romauntio

1) :lha-nll.maprmrukm for Victor
ugo.”
| “"No, nol" sho exclaimed, with sudden bit-
terness and a change of volce which startled
! him, it lanot that. Itis that Taml,

perfectly
it means; you think that [ shall do the play
an injury by acting it; that It istoo good
for me!™
Kendal knolt as if a thunderbolt had
fallen; the somber passion of her manner af-
feoted him indeseribably,
“Miss Dretherton!” he cried,
""Yes, you!" sho said, almost, flercely, stop-
ing in the path, “It's that, I know. I
ve felt it nlmost sinee your first word.
What power have | if not tragic power? If
n part like Elvira does not snit me, what
A dots suit me? Of course that s what yon
mean. If I eannot nct Elvira 1 am good for
nothing—1 am worse tha¥ good for nothing
~I am an impostor, a sham!"
Bbe sat down on the raised edge of the
y bank, for she was trembling, and clusped her
r quivering bands on her knees. Kendal was

o

- =

Claaped her guivering handa.

beside himself with distress. How had he
blundered #o, and what bad brought this
about? It was 5o unexpected, it was inered.
ihle,

“Do—do beliave me!” he exclaimed, bend.
ing over ber. *'I never meant anything the
least disrespectful to you; I never dreamed
ofit. You asked me to give you my true
opirion, and my criticism applied much
more to the play than to yourself. Think
nothing of it, if you yourself are persuaded,
You must know much better than I can
what will suit you. Apd as for Wallace—
Wallace will bo proud to let you do what you
will with his play.”
| It seemed to him that he would have said

anything in the world to sootle her, It was
80 piteous, so intolerable to him to wateh
that quivering lip.

“Ah, yes," sho said, looking up, a dreary
smile flitting over her face, “I know you
dido't mean to wound me, but it was there,

' your feeling; I saw it at once. [ might
| have seen it, if T hadn't bean n fool, in M,

Wallace's manger. 1 did see it, It's ouy

what every one whose opinfon is worth hav-

ing is beginning to say. My ncting has been
nnightmare to me lately, I believe (6 has
bewn o groat, great mistake.”

Kendal never felt a keener hatred of the
conventionalities which rule the rolations be-
tween men and women. Could he only have
simply expressod his own feeling, Lo would
bave koelt beside her on the path, have takon
the trembling bands in his own, and com-
forte] Ler ns o woman would have done. But

- s, it was, e could only stand st and
awkward before her, and yet it scemsd to
him as if tho whole world had resolved itself

Into his own individuality and hers, and as it

the gay river party and the bLright, friendly

relations of an hour before were separated
from the present by an impassable gulf.
And, worst of all, there secmed to e n
strangoe perversity in his specch—a fate which

drove him into betraying every here ard
there his own real staudpoint whether he
would or no.

“You must not say such things,” he said,
as calmly as he could. “You have charmed
the English public as poons else has ever
charmed it. Is that not a great thing to
have denel And if I, who am very fastid
ious and very eaptious nnd over-eritical ina
hundred ways—if T am fuclined to think that
npart is rather more than you, with your
thort dramatic experience, can compass quite
ruccessfully, why, what does it matter! |
may be quite wrong, Don't take any notics
of my opinion; forget it, and Jet me help
you, if T ean, by talking over the play,”

Bhe shook her hesd with a bitter littls
smile, “No, no; 1 shall never forget it
Your attitude only brought home to me, al-
most more stropgly than 1 could bear, what
I have suspected a long, long time—the con-
tampt which people like you and Mr, Wal-
1ai¥fee] for me!"

