell her that he was afraid he had
gone too far; but this was what he
meant. ‘¢ You don’t walk with me, any
more, Miss Blood,’” he concluded, with
an air of burlesque reproach.

“You haven’t asked me — since,”’
she said.

He felt a singular value and sigunifi-
cance in this word, since. It showed
that her thoughts had been running par-
allel with his own; it permitted, if it did
not signify, that he should resume the
mood of that time, where their parting
had interrupted it. He enjoyed the fact
‘to the utmost, but he was not sure that
he wished to do what he was permitted.
¢ Then I didn’t tire you?’’ he merely
asked. He was not sure, now he came
to think of it, that he liked her willing-
ness to recur to that time. He liked it,
but not quite in the way he would have
liked to like it.

¢ No,”” she said,

¢ The fact is,”’ he went on aimlessly,
“that I thought I had rather abused
your kindness. Besides,”” he added,
veering off, ¢ I was afraid I should be
an interruption to the musical exer-
cises.”’

¢ Oh, no,” said Lydia. ¢ Mr. Dun-.
ham has n’t arranged anything yet.”
Staniford thought this uncandid. It was
fighting shy of Hicks, who was the per-
son in his own mind; and it reawak-
ened a suspicion which was lurking
there. ¢ Mr. Dunham seems to have
lost his interest.”’

This struck Staniford as an expres-
sion of pique; it reawakened quite an-
other suspicion. It was evident that
she had really cared for Dunham, and
that she was hurt at the cessation of his
attentions. He was greatly minded to
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say that Dunham was a fool, but he end-
ed by saying, with sarcasm, ‘‘I suppose
he saw that he was superseded.’”’

¢« Mr. Hicks plays well,”” said Lydia,
judicially, ¢ but he does n’t really know
so much of music as Mr. Dunham.”’

“No?” responded Staniford, with
irony. ¢TI will tell Dunham. No doubt
he ’s been suffering the pangs of profes-

sional jealousy. That must be the rea-

son why he keeps away.”’

¢t Keeps away?’’ asked Lydia.

¢t Now I’ve made an ass of myself!”’
thought Staniford. ¢ You said that he
seemed to have lost his interest,”” he an-
swered her.

¢ Oh! Yes!” assented Lydia. And
then she remained rather distraught,
pulling at the rufiling of her dress.

“ Dunham is a very accomplished
man,’’ said Staniford, finding the usual
satisfaction in pressing his breast against
the thorn. ¢ He’s a great favorite in
society. He’s up to no end of things.”’
Staniford uttered these praises in a
curiously bitter tone. ¢ He’s a cap-
ital talker. Don’t you think he talks
well?”

T don’t know; I suppose T have n’t
seen enough people to be a good judge.”’

¢ Well, you ’ve seen enough people to
know that he ’s very good looking? ”’

¢ Yeg???

“You don’t mean to say you don't
think him good looking ? *

¢¢ No, — oh, no, I mean — that is—1
don’t know anything about his looks.
But he resembles a lady who used to
come from Boston, summers. I thought
he must be her brother.”’

¢ Oh, then you think he looks effemi-
nate!’’ cried Staniford, with inner joy.
««T assure you,”’ he added with solem-
nity, ¢ Dunham is one of the manliest
fellows in the world!”’

“Yes?” said Lydia.

Staniford rose. - He was smiling gayly
as he looked over the broad stretch of

empty deck, and down into Lydia’s eyes. -

“ Would n’t you like to take a turn,
now?”’

¢ Yes,”” she said promptly, rising and
arranging her wrap across her shoulders,
50 as to leave her hands free. She laid
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one hand in his arm and gathered her
skirt with the other, and they swept
round together for the start and con-
fronted Hicks.

¢ Oh!”’ cried Lydia, with what seemed
dismay, ¢* I promised Mr. Hicks to prac-
tice a song with him.”” She did not
try to release her hand from Staniford’s
arm, but was letting it linger there with
apparent irresolution.

Staniford dropped his arm, and let
her hand fall. He bowed with icy stiff-
ness, and said, with a courtesy so fierce
that Mr. Hicks, on whom he glared as
he spoke, quailed before it, *“ I yield to
your prior engagement.’’

XIV.

It was nothing to Staniford that she
should have promised Hicks to practice
a song with him, and no process of rea-
soning could have made it otherwise.
The imaginary opponent with whom he
scornfully argued the matter had not a
word for himself. Neither could the
young girl answer anything to the cut-
ting speeches which he mentally made
her as he sat alone chewing the end of
his cigar; and he was not moved by the
imploring looks which his fancy painted
in her face, when he made believe that
she had meekly returned to offer him
some sort of reparation. Why should
she excuse herself? he asked. It was
he who ought to excuse himself for hav-
ing been in the way. The dialogue went
on at length, with every advantage to the
inventor.

He was finally aware of some one
standing near and looking down at him.
It was the second mate, who support-
ed himself in a conversational posture
by the hand which he stretched to the
shrouds above their heads. ¢ Are you
a good sailor, Mr, Staniford?’’ he in-
quired. He and Staniford were friends
in their way, and had talked together
before this.

¢ Do you mean seasickness? Why?”
Staniford looked up at the mate’s face.

“ Well, we 're going to get it, I guess,
before long. We shall soon be off the
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Spanish coast.
so far.”

¢ If it comes we must stand it. But
I make it a rule never to be seasick be-
forehand.”

¢ Well, I ain’t one to borrow trouble,
either. It don’t run in the family. Most
of us like to chance things. I chanced
it for the whole war, and I come out all
right. Sometimes it don’t work so well.””

““ Ah?” said Staniford, who knew
that this was a leading remark, but for-
bore, as he knew Mason wished, to fol-
low it up directly.

¢« One of us chanced it once too often,
and of course it was a woman.”

¢ The risk ? ”?

¢ Not the risk. My oldest sister tried
tamin’ a tiger. Ninety-nine times out
of a hundred, a tiger won’t tame worth
a cent. But her pet was such a lamb
most of the while that she guessed she’d
chance it. It did n’t work. She’s at
home with mother now, — three children,
of course,— and he’s in hell, I s’pose.
He was killed ’long-side o’ me at Gettys-
burg. Ike was agood fellow when he was
sober. Butmy souls, the life he led that
poor girl! Yes, when a man’s got that
tiger in him, there ought to be some
quiet little war round for puttin’ him out
of his misery.”” Staniford listened silent-
ly, waiting for the mate to make the ap-
plication of his grim allegory. ¢ I s’pose
I’m prejudiced; but I do kate a drunk-
ard; and when I see one of ’em makin’
up to a girl, I want to go to her, and tell
her she ’d better take a real tiger out the
show, at once.”

