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brook; she strayed, too, and wo weare to-
"M, Koodal, she, sal. Jooking straigh

“wa . “ .
at rm,hnl Iun&ﬂl the flowers to her,
may have misunderstood something
1 don't want to pretend to what I
haven't got. I don't know French, and [
can't read French novels if I wished to ever
#0 much,'

“What was I to say! She stood looking at
me seriously, a little proudly, baving eased
her consclence, as it seemed to mo, at some
cost to hersell. 1 felt at Arst inclined to
turn the thing off with a jest, but suddenly I
thought to myself that 1 too conld speak my
mind

“'Well,' I sald, deliborately, walking on
beside her, 'you lowe a good deal. There are
French novels which I would rather
not see & woman touch with the tips of her
fingers; but there are others which takes one
into a bigger world than we English peopls,
with our parochial ways of writing and see-
ing, have any notion of. George SBand car-
ries you full into the mid European stream
—you feel it flowlng, youaro brought into
contact with all the great ideas, all the :lt
interests; she is an education In
And then Balzac! he bas such a range and
breadth, ho teaches ons o much of human
nature, and with such consclence, such force
of representation! It's the same with thelr
novels as with their theatre. Whatever
other faults he may have, a first rate French-
man of the artistio sort takes more pains
over his work than anybody clse in the
world. They don't shirk, they throw their
life blood futo {t, whether it's acting, or
nting, or ting. You've nover seen
orets, I t—no, of coursse not, and
mm bo gone before she comes again.
a pity ! ;

“Miss Bretherton picked one of my prim-
roses rut ¥ to pleces and flung i§ away
from her with oneof her nervous gestures,
‘I am not sorry,’she said. ‘Nothing would
have induced me to go and see ber.'

“ ‘Indoed ' I saff, waiting alittle curlously
for what she Would eay next,

' ‘It's not that 1 am jealous of her,' she
exclaimed, with a quick, proud look at me;
‘not that 1 don's belleve she's a great actress;
but I can't scparate her scting from what
she is berself. It {s women like that who
bring discredit on the whole profession—it is
woren like that who make people think that
no good woman can bo an actress. 1 resent
it, and I mean to take the other line. I want
to prove, if I can, that & woman may be an
actress and still be a lady, still be treated
just as you treat the women you know and
respect! I mean to prove that there need
uever be a word breathed against her, that
she is anybody’s equal, and that her private
life {s her own and not the public's. 1t makes
my blood boil to hear the way peo
cially men—talk about Mme, 'oreta;
thore isnot ope of you who would let your
wife or your sister shake hands with her, and
yet you rave about ber; how you talk as if
thero were nothing in the world but genjus—
and French geniual

“It struck mo that I had got to somothing
very much below the surface in Miss Breth-
erton. It wasa curious outburst; I remem-
ber how often ber criiics had compared her
to Desforels, greatly to her disadvantage,
‘Was this champlonship of virtus quite genu-
ine or was it merely ths best means of de-
fending bersell against a rival by the help of
British respectabillity?

“ ‘Mme. Desforets,’ I said, perhaps a little
dryly, ‘is a riddle to her best friends, and
probably to berself; sbe does a thousand
wild, imprudent, bad things if you will, but
sbio is tho greatest actress the modern world
bas seen, and that's something to bhave done
for your mzmnﬂon. To bave moved the
feeli widened the knowledge of thou-
sands by such delicate, such marvelous, such
consclentious work as bers—that is an
achlevement so great, so muasterly that I for
one will throw no stones at her|'