“Contempt!” eried Kendal, beside himself,
and feeling as if all the criticisms he had
nllowed himself to make of her were recoll-
ing in one avenging mass upon his head, I
nover felt anything but the warmest admi
ration for your courage, your work, your
womanly goodness and sweetness,”

“Yes," she sald, rising and bolding out her
hand half unconseionsly for her cloak, which
she put round her as though the wood had
suddenly grown cold; “admiration for me as
A woman, contempt for mw as an artist!
: There's the whols bare truth. Does it hold

my futire in it, I wondert  Is thero notbing
in o but this beauty that people talk of,
and which I sometines hatet™

She swept her hair back from her forvhead
with o flerce drmmatic It wns as
though the self in her was rising up and ns-
sertng ttsell against the judgment which had
been passed upon it, as if some bidden force,
bardly suspected even by hersolf, were beat
ing ngoinst its bars, Kendal watched ber in
helplesa silence,  “Tell we,” she said, fxing
her dvep bazel eyes upon bim, “you uwe it to
me—you have given me so much pain, No,
no; you did not mean it. But tell me, and
tell me from the bottom of your bheart—that
is, if you are interested enough in me—what
is it T wantt What is it that scems to be
threatening me with failure as an artist? [
work all day long; my work is uever out of
my head; it seems to pursus 1os all night.
But tbe more 1 struggle with it tho less sue-
eessful I seem even to wmysell.”

Her look was hauuting; there was Jespair
and thers was hope in it.  Itimplied that sheo
had set him up in ber impulsivo way as a sort
of an oracls who alone could belp bher out of
her difficulty. In presence of that look his
own conventionality fell away from him, and

I ho spoke the plain, direct truth to her.

“What you want,” Lie said slowly, a= if the
worils were forced from bim, “is knowledge!
ILomlon has taught you much, and that is
why you are dissatisfied with your work—it
is the begionin, atl real success.  But you
want positive wivdge —the Kuowledge
yvon could get from books, and the knowl.
vilge other people could teach wyou Yo
wipnut o troo sense of what bas bevn doue and
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him ber own, and he carried it impetuounly
to his lips,

““You are nobleness itself!” be cried, from
the deptha of hisheart. I feel asif I had
been the merest pedant blunderer—the most
Incapable, clumsy Idiot."

8he smiled, but she conld not answer. And
in a few more momeutla voices and steps
could bo heard approaching, and the scene
was over.

CHAPTER VL

The Bunday party separated at
ton on the night of the Nuneham ¢
and Wallace and Eustace Kendal
eastward together. The journey home had
been very quiet. Miss Bretherton had been
forced to declare herself “'extremely tired,”
and Mrs. Btuart's anxiety and sense of re-
sponsibility about bher had communicated
themselves to the rest of the party.

It is the effelt of my hmrm’."
tho said y to , who hov-
ered about with those affectionate atten-
tions which a man on the verge of old age
pays with freedom to & young girl. 1%
won't do to let the publle see so much of me
In future. But I don't want to spoil our
Sunday. Talk to me and I shall forget it.”

Wallace, who had bad his eyes about him
when she and Eustace Kendal emerged from
the wood in view of the rest of the party, was
restless and iil ab ease, but there was no
getting any information, even Ly gesture,
from Kendal, who sat in his corner dil-
igently watching the moonlight on the flying
flelds, or making every now and then some
disjointod attemptsa ot conversatiou with
Mrs. Btuart,

At tho station Mis Bretherton's carriage
was waiting; the of gentlemen saw
her and Mrs, Btoart, insistod on taking
her home, into it; the pale, muiling face bent
forward; she waved her band in response to
the Lifted hats aud she was gone,

YWell,” said Wallace, with a world of in-
quiry in his voice, as bo and Kendal turned
eastward.

*‘It has been an unfortnoate business,” sald

Kendal abruptly. *I never did a thin
worse, | think, or spent a more painful hal
bour."