The juxtaposition which these words
suggested- sent a thrill to Staniford’s
heart, but he continued silent, and the
mate went on, with the queer smile, which
could be inferred rather than seen, work-
ing under his mustache and the humor-
ous twinkle of his eyes evanescently evi-
dent under his cap peak.

«] don’t go round criticisin’ my su-
perior officers, and 7 don’t say anything
about the responsibility the old man
took. The old man ’s all right, accord-
in’ to his lights; he ain’t had a tiger in
the family. But if that young fellow
was to fall overboard, — well, T don’t

‘We ’ve had a great run
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know how long it would take to lower a
boat, if I was to listen to my conscience.
There ain’t really any help for him.
He’s begun too young ever to get over
it. He won’t be ashore at Try-East an
hour before he ’s drunk. If our men had
any spirits amongst ’em that could be
begged, bought, or borrowed, he ’d be
drunk now, right along. - Well, I’'m off
watch,”” said the mate, at the tap of
bells. ¢ Guess we ’ll get our little gale
pretty soon.”’

¢¢ Good-night,”’ said Staniford, who
remained pondering, but presently rose,
and walked up and down the deck.
He could hear Lydia and Hicks trying
that song: now the voice, and now the
flute; then both together; and presently
a burst of laughter. He began to be
angry with her ignorance and inexperi-
ence. It became intolerable to him that
a woman should be going about with no
more knowledge of the world than a
child, and entangling herself in relations
with all sorts of people. It was shock-
ing to think of that little sot, who had
now made his infirmity known to all the
ship’s company, admitted to association
with her which looked to common eyes
like courtship. From the mate’s insinu-
ation that she ought to be warned, it was
evident that they thought her interested
in Hicks; and the mate had come, like
Dunham, toleave the responsibility with
Staniford. It only wanted now that
Captain Jenness should appear with his
appeal, direct or indirect.

‘While Staniford walked up and down,
and scorned and raged at the idea that
he had anything to do with the matter,
the singing and fluting came to a pause
in the cabin; and at the end of the next
turn, which brought him to the head of
the gangway stairs, he met Lydia emerg-
ing. He stopped and spoke to her,
having instantly resolved, at sight of her,
not to do so.

«¢ Have you come up for breath, like a
mermaid ? ” he asked. ¢ Not that I’m
sure mermaids do.”’

¢« Oh, no,” said Lydia. <I think
I dropped my handkerchief where we
were sitting.”’

Staniford suspected, with a sudden
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return to a theory of her which he had
already entertained, that she had not
done so. But she went lightly by him,
where he stood stolid, and picked it up;
and now he suspected that she had
dropped it there on purpose.

“Yon have come back to walk with
me? ”’

“No!” said the gir], indignantly. ¢ I
have not come back to walk with you!”’
She waited a moment; then she burst
out with, ‘“ How dare you say such a
thing to me? What right have you to
speak to me so? What have I done to
make you think that I would come back
to”” — She stopped.

The fierce vibration in her voice made
him know that her eyes were burning
upon him and her lips trembling. He
shrank before her passion as a man must
before the justly provoked wrath of a
woman, or even of a small girl.

¢« ] stated a hope, not a fact,”” he said
in meek uncandor. ‘¢ Don’t you think
you ought to have done so?*’

“Tdon’t — I don’t understand you,”’
panted Lydia, arresting her bolts in
mid-course, and looking confusedly at
him.

Staniford pursued his guilty advan-
tage; it was his only chance. 1 gave
way to Mr. Hicks when you had an
engagement with me. I thought — you
would come back to keep your engage-
ment.”” He was still very meek, :

‘¢ Excuse me,’’ she said, with self-
reproach that would have melted the
heart of any one but a man who was in
the wrong, and was trying to get out of
it at all hazards. ¢ I did n’t know what
you meant — I77 —

¢ If T had meant what you thought,”’
interrupted Staniford nobly, for he could
now afford to be generous, *‘I should
have deserved much more than you said.
But 1 hope you won’t punish my awk-
wardness by refusing to walk with me.”’

Lydia looked at him earnestly for a
moment; then she said, ¢* I must get my
shawl and hat.”’

¢« Let me go!’’ he entreated.

¢ You could n’t find them,”’ she an-
swered, as she vanished past him. She
rveturned, and promptly laid her hand in
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his proffered arm; it was as if she were
eager to make him amends for her
harshness.

Staniford took her hand out, and held
it while he bowed low toward her. ¢ 1
declare myself satisfied.”’

¢ T don’t understand,’’ said Lydia, in
alarm and mortification.

““When a subject has been personally
aggrieved by his sovereign, his honor is
restored if they merely cross swords.”

The girl laughed her delight in the
extravagance. She must have been
more or less than woman not to have
found his flattery delicious. ¢ But we
are republicans!’’ she said, in evasion.

¢ To be sure, we are republicans.
Well, then, Miss Blood, answer your
free and equal one thing: is it a case of
conscience? ”’

““ How??’ she asked, and Staniford
did not recoil at the rusticity. This
how for what, and the interrogative yes,
still remained. Since their first walk,
she had not wanted to know, in how-
ever great surprise she found herself.

“ Are you going to walk with me be-
cause you had promised? ”’

¢ Why, of course,”’ faltered Lydia.

¢ That is n't enough.”’

¢ Not enough?”’

¢ Not enough. You must walk with
me because you like to do so0.”

Lydia was silent.

¢* Do you like to do so?

¢TI can’t answer you,”” she said, re-
leasing her hand from him.

¢¢ It was not fair to ask you. What
I wish to do is to restore the original
status. You have kept your engage-
ment to walk with me, and your con-
science is clear. Now, Miss Blood, may
I have your company for a little stroll
over the deck of the Aroostook?’” He
made her another very low bow.

¢ What must I say?’’ asked Lydia,
joyously.

¢ That depends upon whether you
consent. If you consent, you must say,
¢I shall be very glad.”

¢ And if Tdon’t 2"’

¢ Oh, I can’t put any such decision
into words.”’

Lydia mused a moment. ¢¢ I shall be
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very glad,” she said, and put her hand
again into the arm he offered.

As happens after such a passage they
were at first silent, while they walked up
and down.

“If this fine weather holds,”’ said
Staniford, ¢‘ and you continue as oblig-
ing as you are to-night, you can say,
when people ask you how you went to
Europe, that you walked the greater
part of the way. Shall you continue so
obliging ?  'Will you walk with me every
fine night? ’’ pursued Staniford.