*'It seemed to me all through as though I

were perversely; L could have ar-
gued oo the other side as pasionately
as bel Bretherton herself, but 1 was

th of her dialogue with the Prince,
of that feobly, bysterical death scens,
and it irritatod me that she, with her Leauty,
and with British Philistinism and British
virtue to back ber, should be trampling on
Desforets and genjus. But I was consclous
of my audacity. If a certain number of
critics have been plain spoken, Isabo]l Freth-
erton bas none the lesa been surrounded for
mouths past with peopls who havo impressed
upon her that tho modern theatrois a very

doubtful basiness, that ber acting is as good
a8 anybody's, and that ber speci?l :at-icm 18
to regencrate the manvers of the stage,
To bave the , artistlo wiew thrust
apon her—that it s the actress’ business
to act, and that Il she dods Lbat wall,
whatever may bo ber personal shortgom-

uge, her geueration has to be grataful
to par—must be t to her. Bbe, too,
about art, but 1t is like g child who

learns a string of long words without ypder-
standing them, She wa on beside, roe
while I cooled down and thought what & fool
] had been to endanger & friendship which
bad opeped so well—her wonderful Jips -
ing onoe or twice as though to speak, and her
quick breath coming and 'g:in; os she scat-
tered the yellow petals of the flowers far and
wide with a sort of mute passiop
thrill through me. It was as |
could not trust berself to speak, and 1
awkwardly on Providence, wishing the others
were not so far off. But suddenl tenzion
of ber mood seemed to give way, ” Her amile
flashed out, and she turned upon me wmith a

 sweat, eager gracjousness, quite indescribable.

T No, We won't throw stones at herl Bhe
fs great, I know, but that other feeling is so
strong inme 1 care for my art; it seems to
ms grand, magnificent!=but 1 think I care
still more for making feel 0t s work a
good woman can do, f'l.::amhn. my own in
it, and assertiog myself against the

who behave as if all actressss had done the
things that Mine. Deslopets Lhas dowe. Don't
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macy with Miss Bretherton not gone far
befare the subject of *Mr, Kendals interest-
sister” had been | and on this
entered her
ht at once by
Bretherton

pulsively into the conversation,
and he found hi describing his sister's
mode of life, her interests, hor world, her bo-
longings, with a readiness such as ho was not
vory apt to show in the public discussion of
any subject connected with himself, But
Isabel Bretherton's frank curiosity, her kind-
ling eyes and sweet parted lips, and that
strain of romance in ber which made her
w: responsive to anything which
her imagination,{wero not easy to
resist. Bhe was delightful to hiseye and
sense, and he was as consclous as bo had ever
bean of her delicate I charm. Be-
sides, 16 wad pleasant to him to talk of thas
Parislan world, in which Bo was himself
vitally interested, to any one ® nalvo and
fresh. Her Ignorance, which on the
bhad annoyed him, in private life had its par-
ticular attyactivencss. Aud, with regard to
this special subject, be was couscious of
breaking down a prejudice; he felt the
El;uuuot conquering a great reluctance n
. Hvidently on starting in London she
had set hersolf against overything that she
identified with the great French actress who
had absorbed the theatre golng public during
the previous ssason; not from personal jeal-
ousy, a8 Kendal became ultimately cou-

vinced, but from a sense of keen moral re-
volt againat Mme, Desforets’ notorious -
tlon and the stories of Ler private life which
were current in all circles. Bhe had decided
in her own mipd that French art meant a
tainted ar, and she had shown hersel?! very
[;mra— Kandal had sean something of it on
ir Surrey expeditiop—under any attempts

to pake her share the interest which certain
sections of the English cultivated publio feel
in foreign thought, and especially in the
foreign theatre. Kendal took particular
ns, when they glided off from the topio of

is sistor to more general matters, to
makes ber realiee some of the finer aspects
of ghe Freoch world, of which she know
50 little and which she judged so harshiy;
the laborious technical training to which the
dwellers on the other side of the channel sub-
mit themselves so much more readily than
the English in any matter of art; the intel-
lectual conscientionsness and refinement due
to the pressure of an organized and coutinu-
ous tradition, and so on, He realized that a
good deal of what he said or suggested must
paturally be lost upon her. But it was de-
lightful to feel her mind yielding to his,
while it stimulated her l)'mpnlhi and pere
baps roused bor surpriso tofind in him, every

pow and then, s grave and unpretending re- |
sponse to thoss moral enthusissms in bersslf |

which wero too real and deep for much i
rect expression,

“Whenever [ am next in Paris" she said
to him, when she perforce rose to go with
that pretty hesitation of manner which was
80 attractivo in ker, “would you mind -
wonld Mme de Chateauvieux—if 1 asked you
to introduce me to your sister] It would be a
great pleasure to me."