Wallace's face fell. *'I wish I badn't bored
you with my confounded affaira,” he ex-
claimed, “It was too bad "

Kondal was inclined to agree inwardly, for
b was in a state of irvitable reaction; but he
had the justice to add aloud: “It was [ who
was the (ool to undertake it. And 1 think,
indeed, it conld have been done, but that eir-
cumstances, which neither you nor [ had
weighed sufficiently, were ngninst it. She is
in a nervous, shaken state, mentally and
physically, and before I ind had time to dis-
cuss the point at all she had carried it on to
the personal ground, and the thing was up.™

“She is degply offended, then!”

“Not st all, in the ordinary sense; sho is
oo flne & creature; but she talked of the ‘con-
tempt' that you and 1 feel for hert”

“Good heavens!" cried Wallace, feeling
most unjustly persuaded that his friemd had
buugled the matter horribly.

“Yes," sald Kendal deliberately; *‘con
tempt,’ that was 1t, Tdon't know how it
came about,  All 1 know is, that what J said,
which seemed to mo very harmless, wus like
nmatch toa mine.  But sbo told me to tell
you that she made no further claim on
‘Elvira.,' Bo the play is safe.™

D the play I" eried Wallace vigorously,
o sentiment to which perbaps Kendal's silenco
gave consent. “But 1 cannot let it rest
there, I must write to her,”

T don't think ¥ would, if Iwere you," said
Kendnl,  “Ishonld let it alone, e leoks
upon the matter as finished, Bhe told we
particularly to tell you that she was not
vexed, and you may bo quite sure that she
isn't, in any vulgar semse.  Perbinge that
makes it all the worse. However, you'vo a
right to know what happened, so Ul 1ol you
ns far as I remember,”

Ho gave an abridged account of the von
versation, which made matters a littlo clearer,
though by no means less uncomforta
ble, to Wallace, When it was over they
were uearing Vigo street, the peint at which
their routes diverged, Wallace baving rooms
in the Albvany, and Keudal halled a hansom,

Ut T were you," be said, as it came up, “I
phould, as I said before, let the thing alone
as much as possible. Bhe will probably speak
to you about it, and you will, of course, say
what you like, but I'm pretty sure she won't
take up the play agnin, and if she feels a
coolness towards anybody it won't be toward
youn."

“Phore's small consolation in that!”
claimed Wallace,

“Anyhow, makoe the best of it, my dear fil
low," said Kendal, as thongh determined to
strike n lighter key, “Don't Lo so dismai,
things will look differently to-morrow morn
ing—they generally do—there’s no tremend.
ous barm done. 1'm sorry 1 dida't do your
bidding better.  Honestly, when [ coms to
thiok over it, I don't see how I eauld have
dope otherwise, But I doo't expoct you
to think so."

Wallace  laughed,
parted,

A few moments later Kendal lot himself
into his rooms, where lights wero burniog,
ani threw himself into his reading chair, be-
side which his books and papers stood ready
to bis baud, Generally pothing gave hima
greater sense of bien-etre thano this mghtly re-
turn, after o day spent in society, to thoss
silent aod faithful companions of his life.
He was acvustomed to feel the atmosphare of
bis room when he came back 1o it charged
with welcome. It was as though the
thoughts and schemes be bad loft warm
and safe in sbhelter there started to life
again after a day's torpor, and thronged
to meet him. His books smiled at him
with friendly faces, the open page ealled
to hiim to resume the work of the morning—
be was in every sense nt bhome. To-night,
however, the familiar spell seemed to hava
lost its force.  After & Lasty supper ba took
up some r -"f‘. Penoin band. Bue the first
page was hardly turned befors they had
dropped on to bis knee. It seomed to him o
if bo still felt on bis arm the folds of agreen,
fur edged cloak, as if the touch of a soft,
cold hand were still lingering in his. FPre-
sently he fell to recalling every detail of the
afternoon soene—the arching beech trees, the
richred affl brown of the ecarth bunecath,
tinged with the winter sheddings of the trees,
tio Littls raised bauk, ber eyes as shs looked
up at bim, the soft wisps of her golden brown
bair under ber bhat. What superb, unap-
proachalde beauty It was! How living, how
rich in content and expression |