“ Do you think I’d better say so?”’
she asked, with the joy still in her voice.

¢t Oh, I can’t decide for you. Imere-
ly formulate your decisions after you
reach them, — if they ’re favorable.”

““ Well, then, what is this one 27’

¢ Ts it favorable?”’

““You said you would formulate it.”’
She laughed again, and Staniford start-
ed as one does when a nebulous associa-
tion crystallizes into a distinctly remem-
bered fact.

¢“What a curious laugh you have!”’
hesaid. ¢ It’s like a nun’s laugh. Once
in France I lodged near the garden of
a convent where the nuns kept a girls’
school, and I used to hear them laugh.
You never happened to be a nun, Miss
Blood ?”’

¢ No, indeed!’” cried Lydia, as if
scandalized.

¢¢ Oh, I merely meant in some previ-
ous existence. Of course, I did n’t sup-
pose there was a convent in South Brad-
field.”” He felt that the girl did not
quite like the little slight his irony cast
upon South Bradfield, or rather upon
her for never having been anywhere
else. He hastened to say: ¢‘I’m sure
that in the life before this you were of
the South somewhere.”

““Yes?'" said Lydia, interested and
pleased again, as one must be in roman-
tic talk about one’s self. ¢¢ Why do you
think so? ”’

He bent a little over toward her, so
as to look into the face she instinctively
averted, while she could not help glanc-
ing at him from the corner of her eye.
*“ You have the color and the light of
the South,”” he said. ¢ When you get to
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Ttaly, you will live in a perpetual mys-
tification. You will go about in a dream
of some self of yours that was native
there in other days. You will find your-
self retrospectively related to the olive
faces and the dark eyes you meet; you
will recognize sisters and cousins in the
patrician ladies when you see their por-
traits in the palaces where you used to
live in such state.”

Staniford spiced his flatteries with
open burlesque; the girl entered into his
fantastic humor. ““But if I was a
nun?”’ she asked, gayly.

¢ Oh, I forgot. You were a nun.
There was a nun in Venice once, about
two hundred years ago, when you lived
there, and a young English lord who
was passing through the town was taken
to the convent to hear her sing; for she
was not only of ¢ an admirable beauty,’
as he says, but sang ¢ extremely well.”
She sang to him through the grating of
the convent, and when she stopped he
said, ¢ Die whensoever you will, you
need to change neither voice nor face to
be an angel!” Do you think —do you
dimly recollect anything that makes you
think — it might — Consider carefully:
the singing extremely well, and the ’’ —
He leant over again, and looked up into
her face, which again she could not
wholly withdraw.

¢ No, no!’’ she said, still in his mood.

¢ Well, you must allow it was a pretty
speech.”’

¢t Perhaps,”’ said Lydia, with sudden
gravity, in which there seemed to Stani-
ford a tender insinuation of reproach,
‘¢ he was laughing at her.”

«If he was, he was properly pan-
ished. He went on to Rome, and when
he came back to Venice the beautiful nun
was dead. He thought that his words
¢seemed fatal.” Do you suppose it
would kill you now to be jested with? *’

«1 dou’t think people like it gener-
ally.”

¢ Why, Miss Blood, you are in-
tense!”’

«T don’t know what you mean by
that,’” said Lydia.

“You like to take things seriously.
You can’t bear to think that people are
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not the least in earnest, even when they
least seem so.”’

““Yes,”” said the girl, thoughtfully,
‘¢ perhaps that ’s true. Should you like
to be made fun of yourself? ”’

¢¢1should n’t mind it, I fancy, though,
it would depend a great deal upon who
made fun of me. I suppose that women
always laugh at men, — at their clumsi-
ness, their want of tact, the fit of their
clothes.”

“I don’t know.
with any one I”? —

¢ Youliked ? Oh, none of them do!”’
cried Staniford.

T was not going to say that,”’ fal-
tered the girl.

¢ What were you going to say ?°’

She waited a moment. ¢ Yes, I was
going to say that,”” she assented with a
gigh of helpless veracity. ¢ What makes
you laugh ?*’ she asked, in distress.

¢ Something I like. I’m different
from you: Ilaugh at what I like; I like
your truthfulness, —it’s charming.”

¢T did n’t know that truth need be
charming.”

¢TIt had better be, in women, if it’s
to keep even with the other thing.”’
Lydia seemed shocked ; she made a faint,
involuntary motion to withdraw her
hand, but he closed his arm upon it.
*‘Don’t condemn me for thinking that
fibbing is charming. I shouldn’t like
it at all in you. Should you in me? ’

¢¢ Ishould n’t in any one,’” said Lydia.

¢ Then what is it you dislike in me? *?
he suddenly demanded.

“I didn’t say that I disliked any-
thing in you.”

“But you have made fun of some-
thing in me? ”’

¢“No, no!”’

“ Then it wasn’t the stirring of a
guilty conscience when you asked me
whether I should like to be made fun
of? I took it for granted you’d been
doing it.”’

¢ You are very suspicions.”’

“Yes? And whatelse?”

¢ Oh, you like to know just what
every one thinks and feels.”’

“Go on!” cried Staniford.
lyze me, formulate me!”’

I should not do that

¢ Ana-
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¢ That ’s all.”
“ AllT come to?”’
¢ Al T have to say.”
¢ That’s very little. Now, I'll be-

gin on you. You don’t care what peo-
ple think or feel.”

¢ Oh, yes, I do. I care too much.”

¢ Do you care what I think? "’

¢ Yes,”?

¢ Then I think you’re too unsuspi-
cious.”’

“ Qught T to suspect somebody ?”’
she asked, lightly.

¢ Oh, that’'s the way with all your
sex. One asks you to be suspicious, and
you ask whom you shall suspect. You
can do nothing in the abstract. I should
like to be suspicious for you. Will you
let me? ”?

¢+ Oh, yes, if you like to be.”’

¢ Thanks. I shall be terribly vigi-
lant, — a perfect dragon. And you re-
ally invest me with authority? *’

¢ Yes.,”?

¢ That ’s charming.” Staniford drew
along breath. After a space of musing,
he said, ¢ 1 thought I should be able to
begin by attacking some one else, but I
must commence at home, and denounce
myself as quite unworthy of walking to
and fro, and talking nonsense to you.
You must beware of me, Miss Blood.””

¢ Why ?*? asked the girl.

«T am very narrow-minded and prej-
udiced, and I have violent antipathies.
I should n’t be able to do justice to any
one I disliked.”

I think that’s the trouble with all
of us,”’ said Lydia.