Kendal mmade a very cordisl reply, and
they parted knowing more of each otber
than they had yet done. Not that his lead
ing impression of her was in any way modi-
el ‘um:n[mwm and unpromising as an
artlst, delightful s & woman, had been his
earliest verdict upon ber, and bis conviction
of its reasonablencss had been only deepened
by subsequent experience; but perbaps the
sense of delightfulness was gaining upon tho
sense of incompetence! After all, beauty and
charm and sex bave in all ages been too
much for the clever people who try to reckon
without them. Kendal was far too shrewd
not to recognize the very natural and reason-
able character of tha proceeding aud not to
smile at the first sign of it in his own person.
Btill, he meant to try, if he could, to keep
ihe two estimates distinct, and neither to
confusa himself por other people by con.
founding them. It seemed to him an intel-
lectnal polot of honor to keep bis head per-
fectly cool on the sub, of Miss Brether-
ton's mrtistic claims, but ke was conscious
that it was not always very casy to do-a
consclousuess that made bim sometiines wll

the more recalcitrant under the pressure of |

ber celebrity,
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“It's a shama to disturd you,”
to talk to you about I wnnt your advice

“Oh, come in, by all means, Here's some
cold tea. Wil you hndr:u,orwm you |
stay and dine! I mush early to-night
for my work. I'll and tell Mason,"

“No, don't; I can't y I must be In Ken-
at8" He threw into Ken-

al's deep reading chair, and looked up at his
friend, silent and expectant on the
remember that play of

g

<

meap that play by that

¥ Italian f which you altered and |
uﬂul /1 remember It quite well, I
have meant to ask you about it ones or twice

llt:l‘(."

ou thought well of ¢, I know, Well,
my sistar bas got me into ths most uncom-
fortable hobble about i, Wou know I hadn’t
taken it to any manager, I've bean

it by me, wor 16 up bere and there, Iam
in no want of money just now, and I bad set
my heart on the thing's being really [ -
well'written and well acted Well,

in & rash moment two or throa days ago,

without me, told Miss Bretherton
the whole of the play, and said that she
supposed I should soon want somebody
to bring it out for me. Miss Bretherton was
enormously with the plot, as Agnes

"{(ood hoavens| and now she has offered to
uce it and play the principal part in it
Berwelt Ksndal,

" in

Wull.lo. “Just s0; you see, m
relations with her are so friendly that it
was impossibls for me to say no. But | never
was in a greater fix. Bbe was enthusiastic,
Bhe walked up and laon the roo}:: after I'd
done reading, repeating some of L
going through some of the situations, an:l
wound up by saying, ‘Give it me, Mr. Wal-
lacel It shall be tho firss thing 1 bring out
in my Oclober season—if you will let me
bave it.' Well, of courss, 1 suppose most
peopls would jump at such an offer. [ler
popularity just now is something extraordl-
nary, and I see no signs of its lessening.
Any plece she plays lo s boand to bo a suo-
cess, and I suppose I should make a good
deal of money outof it; hut then, you ses,
1 don’s want the money, and"—

‘"Yes, yes, I see,” said Kendal, thought
fully; “youa don't want the money, and you
fool that sho will ruin theplay. It's a great
bore certainly,”

“Well, you know, how could she help ruin-
ing it! Bhe couldn't play the part of Elvira
—you remember the ploti—oeven decently,
It's an extremely difficuls part, It would bo
suporb—I think so, nt least—{n the hands of

to walk

an actress who really understood her busi-
ness, bub Miss Bretharton will make It ono !
long stagey scream, without any moduln- |
tion, any shades, any delicacy, It drives |
ons wild to think of it. And yet how, in the
nams of fortune, am I to get cut of itF

“You bad thought," said Kendal, *I re-
member. of Mrs. Pearson for tho heroine.”