“Am 1 jn Jovg with Isabe] Bretbherton” he
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and that'sa poor sort of stepping stone to
love!l And If i were over possible that she

i should, this afternoon has taken away the

possibility. For, however nimous &
woman may be, & thing Like that rankles; it
can't belp it. Sbhe will feel the sting of it
worse to-morrow than teday, and though she
will tell berself that she bears no grodge, it
will leave a gulf between us  For, of oonrse,
she must go on acting, and whatever dopres-
elons she may have, she must believe in her-
self; noone can go on working without it,
and I shall always recall to her something
harsh and humiliating!

“Buppming, by any chanoe, it woere nol so
—stupposing
Iation with her again and make it a really
friendly one—1 should take, I think, n very

]

definite line; I should make np my mind to |

be of use to her.

After all, it 1s true what

sho says—there aro many things in me that |

might be helpful to her, and eversilin
there was sho should have the benefit of,
would make n serious purposs of it. She
should find me a friend worth having.*

His thoughits wanderod on a while in this
direction. It was pleasant to see himself in
the future as Miss Bretherton's philosopler
and friend, but in the end the sonse of reality
gnined upon his dreams. ‘I am a fool,” he
said to himself resolutely at last, “and I may
a3 well go to bed and put ber ocutof my
mind.  The chance is over—gone—done with,
I it over existed,”

The next morning, on coming down to
breakfast, ho saw among his letters a hand-
writing which startled him. Where had ho
seen it before?! In Wallace's hand three days
agol Ho opened it and found the following
note:

My Dean Ma. Kewpar~Yon know, T think, that
1 am off next weck—on Monday, it all goes well,

We go to Bwitaerland for a while, and then to !

Vetulos, which tell me s often very ploasant
In August. We bo thero by the 1st of An-
gust, and Mr. Wallaco tells mo ho bears from yon
that your slster, Madame de Chateauvieus, will
bo there about the same time. T forgot 1o usk you
yesterday, but if you think she would not object

to i, wauld you me a little note Introducing
me to ber? All t 1 have heard of her makes
mn anxious to koow her, and she would not
find me a troublesome person] We shall bardly, I

meet again before I start. If not, ploase

Supposs,
remember that my friends can always find meon |

Bunday afternoon. Yours very truly,
Isangt, BaeTnesyox,

Kendal's band closed tightly over the note.
Then he put it carefully back into its enve-
lope, and walked n with his hands behind
bim and the note 14 them, to stare out of
window at the red roofs opposito.

“That is like her,"” be murmured (o himself
“] wound and hurt hgr; she guesses Ishall
suffer for it, and, by Way of setting up the

friendly bond again, next day, without |

o word, she asks me to do her a kindnees!
could anything be more delieate, more gra-
clous("
Keodal never had ;[:uter difficulty in fix-
his thoughts to his work than that morn
ng, and at last, in despair, he pushed his book
ulcle. and wrote an answer to Miss Breth-
erton, and, when that was accomplished, a
long lettor to his sister. The first 4ocok bim
longer than its brevity seemed to justify. 1t
contained no reference to anything but her
request, Ho felt a compulsion upon him to
treat the situation exactly as sho had done,
but, given this limitation, how much cordi-
ality and respect could two sides of lotter

be made to carry with due regard to
mm and grammar?

When he next met Wallace, that hopeful,
bright temperod person had entirely recov-
ered his cheerfulness. Miss Bretherton, he
reported, had attacked the subjoct of Elvira
with him, but so lightly that he had no op-
portunity for saylng any of the skillful
things he had propared.

“8he ovidently did not want the question
seriously opened,” he said, “so 1 followed
your advice and let It alone, and since then
she has been charming both to Agnes and
me. I feel mysell as much of a brute ns
ever, but I seo that the only thing I can do is
to bold my tongue about it." To which
Kendal heartily ngreed.