¢t Oh, but only in degree. I should not
allow, if I could help it, a man whom
I thought shabby, and coarse at heart,
the privilege of speaking to any one I
valued, —to my sister, for instance. It
would shock me to see her bave any
taste in common with such a man, or
amused by him. Don’t you under-
stand ? 7’

““Yes,”” said Lydia. It seemed to
him, as if by some infinitely subtle and
unconscious affinition, she relaxed to-
ward him as they walked. This was in-
comparably sweet and charming to Stan-
iford, — too sweet as recognition of his
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protecting friendship to be questioned
as anything else. He felt sure that she
had taken his meaning, and he rested
content from all further trouble in re-
gard to what it would have been impos-
sible to express. Her tacit confidence
touched a kindred spring in him, and he
began to talk to her of himself: not of
his character or opinions, — they had al-
ready gone over them, — but of his past
life, and his future. Their strangeness
to her gave certain well-worn topics nov-
elty, and the familiar project of a pas-
toral career in the far West invested it-
self with a color of romance which it had
not worn before. She tried to remem-
ber, at his urgence, something about her
childhood in California; and she told
him a great deal more about South Brad-
field. She described its characters and
customs, and, from no vantage-ground
or stand-point but her native feeling of
their oddity, made him see them as one
might whose life had not been passed
among them. Then they began to com-
pare their own traits, and amused them-
selves to find how many they had in
common. Staniford related a singular
experience of his on a former voyage to
Europe, when he dreamed of a collision,
and woke to hear a great trampling and
uproar on deck, which afterwards turned
out to have been caused by their bare
escape from running into an iceberg.
She said that she had had strange
dreams, too, but mostly when she was a
little girl; once she had had a present-
iment that troubled her, but it did not
come true. They both said they did
not believe in such things, and agreed
that it was only people’s love of mystery
that kept them noticed. He permitted
himself to help her, with his disengaged
hand, to draw her shawl closer about
the shoulder that was away from him.
He gave the action a philosophical and
impersonal character by saying imme-
diately afterwards: ‘¢ The sea is really
the only mystery left us, and that will
never be explored. They circumnavi-
gate the whole globe,”” —here he put
the gathered shawl into the fingers
which she stretched through his arm to
take it, and she said, ¢ Oh, thank
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you!”” — ¢ but they don’t describe the
sea. War and plague and famine sub-
mit to the ameliorations of science;’” —
his mind wandered; he hardly knew
what he was saying, —‘“but the one
utterly inexorable calamity — the same
now as when the first sail was spread —
is a shipwreck.”’

¢Yes,”” she said, with a deep inspi-
ration. And now they walked back and
forth in silence broken only by a casual
word or desultory phrase. Once Stan-
iford had thought the conditions of these
promenades perilously suggestive of flir-
tation ; another time he had blamed him-
self for not thinking of this; now he
neither thought nor blamed himself for
not thinking. The fact justified itself,
as if it had been the one perfectly right
and wise thing in a world where all else
might be questioned.

¢« Isn’t it pretty late?’’ she asked,
at last.

¢If you ’re tired, we’ll sit down,’’ he
said.

¢ What time is it? >’ she persisted.

“Must I look?’’ he pleaded. He
took out his watch and sprang the case
open. ‘¢ Look!’” he said. ‘I sacrifice
myself on the altar of truth.” They
bent their heads low together over the
watch; it was not easy to make out the
time. ¢ It’s nine o’clock,” said Stani-
ford.

‘It can’t be; it was half past when I
came up,”’ answered Lydia.

¢ One hand ’s at twelve and the other
at nine,”” he said, conclusively.

¢t Oh, then it’s a quarter to twelve.”’
She caught away her hand from his arm,
and fled to the gangway. I didn’t
dream it was so late.”

The pleasure which her confession
brought to his face faded at sight of
Hicks, who was turning the last pages
of a novel by the cabin lamp, as he fol-
lowed Lydia in. It was the book that
Staniford had given her. .

¢ Hullo!”* said Hicks, with compan-
ionable ease, looking up at her. ¢ Been
having quite a tramp.’’

She did not seem troubled by the fa-
miliarity of an address that incensed
Staniford almost to the point of taking
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Hicks from his seat, and tossing him
to the other end of the cabin. ¢¢Oh,
you ’ve finished my book,”” she said.
¢ You must tell me how you like it, to-
morrow.”’

T doubt it,”’ said Hicks. ¢ 1’m go-
ing to be seasick to-morrow. The cap-
tain’s been shaking his head over the
barometer and powwowing with the first
officer. Something’s up, and I guess
it’s a gale. Good-by; I shan’t see you
again for a week or so.”’

He nodded jocosely to Lydia, and
dropped his eyes again to his book, ig-
noring Staniford’s presence. The lat-
ter stood a moment breathing quick;
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then he controlled himself and went
into his room. His coming roused Dun-
ham, who locked up from his pillow.
““ What time is it?’’ he asked, stu-
pidly.

¢ Twelve,”’ said Staniford.

¢ Had a pleasant walk? ”’

“If you still think,”” said Staniford,
savagely, ‘‘that she’s painfully inter-
ested in you, you can make your mind
easy. She doesn’t care for either of
us.”’

‘¢ Either of us?’’ echoed Dunham.
He roused himself.

¢ Oh, go to sleep; go tosleep!”’ cried
Staniford.

W. D. Howells.

ROUND THE WORLD AT

‘¢ D1sTINGUONS, distinguons! Let us
make the distinction, gentlemen,’’ says
the venal English commissioner at whom
the people laugh, going round the world
in eighty days with Mr. Phineas Fogg
at the Porte Saint Martin Theatre. ¢ It
was one thing to break up the ceremo-
ny (the suttee of the Hindoo widow),
though our gracious government aims to
guarantee to all of its subjects the enjoy-
ment of their conscientious religious con-
victions, and another to shoot the offi-
ciating Brahmins.””

¢ Such being the case, as you will
observe that we are extremely pressed
for time, what will you take to call it
square ? > says Mr. Phineas Fogg.

* One hundred thousand francs,”’ the
commissioner replies. The comic serv-
ant ladles the money out of the inex-
haustible haversack, and they are off in
a twinkling for a shipwreck, a cavern of
serpents, and a ballet of nautch girls, in
the next act.