“Yes; T should have tried her, Bha is uot
first rate, but at least sho i3 Intelligent; sho
understands something of what you want in
a part like that. But for poor Isabel Brether-
ton, and thoss about her, the great points in
the play will bo that sbe will have long
speaches and be able to wear ‘medimval’
dresses! I don't sup sho ever heard of
Aragon in her life. Just [magioe her play-
ing a high born Bpanish woman of the Fif-
teenth century! Can't you sce heri®

“Well, after all,"said Kondal, with a little
laugh, “I should ses what the public goes for
mostly—tihat i3 10 say, lsabel Dretherton in
effsctivo costume, No, It would be a great
failure—mnot a failure, of course, in the ordi-
nary seuss, Her beauty, in the medimval
got up, and tho romantls plot of the piece
would carry It through, and, as you say, you
would probablly make a great deal by it. Bus,
artistically, it would be a ghastly failure,
And Hawes! Hawes, I suppose, would play
Macias! Good heavens”

“Yes," snld Wallace, leaning his head on
his hands and looking gloomily out of the
window at the spire of 6t Bride's church,
“Pleasant, isn't it} But what on carth am I
to dol I never was In a greater hols, I'mnot
the least in love with that girl, Kendal, bug
thore Isw's anythiog she'd ask mo to do for
her that I wouldu't do if I could. Sle's the
warmest hoarted creature—one of the kind-
est, frankest, sincorest women that ever
steppod. I feel at times that I'd rather cut
my hand off than burt ber feelings by throw-
ing her offer in her face, and yob that play
has been the apple of my eye to me for
months; the thought of seelng it spoiled by
clugsy bhandling 1s intolerable to me.®

“1 suppose {8 would burt her feclings,®
said Kendal, meditatively, *'if yon refused.”

“Yes," said Wallace, emphatically, 1 te-
Lieve It would wound ber extremely. You
seo, In apito of all ber success, she is begin.
niog to bo consclous that there are two
publies in London. There is the small,
fastidious public of people who take the
theatra seriously, snd there is the large,
sasy going public who get the only sensation
they want out of her beauty and her per-
sonal prestige, The enthusiasts have no
difficulty, as yet, in holding their own
agoinst the scoffers, and for a Jong time Miss
Bretherton knew and cared mpothing for
what the critical people sald, but of late I
have noticed at times thot she knows morn
and cares more than she did. It esems to
mio that there {s a little growlng soreness in
her mind, and just now if 1 refuse to let her
bave that play it will destroy bher confidsnco
in ber friends, as it were. Bho won't ro-
proach me, she won't quarrel with me, bus
it will go to her heart. Do, for beaven's
sake, Kendal, belp me to some plausible fic
tion or other!"

“Iwish I could,” sald Kendal, paefng up

For it scemed to him that in soclety bo  qud down, Lis gray balr falllog forward

beard of nothing bus her—her beante. ber
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ing. *1don* mind trying.” be said at last,
in & very gingerly ; “lm of gourss,’
undartaks to bo (1 be im
sitile for any one to treat her roughly, 1]

Ihenmlghilnngoldohg it There's
time to think over the best way of doing it

Bupposing, bowever, she took offense! Bu
';-ling. after Bunday next, she nover ]
cither of ns :r!nl"

YOh!" sald Wallace, wincing, “1 should
give up the play at once if sha really took it
to heart, Bhe attaches one to her. T feol
towards her as though sho were a sister—aonly
more interesting, becauso there’s the charm
of novelty.”