A few days afterwards the newspapors

ve a prominent rlnru to reports of Miss

retherton's farowall performance. It had
been o great social event,  Half the distin-
guluhml people in London were present, led

y royalty. London, in fact, could hardly
bear to part with its favorite, and compli-
ments, Nowers and farowells showered upen
her. Kendal, who had not meant to goat
the timo when tickets were to be had, tried
about the mbddle of the week after the Ux-
ford Bunday to got a seat, but found it ut-
torly impossible.  He might have manoged
it by npplying to ber through Edward Wal-
Inca, but that he was unwilling to do for
varions reasons.  He told himself that, after
all, it was better to let her littlo note and his
nnswer close his relations with her for the
present.  Everywhore elso but in the theatre
she might still regard him as For friend; but
thore they conld not but be antagonistic in
gomo dogreo ono toa another, and oot even in-
tellsctaally did Kendal wish just now to meet
Ler oa o footing of antagonism,

Bo, when Baturday night came, he
the honrs of Miss Bretherton's trivmph at a
ministerial ovening party, where it scemed
to him that the alr was full of ber name, and
that half the guests were thero as a pis-aller,
becanss Lhe l'.;]IHIpﬂ coulil not receive them,
And yet he thought bo noticed in the eom-
mon talk about her that eriticism of her as
an actress was a good deal more general than
it had been at the beginning of the season.
The little knot of persous with an opiufon
and reasons for it had gradually influenced
the larger public.  Nevertholess thero was no
sbatement whatever of the popular desire to
see her, whether on the stage or in soclety,
The engouement for ber personally, for her
Beauty, and ber fresh, pure womanliness,
showed no sigus of ylelding, and would hold
out, Kendal thought, for some time, against
nmuch stronger current of lla-pn-'munu On
the Intellectual side than had as yet st in,

Ho lald down the Mooday paper with a
smile of self scornand mutterad: “1 shoyld
liko to know bow much sho remembers by
the timeof the prig who lectured to beor in
Nupeham woods o week ago!” In the even-
fng his Pall Mall Gazette told him that Miss
Brotherton bhad crossed tho channel that
morning, en route for Parls and Venice, Ho
fell to caleulating the wecks which must
elapse before bis sister would o in Venles,
and beforo ho could bear of any mesting be-
tween ber and the Bretherton party, snd
wound up bis caleulations by deciding that
London was already hot and would soon be
empty, and Lhat, as soon as he could gather
together cortain books ho was io want of, he
would carry them and his proofs down into
Burrey, refuse all invitations to country
houses, and devote himself to his work.

Before he left he paid a farewell ecall to
Mre Btuart, who gave him full and enthusi-
astio nceounts of Isabel Hretherton's last
night, nnd informed him that her brother
talked of following the Brethertons to Venleo
somo time fn August,

“Albert,” she said, speaking of her hus-
band, “declares that bo cannot get away for
more than threo weeks, and that ho most
hav me walking; »o that what we propose

at presont is to pick up Edward at Venies at |

the end of August, and move up altogother
Iato the mountains afterward, Ob, Mr. Ken-
dal,” she weut on, a little nervously, as if not
fuite knowing whether to attack tho subject
or not, Vit was devoted of you to throw
yoursell into the breach for Edward as you
did ot Osford [ amy afraid it must bave
Lesayy ¢ ory disagrecable, Loty to you and to
her. When Edward tall e of it next morn
fug It made mo cold to thiok of it, 1T made
ujp wy mind that our friendsbip—yours and
ours—with her was over, But do you know
she carme to call an me that very afternoon-—
bow she made time 1 don't know, but she did,
Naturally, | was very unconfurtable, but she
Legan to talk of it lu the calmest way while
we wore haviug tea. Mr. Kendal was prob-
ably quite night," sbhe said, ‘in thinking the
part unsuited to mwe, Anyhow, I asked him
for bis epinion, and 1 should be o poor crea-
ture to mind Lis giviog it And then eho

by to her, and, as wo came in, she was just

turning away in ber long pbantom
with the white hood falling round ber head,

She was just turning away,
course, wo could have got some sort of
place for you at the last moment. Bhe didn't
say anything, but I thought—if you won't

mind my saying so, Mr. Kendal—that, con-
sidering all things, It would have been better
if you had been there.”