There are naturally inaccuracies in
this spirited picture of life and geogra-
phy, attributable to the haste in which
it is sketched. Thus it is not possible,
in the actnal chase of lions in the jun-
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gles of Bengal, that the hunter is called
upon to enter with a whip and stir them
up to jump over hurdles. Nor are the
railway carriages on the Central Pacif-
ic, which put passengers down at way-
stations to be tomahawked by savages,
constructed on the European plan, with
compartments and side doors and plat-
forms. In the same way the tour of the
world, as it can be made at the Exposi-
tion, can only be depended upon to give
sich an impression as might result from
the thing itself if it could be supposed
to be accomplished in the time usually
allotted to it. The exotic buildings on
the ground and their arrangement are
in concrete form such a troubled dream
of the journey as might remain if it had
been performed in a lightning-express
train at a sitting.

One would conclude, for instance, if
he judged from the slopes of the Troca-
déro, "that ‘the north of Africa was of
a preponderating importance much be-
yond what is really the case. The peo-
ple of this section, repressed in their pe-
culiar courses towards Europeans at the
date of Commodore Decatur and Cap-
tain Riley’s Narrative, bear no grudge,
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all the same. They accept the situation
with the greatest readiness. They show
a commercial spirit and an adaptability
to the ultimate facts of civilization. Not
being able for a long time to sell their
white neighbors into slavery, they are
extremely pleased to come and be with
them, and furnish them small trumpery
for their entertainment. They choose
especially seasons and places of rejoic-
ing. Few' summer resorts — certainly
not those of America— are free of them.
They are likely to recover at Saratoga
and Newport alone more than the plun-
der of all the Barbary corsairs. This
is the kind of people who constitute the
principal population in costume. Their
booths are pitched upon the grounds in
great numbers. Shrewd, versatile in
languages, impudent and merry and en-
tirely unscrupulous, they sit within, be-
hind heaps of enameled copper jewelry;
bracelets in perfumed paste, said to bring
good fortune; pipes, inkstands, pen-hold-
ers, and paper-cutters, —made for the
most part in Paris, and bought to bet-
ter advantage in the Rue de Rivoli, —
and dazzle, cajole, or browbeat the trav-
eling public. The pen-holders contain
an infinitesimal magnifying-glass in the
handle, with views of the Exposition.
The most common type of the out-of-
door visitor is a person who holds one
of them painfully to his eye, while the
other is tight closed, and persuades him-
self, under the solicitations of the re-
claimed Bedouin of the desert, that he
can see something.

A department of religious objects —
rosaries, crucifixes, articles from Jerusa-
lem, and particularly from the Mount of
Olives, for which credence is requested
— figures largely in this merchandise.
It invests the sellers — for apart from
the slightly disguised Parisians there are
those whose authenticity is undeniable
— with a curious air of eynicism. Isit
at this point that uniformity has arrived,
— the fusion of all opinions, or the indif-
ference to any ? Does Ibn Ben Ibrahim,
“‘ exposing for a few days articles from
the Holy Land, mother-of-pearl, olive
wood, and stone from Dead Sea,’’ know
that there were eight crusades, — or was
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it nine ? — extending over two hundred
years, with the total loss of six millions
of lives, and the entire upheaval and
reconstruction of society, that he offers
the hated symbols of one of the furious-
ly contending parties, in his bazar of
horseshoe arches, under the coquettish
crescent of the other ? ¢ If you do not
think as I do, possibly I think as you
do,’’ the merry Ibn Ben Ibrahim, lean-
ing out in his striped gabardine and
tasseled red fez from a background of
rich carpets, seems to say; ‘‘ or at any
rate, what difference does it make? In
the mean time commandez, choississez,
messieurs et mesdames. V'la un beau
Christ! You spik English? Fi francs,
fi— How much you give? Adpprochez,
madame. Ah, it was easy to see that a
person like that had no money.”

At Philadelphia there was space and
shrubbery to separate the constructions
from the remote and strange countries a
little from each other. The imagination
had an opportunity to work. In pass-
ing between them a space of time might
be supposed to elapse, as during the fall
of the drop-curtain of a theatre. Here
nothing elapses. You enter the Persian
pavilion, glancing at the Chinese pagoda
at the right, and from the windows you
overlook Swedish school-houses and the
Japanese farm.

It is indeed a Persian house, the prop-
erty of his majesty the Shah, the only

- exhibitor from a country where it may

be well believed the private initiative
has made as yet very slight headway.
It is in green with yellow moldings, and
a golden lion over the door with a scim-
itar on his shoulder and a rising sun be-
hind him. The peculiarity is the very
deep recessing of the doors and windows
in the walls, which appear to be double.
Where is Nourmahal? Let us go down
and hear the fountain plash in the tile-
paved court below. Where is Schehe-
rezade, and the younger sister Dinar-
zade, dissimulating her tender fears to
join in the hazardous plan? ¢TI pray
you, sister, if you be yet awake, relate
to us one of those agreeable stories in
which you so excel, to pass the time till
day, which is going to break.”” And
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the redoubtable caliph who pricks up his
ears, caught by the artful plot, and the
thousand and one days that pass and
pass to the seductive drone of the inex-
haustible narrative? Are there no bul-
buls? and the slaves with pots of jewels
on their heads, — where are they ? I do
not see them. There is a principal cham-
ber entirely in crystal, even to the man-
tel-piece. The walls are engraved mir-
rors, the ceiling a mass of stalactites;
the furniture is of yellow cashmere, and
India shawls are spread upon the floor.
Still, there is a thousand leagues to go
to equal the upholstery of the imagina-
tion. And besides, the other apartments
and the miserable, bald little staircase
are far from in keeping. This Oriental
magnificence, in fact, — it may be doubt-
ed whether it ever approached that of
the finished Western civilization, which
covers every point and makes a scientific
comfort its basis. It is gorgeous in de-
tail, but has a common and sordid ele-
ment. There is no gas or water. The
camel pokes his nose into the silken
tent, and the sands of the desert are not
leveled by contract to the established
grade. The Shah’s pavilion is sur-
passed, for average effect, by a dozen
houses in every one of the better streets
of New York.

The Egyptian house of Cairo is a
blockish structure, like one dry-goods
box placed upon two others. The low-
er portion is in bands of red, black, and
corn-color; the upper white with a green
margin. Ithasone of the small bay-win-
dows in close-meshed carving attached
to it, out of which it is customary to
imagine almond-eyed beauties peeping;
only there is no one peeping out of this,
as the whole interior is a single shop,
and there is no way of getting up to it
except with a rope and pulley. There
is a house of Moroeco, a small, square
white block of one story, with furniture
complete, which with a grave Moor sit-
ting at its door at sunset is quite capable
of producing a little illusion. Every-
thing is on the smallest scale. The peo-
ple are stowed away, for their sleeping
accommodations, in strips of chambers
surrounding three sides of a court, with
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a, minute fountain, as compactly as in
the cabin of a model yacht. It is not
a question of swinging a cat; you could
not swing a mouse. It is managed to
have a very much sculptured and gild-
ed arcade in the central space, small as
it is. The curious doors, where there
are any instead of curtains, not only
open as a whole, but each of the main
panels opens separately. I do not see
why this is not a good idea for a num-
ber of purposes, and capable of saving a
good deal of needless slamming.