Kondal smilad “Miss Bretherton hasn's
got to that yes with me, Sisters, to my
mind, are as interesting as anybody, and
moreso. Bot how on earth, Waliace, bave
you escaped failing fn love with her all this
timer

“Oh, I bad enough of that last year," said
Wallacs. abruptly rising and looking for his
overcoat, while his face darkoued; *'it's an
experionce [ don't take lightly.”

Enchl was puszled; then his thoughta
quickly put two and two togother. Hao re-
membered & young Canadian widos whohad
been a good deal at M, Btuart's house the

oar before; ho recalled cortain suspicioas of

is own about her ana his friend—her do-
parture from London and Wallace's long
absence in the country. But be said nothing,
unless thera was sympathy In the cordial
grip of his hand as he accompanied the othor
to the door.

On tho thresholl Wallace turmed irreso-
lutely. *It will bo & risk wext Bunday " ho
said; “I'm determined it shan't be anything
more, Bhe s not the woman, I think, to
make & quarrel out of a thing like that.”

“Oh, no,” said Kandal; “'kecp your courage
op, Ithink it may bs managed. You give
mo leave to handlo ‘Elvira’ as I like,*

“Oh, heavens, yas!" sald Wallace; “'got mo
out of the scrape “W-{ you can, and 1'll
bless you forever. a brute I am naver
to have asked after your work! Does i
get on

“As much as any work oan in London just
now, Imust tale it away with me some-
whaere into the country next month. It
doomn't like dinner qu.“

“Like ma,"” sald Wallace, with a shrug.

“Nonsense* sald Kendal; “you'rse mado
for them. Good night,”

“Good night.  It's awfully good of you.”

“What! Wait till it's aver[®

Wallace ran down the stairs and was gone.
Kendal walked back slowly into his room
and stood moditating, It seemeod to him that
Wallace did not quite realize the magnifi-
conce of his self devotion, *For, after
it's an awkward businesa,” be said to himself]
shaking his head over his own temerity.
“How [ am to come arcund a girl utnu{.
as direct, as unconveotional as that, T don't
quite know. But she ought pot to bave that
play; itis ono of the good things that have
been done for the English stage for s long
tims past. It's well put together, the plot
good, three or four strongly marked charao-
ters, and somo flne Victor Hugalsh dialogue,
especially in the Jast act. But there is ex-
travagance in it, as there is in all ths work
of that time, and in Isabsl Brothorton's bands
n great deal of it would be grotesque; noth-
ing could save It but her reputation and the
get up, and that would be too great a shame,
No, no; it willnot do to have the real thing
swamped by all sorts of {rrelevant consider-
ations In this way. 1like Miss Bretherton
beartily, but [ like work, and if I can
save the play from ber I shall save her, oo,
from what everybody with eyes in his head
would seo to be o failure.”

It was a rash determination. Most men
would have prudently left the matter to those
whom it immediately eoncerned, but Kendal
bad n Quixotio side to bim, and at this time
in his lifo & whole bearted devotion to certain
iotellectunl  interests, which decided his
action on n point like this. In spite of his
lifo In society, books and ideas wera at this
mwoment much more real to him than men
and women, o judged life from the stand-
point of the student and the man of leite
In whose eyea counsiderations, whizh woul
have ssomnad abstract and unreal to other
people, hacd become magnified and all im-
portant. In this matter of Wallaceand Miss
Brethertou hio saw tho struggle betwesny an
ideal interest, g0 to speak, and a personal In-
terest, and Lo was beart and soul for the
ideal. Facoto face with the living human
creature concerned, bis principles, as we have
seen, wero apt to give way a little, for the
self underneath was warm hear ted and (m-
presslonable, but in his own room and by
himself they were strong and vigorous, and
would allow of no compromise,