There is a sign-board near at hand
pointing out the approach to the Chi-
nese pagoda in the best vernacular.
One of the ingenious florists with whom
the Exposition abounds has starred the
side of the bank on which it rises with
a mammoth device of the fleur-de-lis, in
natural colors of flowers. The exten-
sive pagoda itself, in black bricks, with
its wide, projecting eaves in vermilion
and gilt, the turned-up corners termi-
nating in dragons, and the yellow flags
flying from the mdts de cocagne in front,
is extremely cheerful. It bristles with
gilded images and blue porcelain, and
exhales the odor of sandal-wood. The
goods, down to the most inconsiderable,
— and this includes the Japanese as well,
— have a real value and guaintness, un-
like the tawdry stuff of the Moors, which
you would not want to take at any price.
The salesmen, too, by their quiet man-
ners and definite prices, gain very much
from the contrast. Yonder large, well-
formed young proprietor, with good feat-
ures, olive skin, and a becoming dress of
two degrees of blue, has nothing but
his shaved temples to prevent him from
being received as a very dignified and
well-favored personage by the most eivi-
lized standards. He is one of the kind
who never by any chance gets into the
Chinese art, singular that it is! It pre-
fers the wizened old man, his clerk, with
an oblong head and a few long, straight
hairs of moustache and beard like those
of aseal. Is the solution that it is all a
huge jovial caricature ?

If the inclosures of the Japanese farm
are usually in an irregularly-oval ring
fence like this, it ig not a country of
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somnolent ease for the surveyors. The
ring fence flowers all around with fra-
grant pea blossoms. It is of bamboo, as
in some form is almost everything else
of the constructions of the place. A
sculptured cock and hen surmount the
white - wood entrance gates. There is
a patch of maize, with melons creeping
about below. The slender bamboo with-
out a branch, but only tender green leaves
at the joints, shoots up and waves above
the cottages. There arc plums, peaches,
tobacco. The shrubbery — japonicas,
the lemon, and pomegranate among it —
is largely of a kind with sharp, thick
leaves of glossy dark green. There are
“arbor vite and cedar dwarfed to the di-
mensions of a flower-pot, yet presenting
gnarled trunks and all the phenomena
of an ancient growth. Come and see
the chickens.
of green and yellow faience, in bamboo
cages; but they do not differ so much
from the bantams that pick up their liv-
ing from rusty tin pans in New England
farm - yards. The hedge of white and
lilac pea-blossoms makes a decorative
background; it only needs a hideous fig-
ure with distorted fingers and toes, and
several swords stuck in a wide purple
sash, crouching beside it, or under the
umbrella-shaped trellis there, to make it
quite Japan. But the Japanese mer-
chants will do nothing to realize Japan.
They are, for the most part, lively fel-
lows in fashionable European dress, who
go about smoking cigarettes, and have
more the air of young Cubans. Yonder
comes one whistling out of the bazar,
with his pen behind his ear, who might
be clerk in an importing house in Duane
Street. Yesterday 1 overlooked one
reading Corneille, — whose statue on the
Tle Lacroix of this prosperous city of
Rouen is under my eye as I write, this
very minute.

The Egyptian temple is an improvisa-
tion in plaster, and patterns from Owen
Jones, on the theme of the old remains.
It shuts up, like the Algerian mosque, a
practical collection exposing the condition
of the country, — cotton, gum arabic, a
Iucid reduction of the Suez Canal. The
most notable aspect of both, and the lat-
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ter particularly, is the modern and sci-
entific look of things: tramways, iron-
truss bridges of the most approved pat-
tern; and what think you, at Algiers, of
a flourishing literary periodical, the Af-
rican Review? It has a Rue de Rivoli,
furthermore, as an Algérienne, with a
perfect London accent, among the booths,
informs me, and a boulevard finer than
that of the Italiens. There are natives
who accumulate great fortunes, and go
to the springs as patrons as well as huck-
sters. The more they make, says the
lively shop-keeper, who describes them
as penurious and grasping, the more
avaricious they become. The govern-
ment treats very well its military con-
tingent from this important colony. A
group of spahis galloped at the head of
the Marshal’s procession, reviewing the
troops at Longchamps, the 20th of June.
I see one occasionally stalking about
Paris, or riding in the miserable public
carriages, in solitary grandeur. He
wears red boots, a pointed beard, and a
long white burnoose depending from his
white and yellow turban.

The French are not so badly off for
colonies as we are apt to think. There
is Guadaloupe, then Guiana, across to
New Caledonia in the Pacific, a section
of Cochin China, then home by way of
Africa, beginning with Senegal. All of
these are quite fully displayed. When
the actual inhabitants are not at hand,
like the creoles in yellow bandanas who
sell orange wine and packets of vanilla
of the West Indies under their awning
in the Champs de Mars, recourse is had,
to show the dress and manners, to cos-
tumed dolls. You may see any costume
you like, — Tahiti, for instance. It would
have been quite a simple matter in the
days of Captain Cook, if you remember,
but there have been changes since then.
All of these colonies, — the Alsace-Lor-
raine villages in Algeria, the English
settlements of Oceanica, and the states
of Central America, — which would like
to fill their vacant spaces with immi-
grants, and are liberal with informing
prospectuses, draw out a friendly inter-
est. There is an element of faint spec-
ulation in our musing before their great
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cucumbers, the erude and realistic paint-
ings of the wild scenery, and the photo-
graphs of the native women with rings
in their noses, as if there were latent pos-
sibilities of life and careers not wholly
disconnected even from us.

The Scandinavians ereet school-
houses and a bell tower among the Ori-
entalism in a solid architecture of un-
painted wood, which is a sort of union
of the Swiss chalet to the open timber
houses of the Middle Ages. On the
way to the corner of Algeria an exten-
sive settlement presents the manner of
French farm buildings as you see them
in the remote interior. Here is no co-
quettish bamboo-work, but solid trunks
and boughs framed in rustic fashion
with the bark on, filled in with rough
cast plaster, and heavily thatched. These
heavy granges have a damp and gloomy
look even amid the apple orchards of
Normandy. I much prefer the cheery
New England barn. One of them con-
tains an exposition of insects, noxious
and useful, — principally useful. There
is the silk-worm in all his stages, with
skeins of the beautiful, shining floss; and
the honey-bee — including a live colony
which passes most of its time among the
dates and confectionery and syrup bot-
tles of the Arabs-—and his products in
every attractive form.

I am a person (I strenuously declare,
because it will never appear) who is
rather fond of going to the bottom of
things than otherwise. If I had my way,
I would never voyage but, like the ami-
able Count de Maistre around his cham-
ber, in a field where justice could be
done to everything, and nothing omit-
ted. But if this narrative is desultory, it
is nothing like as desultory as it might
have been, let me tell you. Ihave not
touched a hundredth part of the things
we have passed in our ramblings: not
the restaurants, though, without imag-
ination as they are, —the Spanish, for
instance, offering in a great sign to fur-
nish French and English cookery, —
they would not have detained us long;
not the mushroom settlements and the
workingmen’s exhibition on the inclos-
ing streets; not the frigorifique and the
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nautical matters on the river. Nor will
I go in search of them now, at this late
stage, since I desire before closing to
make a mention, at least in some of their
social aspects, of the visiting people, —
the great kaleidoscopic crowd.

This Exposition has never seemed
crowded, like that at Philadelphia, yet
I have not seen the number of admis-
sions for any day put down at less than
seventy thousand. There is always el-
bow-room, and rarely a comfortable seat
lacking, without invading the exhibited
furniture in the utterly collapsed condi-
tion which was there so frequent a spec-
tacle. I do not think there has been
here the same degree of exhaustion from
the long days of sight-seeing. I lay it
not only to the difference in the climate,
but to a difference in the degree of at-
tention. There never was another case
like ours in which so much fresh curi-
osity was brought. face to face with such
material for its gratification. The coun-
try which was accustomed only to the
sights of a commonplace utilitarian civ-
ilization moved in a mass to contemplate
of a sudden the heaped-up treasures of
the Old World. Tt is different here:
there is a curiosity shop in every street,
and party-colored costumes are no rarity.
It is in this way that T account for an
easy nonchalance in this public which
was at first difficult to understand. I
will not undertake a calculation of the
few in the seventy thousand who pro-
vide themselves with a catalogue or a
guide - book of any kind, although the
guide - books are none too good or too
numerous; and one, designed especially
for the lower classes, is a bare-faced
fraud that ought to send the maker to
jail. Tt is absolutely nothing but ex-
tracts from journals published within
the year before the opening, and stating
in a general way what the Exposition
will probably be, but which it is not at
all. The government does not label or
explain much, not having yet got over
the monarchical habit of thinking that it
suffices for the administration to know
the essence of things, without there be-
ing a pressing necessity for taking the
public into its confidence. So the low-
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er orders jog contentedly along, passing
at every moment inestimable things,
straightening out the children when they
become tangled up, — Voulez-vous ne
pas toucher ¢a, Marianne! Amadde!
Faites appeler Amadée! Tiens! 'Ma-
lie, les oiseaux!—and go away to dine
at the dablissements de bouillon outside
the gates.

The young Frenchman and his wife
of the upper classes are an interesting
couple. She is in pink, and has a lithe,
willowy movement. He has a light
beard curling round his face, and smokes
his cigar with an indifferent air while
she points out things to him occasionally.
The young officer of St. Cyr, whatever
he does in time of war, i time of peace
for the most part wears an eye-glass.
The elderly Frenchwoman of the upper
classes, rather more than of the lower,
wears a decided moustache. The En-
glish are extremely prominent in the de-
file of nations. In the month of August
they have passed in perfect droves,
¢ personally conducted > parties under
the supervision of an autocratic guide.
There are none that make such an en-
tire profession, when they travel, of be-
ing en wvoyage. They don a complete
outfit, cross straps over their shoulders,
tie a scarf about their hats, and declare
to all the world the business in hand.

A genunine peasant, with the large
Alsatian black bow, mingles in the
throng, under the safe conduct of her
city cousins. There is one who super-
intends the grinding of coffee in the pa-
vilion of Guatemala, and there are one
or two in the short skirts and gilt, lace-
covered helmets of the Dutch provinces
who dispense the cordials of Amster-
dam. The Swedish students, if it be
their turn to be giving the national con-
cert at the Trocadéro are showing their
white caps and blooming complexions.
If there are some young women, close
braided, and attired with a peculiar ef-
fort at quiet elegance, they are Amer-
icans. The American youths, corrupted
t¥ the marrow by Mark Twain, pass
.through seeking humorous solutions to
things. The young person in general
comes much to the front among the En-
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glish-speaking foreigners. If I were to
make particular mention of another very
frequent type, it would be the miss in her
teens, who, alone knowing something of
the language, is seen negotiating with a
cab-man or a shop-keeper all over Paris,
while the' family stands deferentially
back-awaiting the result. It is the cru-
cial test of an education at Madame Vol-
au-Vent’s, which has cost a small fort-
une per quarter, not to speak of extras.

Amwmericanism is but a small element in
the great babel. It has been an excel-
lent place to find, if you thought you
were important, that the case is quite
the contrary. Some pains bave been
taken, too, to make it as grotesque as pos-
sible. 1 have seen our facade gravely
spoken of, in still another guide-book, as
of the kind to be taken down and put up
at pleasure, and carried with them by the
emigrants to the far West; fitly symbol-
ical, therefore, of this country of rapid
progress. An ¢ English and American
bar ’’ represents our national character-
istics in a prominently printed list of re-
freshments, divided into departments of
long drinks, short drinks, and special-
tics. The long drinks include a Stone-
wall Jackson, a Greeley nogg, and a
John Collins. The specialties, it may be
well believed, yield to neither the long
drinks nor the short drinks in ingenu-
ity.
With all thy faults, however, my
country, I love thee still. T hold to thee
these hands to testify that ours is almost
the only department where there is a
semblance of a ¢t head-quarters;”” where
there is a register, and a hospitable
provision of space and easy-chairs for
jurors and honorary commissioners. To
the Italian, the Dane, the Turk, when
he travels, it makes no difference wheth-
er his next-door neighbor may bhe within
a stone’s-throw of him or not. The
American desires —commendably, as I
maintain — to overlook the movement
from his section. It is a luxury at times
to come back out of the vast maze of
foreignness and no more than overhear
a Chicago man seated on a stove diseuss-
ing with a Newark man the next gov-
ernorship of his State; how much more
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to take a personal part in it, with pos-
sibly a bosom friend for the interlocu-
tor!