Ho ruminated over the matter durlug his
solitary neal, planning his line of actiop,
*It all depends,” ho sald to himself, “on that;
it what Wallace says about ber is true, {f my
opinion bhas really any weight with her, I shiall
bo able to manage {t without offending her.
It's good of her to s of mo os! ly as
aho geomns (o do; | was anything but amiable
en that Surrey Bunday. However, I felt
then that she liked me all the bettor for plain
speaking; one may be tolerably safe with ber
that she won't take offense unreasonably,
What a ploture she mads as she puiled t
primuroses to pleces—it seomod all up with
one!  And then her smile fashing out—her
cagerness to make nmends—to sweep away o
harsh impresion—her pretty gratefulness—
cnchanting ™

On Baturday, at lunch time, Wallace
rushed in for a few miuutes to say that be

kimself bad avoided Miss Pretherton all tha

weck, but that were coming to o
crisle, “Pro just gok this note from her,",
be said

1 it out bef
Kendal, who mN;mhm
wmeal, with s book on each side of him, at s
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and was But I am sare you

will not sy and yon will see how

wllh'l the chance your work
me.
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Just a Well,
shall ‘s make the thing look
losa ber witheut rousing her
\mwu\pm‘h

must

gl o
wmething olss to
Wallnow, as
mind with

grea Ia
Is vory much Inclined to

your nsnsort of intellectual
standard; ahe has two or thieo times talked
of remarks of yours as i they had siruck hor.
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nervons. 1 can't promiss you tosuccced,
- grodge! !Io.-.: &rhl*mx" B
. not. By
hbm,hnmm Agnoa about
the trains to-morrowl"
"y 100 s And thers is
an 8:15 train back from

“Yes, we lunch with that friend of oure=I
think you know him—Herbert Bartoris. Ho
han been a Balliol don forabout a year. Ionly
trust the westhor will bo what 1t s to-day.”

The weathor was all that tho hoart of man
oau.lnldt:hn.mdlxwmmtm tho'!'ad‘
dington platform avery prospect of an-
other successful day. Forbes

com

again. It seemed to Kendal thet Miss Breth-
arton was hokm‘m-mm bu
phe would not b it, and chattered

her cornor to Forbes and himself with the
mirth and abandon of & child on its holiday,
At lnst the “dreaming spires” of Oxford ross
from the green, river threaded , and
thoy were at thelr journoy's A few
more

u 4
vstllumoholmﬁlnrlu.wd Lo led the
way to some pleasant rooms overlooking the
Inner of Balliol, showing in his
woll bred look and msnger an abundant con-

river with her, wore dolights whioh, as the
happy young man folt, would render him
the objoct of snvy to all at loast of his fellow
dons below forty.

In streamed the party, filling up the book
lined rooms and starting the two old scouts
In attandance into an unwonted rapidity of
action. Miss Bretherton wand round,
surveyed the famillar Oxford luncheon table,
mm; under tho time honored fare; tho

tho engravings and the sunny, irregu-
lar quadrangle ontalde, with its rich adorn-
ings of green, and thraw herself down at Inss
onto the low window seat witha sigh of satis-
faction.

“How quiet you are! how peaceful! how
delightful it muat be to live here! It soems
as (f ono were in another world from London,
Tell me what that bullding is over there. It's
too new; it ought to bo old and gray like the
colleges wo saw coming up here, Ia every-
body gone sway—‘gone down,' you say? I
should lke to seo all the learned pooplo walk-
ing about for once,"

I oould lhtmw a good many if thore
wers thme,” young Bartorls, hardly
knowing, however, what ho was saying, so
lost was bo o admiration of that marvelous
face. “The vacation is tho time
they show themselves; it's lke owls com-
ing out at night. You see, Miss Bretherton,
wo don't keep many of themn; they'ro in the
way in term time. But in vacation thay have
the colleges and the parks and the Bodleian
to themselves, and you may study their
wayn, and their spectacles, their umbrel-
las, under the most favarable conditions.”