The employees of this bureau, and the
corporal’s guard of trim marines who
have made so good a figure for us, have
acclimated themselves extremely well.
It has been possible to assist at Join-
ville-le-Pont, in the suburbs, at séances
of nothing less than our national game
of base-ball, between the by no means
common contingents of an Exposition
nine and a Latin Quarter nine; the lat-
ter made up of young artists and archi-
tects. The commissioners’ room is the
centre of a bustle of affairs: the depart-
ure of parties for the catacombs, and
the trials of agricultural machinery; the
arrival of inquiring friends; the entrance
of deferential foreigners, with their busi-
ness written down on paper, who wish M.
le général this and M. the governor that
to come and examine their peculiar tur-
bine wheel or their respirator for mines.
Everybody has been more or less con-
nected with congresses: congresses for
the abolition of war, the reéstablishment
of silver currency, the protection of pat-
ents, the conclusion of a Franco-Amer-
ican treaty; congresses of lighting, loco-
motions, lunacy. It is but a property
of matter, they tell us, — this human life
of ours, like all the rest; but, O scien-
tist, what a variety and intensity it has!

There has not been the need of or-
ganizing an intimate social life among
the large body of permanent residents
at the Exposition. When the shades of
evening close in, and the Fresnel lantern
begins to circle its colored rays over the
deserted scene, now a red, next a green,
then a white one, touching the glass
palace, the trees of the Isle des Cygnes,
the white Trocadéro, and the sphinx-
like head of Liberty in turn, all Paris is
open, and its pleasures are not easily
exhausted. A small knot of jovial in-
ventors, purveyors of arms to the gov-
ernment, prospectors for the advanta-
geous placing of new merchandise, give
themselves rendezvous every evening in
the court of the Grand Hotel, where
they employ one word of French to five
thousand of sound American in their
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talk, inaugurate a little round of din-
ners, or drive out occasionally to dine
at the country seats of the personages
with whom they have relations. Here
I have heard the project of the best-
natured elderly gentleman to introduce
anthracite coal in the south of Europe,
taking back cement from Rome and iron
ore from Spain for return freights, and
have labored to keep down the inex-
perienced feeling of incongruity, which
has no business at all to arise in this day
of close commercial relations.

The formal sociality has been the giv-
ing of a number of entertainments by
the cabinet ministers, mainly dinners
and receptions to commissioners by the
department of commerce and agricult-
ure, under whose auspices the Exposi-
tion is held. The minister lives in the
ministére, as the custom is in all branches
for the proprietor to be in the same ho-
tel with his business. I have been at
the one in the Rue de Varennes, Fau-
bourg Saint Germain, of a Wednesday
evening. Two steel-clad cuirassiers
mount guard before the door, and the
chamberlains in black, with medals
about their necks, who waft you up the
staircase are very stately. The minis-
ter’s rooms are in crimson, with gilt fur-
niture, crystal chandeliers, and Louis
Quatorze carpets. Some such provis-
ion for entertainments, rent-free, might
be a solution of the vexed question of
the cabinet officer’s salary at Washing-
ton. Apart from this, he could live as
simply as he pleased. The minister’s
dinner is good, but there will not be too
much information, if you happen to be
in search of it, derived from the guests
If everybody has not a thousand things
demanding his attention next, the Expo-
sition creates in him the uneasy impres-
sion that he has, and prevents him from
fixing it too closely on any.

There are guests who go out after
dinner on the balcony of the smoking-
room, where the débris and flowers and
lake-like mirror in the centre of the vast
dining-table can be looked down upon,
and speculate as to the cost of the prod-
igal scene. It is a political question.
The republic has revived the practice of
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furnishing good cheer of various kinds
at entertainments. This seems to the
opposition a riot and debauchery — for
a republic — that makes them dread the
wrath to come. The vindicating jour-
nals, on the other hand, make for it some-
thing like the argument connected with
joining the church. One can be a very
good republican, and yet be fond of a
little innocent gorgeousness. There is
nothing austere about the republic; it is
the friend of every cheerful and harm-
less diversion. It wishes to show that
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as it is not monarchies alone that can
assist by expositions the progress of af-
fairs among their subjects, which other-
wise would be marching but poorly, so
it is not necessarily monarchs alone who
can do something for the cultivation of
the graces of a polite social life. I
shall allow my friends-—who must be
pleased that I should take leave of them
finally in so ornamental and highly re-
spectable a scene—to determine the
merits of this small controversy, if they
care to, for themselves.

THE PINES

THERE was great joy in the house of
Deacon Godborrow when a son was at
last born to him.

He had been three years wedded,
without having a child. Moreover, the
deacon came of a consumptive stock;
and serious-minded neighbors had ar-
gued with him that, even were he given
children, they would not be likely tolive
long; so that not to bave them might al-
most be considered a blessing. There-
fore, the strange logic of his heart now
made him rejoice that so bare a blessing
had been withdrawn, and the rosy in-
fliction of a little boy-baby bestowed in
its place. Yet the long list of deaths
from consumption in the Godborrow
family gave force to the warnings of the
neighbors; and the parents watched the
growth of their child with solicitude.
They named him Obed, finding in his
case a far-off parallel to that of Ruth’s
son of old, for he also was to raise up the
name of the dead upon the inheritance
of his father’s father. This inheritance
was the old farm which the deacon’s an-
cestors had cleared in the early years of
the Massachusetts plantations. A dim
tradition remained of the great ‘*log-
rolling »’ in 1654, at which all the neigh-
bors around had assisted, when the
pioneer Godborrow, with his seven stout
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sons, had felled twenty acres of forest.
The friendly settlers gathered and helped
him roll the huge logs into heaps, where
they were burned to ashes; while the
workers — their cheeks glowing with ex-
ertion and the warmth of home-brewed
ale — looked on approvingly at the de-
struction of what would have been a fort-
une to the later Godborrows. For two
centuries the family had clung to this
spot, the cleared acres growing all the
time more barren, the crops more atten-
uated, and the faces and figures of the
farmers themselves becoming lean and
brown in sympathy with their worn-out
acres. For two centuries, also, the God-
borrows — turning sixty additional acres,
which the first comer had tilled, back into
woodland — had been painfully growing
trees and cutting them down for fire-
wood, which they sold at a moderate
profit.

At first they let their trees grow for
more than half a century, before felling
them. Then, as the yield of the farm
decreased and the pressure of expenses
became more urgent, they allowed the
new growth of timber to stand a little
less than forty years. The deacon’s fa-
ther had begun to cut when the woods
had blossomed only twenty-eight times.

But this scanty inheritance weighed