“0b, yes,” sald Miss Bretherton, with a
little soorn, "people always make fun of
what llwl are proud of. But I mean to be.
liovo that you are all learned, and that every-
gdy here works himself to death, and that

xford Is quite, quite perfect |

“Did you hear what Miss Bretherton was

saying, Mrs. Btuarti” said Forbes, when they
were sealedd at luncheon, *'Oxford is perfect,
shio declares already; I don't think 1 quite
like It; it's too hot to last.”
_ “Am I such a changeable creaturs, then
said Miss Bretherton, mnlling at him. “Do
You generally find my enthusissws cool
down™

“Youare as constant as you ar kind,”
sald Forbes, bowing to ber. I aun only like
& child who sighs 19 see a pleasure nearing
its highest point, lest there should be nothing
80 good afterwards,”

“"Nothing so good 1" she sald, “and I bave
only had one little drive through the streets,
Mr. Wallace, are you and Mrs, Stuart really
going to forbid me sight seelng

HOf course!” said Wallace, emphatically.
“That's one of the fundamental rules of the
society.  Our charter would be a dead letter
if wa let you euter a single college on your
way to the river today,"

“The only art, my dear Isabel,” sald ra
Bruart, “that you will bo allowed to study
today will be tho art of conversation,”

“And a most fatigulng ons, two!" ex-
claimed Forbos; it boats sight seeing hollow,
But, my dear Miss Bretborton, Kendal and 1
will mako it up to you. We'll give you an
illustrated bistory of Oxford on the way o
Nuneham. I'll do the pictures, and he shall
do the letter pross.  Ob! the good timos I've
bad up there-much better than he ever
bad,” nodding across to Kendal, who was
listening. ‘'He was too proper bshaved to
enjoy himself; ho got all tha right things,
all the proper first classes and prizes, poor
fellow! But, as for me, I used to seribhle
over my note books all lecture time, and
amuse myseif the rest of the day, And them,
ﬁml o, | was up twenty years carlier than

e was, and the world was not as virtuous
then as it is now by a long way."

Kendal was interrupting when Forbes, who
was in one of his maddest moods, turmed
round upon bis chalr to watoh n figure pass-
ing along the quadranglo in front of the Lay
window,

“1 say, Bartorls, lsn't that Camden, the
tutor who was twned out of Magdalen a
mr or \wo ago fur that athelstical book of

, and whom you took in, as you do all the

disreputablest Ab, 1 know it

By the pricking of my thumnts

Bomethlng wicked this way cumes.
That's not mine, my doar Miss Bretherton;
#t's Bhakespeare's first, Charjes Lamb's after-
wards, But look at him woll—he's o herotio,
areal, genuine Leretic. Twenty yoars ago

it would have been a thrilling wight, bat
now, alas! it's o common that it uot the
vietlm bat the perseoutors who sre the curi.
(.‘-"-“

“1 dou't know that,” said young Bartoris
“We likerals are Ly no weans the cocks of
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undertone to Btoart, who sat next to
him, at the furtber corner
Mim Bretherton.

talking.

It was " sald Kendal,
t0 notice from Mre Stuarts way of ASOk:
Ing the that

i

E [ 4
i
FE
$38g

i
:
F

i
i
g
i
L

E
i
i
;
iy
Hix
S

e

;

-
]
22
I
i
-

“Bo I bear," too," said Kendal, "the

theatre is quite as full, but the tempor of the |
"

nudlmn-ﬂedd-lﬂn 3

"Yom" Mrs, Btuart; "and then thers
In that curious little aister of hers, whom you
haven't seen, and who counts for a good deal,
I beliove that in reality sho is very fond of

bo (s heartily sick
Mr.'ndlnhnntnm.a?lnd I be-
lieve sho thinks this play of Edward's ia
what she wanta to hor Lo ﬁ-‘m
ber hold upon the publio.”
“There never was a greater delusion,” sald
Kondal; "u‘uholluputlul the world abhe

ought to attem Froperly speaking, unleas
ahe puts it In, ‘s no fn 15, noue of

;h':lw.tuudl she does w0 well,
tha .Wp-hwm
and would taks the powers of tha most

aocomplisbed art to give it variety and

charm."
“Oh, I know," sighed Mre, Btuart, *“I

know, Bunwmuht:h-dnul"

and had so crept into the good graces of the
clork of the schools, was sent off to suborn
that I‘lmcuomrg‘:nr the keys of the iron
gates which on day shut out the Oxford
world from the aleepy precinets of the Bod-
lolan, Tho old clerk was in a lax vacation

wo guides led Migs Brothorton
qusl'.r:nglo of Lhe sohools, which, as ib
was from the hands of the restorer, rose into
tho air like some daloty white piecs of old
world confectionery. the windows are

net 50 Hghtly In the stone work and are so
nearly lavel with the wall that the whole
building has an unsubstantial card

alr, as If a touch might ding (6.
“Then doctrinaires call it a fault,” said
Forbes indiguantly, pointing out the featare

time a little,

“How strange that thers shouk! be any-
thing in the world,” eried Mise N
“'s0 beautiful all through, so ail of & picco as
this! 1 bad no idea it would be half so gnod,
Don't, don't laugh at me, Mr, Forbes. 1 have
not seen all the besutiful things you other
peoplo bave seen,  Just Jet mo rave,”

“Ilsugh at youl" sald Forbes, standing
back inthe shadow of the archway, his fine
liped faco, aglow with pleasure, turned

« "I who have got Oxford
in my“ l:u“ and m\r. o to
speak! Why, o stone [place is sa-
crod to me! h::gummu-mm
from all the world beside. No, no; say what
you like, it cannot be too strong for me.”

Mrs, Btuart, meanwhile, kept her head
conl, admired all that abe was expocted to
admire, nnd did It well, and never forgot
that the carrlage was walting for
them, aud that Miss Bretherton was
not 80 be tired. It was she who took
chargs of the other two, plloted them safely
into the fly, carried them down the High
streot, sternly refused to make s stop at
Magdalen, aud finally landed them in tri-
umph to the minute at the great gate of
Christ church, Tlhen they strolled futo the
qulet cathodral, delighted themselves with
ta lrregular bizarre ty, its unexpeoted
turns and corners, which gaveita iclous
fanciful air for all the solidity and Lns
lkko strength of its Norwan framework, and
as they rambled out again Forbes made them
poause over a window In the northern nixo—
8 window by some Flemish artist of the Fif-
teenth ceutury, who seems to have emnbodied

in itat opce all bis knowladge and all his
dreaps. I front sat Jonah under his golden
tinted gourd—an il tempered Flamish
peasant—while bebind him the indented
roofs of the fsh town olimbed the whole
height of the background, It was probably
tho artist's vative town; pome roof among
thoso oarefully outlined gables sheltered his
own household Larcs. Hut the hill on which
the town stood, and the mountainous bask-
ground and the purple sea, were tho hills and
the sea not of Belgium, but of a dream coun-
try :Liul_". perbaps, the medimval artist's
paradise,

“Happy man!” said Forbes, turning to Miss
Brethertou; “look, e put it together four
centuries ago, all Le knew and all be dreamed
of.  And theio it isto this day, and beyond
the spirit of that window there is no A
For all our wark, if wo do it honestly, is &
compound of what we konow and what we
droam. "

Miss Bretherton looked at hima curiously.
It was as though for the first time she ocon-
nectend the wan himself with his reputation
and bis plotures, that the great artist iu him
was more than o wome to her, Bho listened
to hima sympathetically, and looked st the
window closely, as though trying to follow’
all ha bad been saving. But it stenek M
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