*It seernn to me," said Kendal, with vexa-
tion in Nis voice, “‘that there is a fate against
my doing anything ns I cught to do it. 1
thought, on the whole, It would be better not
to make a fuss about it when it came to the
last. You seo ehe must look upon me to
some extent as a eritieal, if not n hostile, in-
fluence, and T did not wish to vemind her of
my existenees”

“Oh, well, sald Mrs, Stuart, in her cheery,
common senss way, ‘that evening was such
an overwhelming experience that 1 don't
suppose sho could have felt any soreness to-
wards anybody., And, do you know, she Is
fmproved! 1 don't quite know what it Is,
but certainly one or two of thoso long scenes
sho does more intelligently, and sven the
death sceno s better—less monotonous, |
sometimes think sha will surprise us all yot.”

“Very likely," sald Kenidal, absently, not
in reality believing o word I, bt it was im-
possible to dissent,

“I hopo s0," exclaimed Mrs, Stuart, “with
all my heart. She has been very depressed
often these lost weeks, und certainly, on the
whole, people have been harder upon hoer
than they wereat flrst. I am so glad that
sho and your sister will meet (n Venlee.
Mme. do Chateauyioux s just the friend she
wants,"

Kendal walked home feeling the rankling
of a fresh pin point,  Bhe had asked for him,
and he not been there!  What must sho
think, apparently, but that, from a sour,
moross consistency, be had refused to boa
witness of hor triumph!

Oh, hostile fates!

A woek later Eustaco was settled in the
Burrey farm house which had sheltered the
Buoday league on its first expedition, The
Burrey country was in ita full glory; the first
Eurpl.n heather was fully out and the distant

Ilis romo Blue and vaporous aoross strotches
of vivid crimson, broken here and there by
the dim gray greens of tho furse or tho
shurper color of the bracken. The chorus
of birds had died away, but the nests were
not yet tenantless. The gread sand pit near the
farm house was still vocal with innumerable
broods of sand martins, still enlivened by the
constant skimming to and fro of the parent
birds. And under Kondal's sitting room
window a pair of tomtits, which the party
had watched that May Bunday, were just
Inunching their young family on the world,
Ono of hisfirst walks was to that spot beyond
the pond whers they had mado thelr after-
noon camping ground,  The nut hatches had
fod=fled, Kunlﬁ; hoped, some time before,
for the band of the spoller had been near
thelr dwelling, and its fragments lay scat-
tered on the ground.  He presently learned
to notice that ho never heard the sharp sound
of tho Lird's tapping boak among tho woods
without a lttle start of recollection,

Outside his walks, his day»s wero spent in
continuous Hterary effort.  His bool was in
a condition which called for all hiis energies,
and ho threw himself vigorously into it. The
first weoks were taken up with a long roview
of Vietor Hugo's prose and poetry, with a
view 1o a final critical result. It seemed to
bim that there was stuf® in the great Fronch-
man to sult all weathers aud all skles. Thero
wern somber, wind swept days when the
stretches of brown ling not yet in Dower, the
hurrying clouds and the bending trees wero
in harmony with all the fleres tempestuous
slle of the great romantie. There were
others when the bomely, tender, domestic
aspect of the country formed o sort of frame-
work and accompaniment to the slmpler
patriarchal elements in the looks which Kea-
dal had about him. Then, when the pages on
Vietor Hugo were written, those alroad
printed on Chateaubriand began to dissa
isfy him, and Lo steoped himself ooce more
in the rolling artificial barmounies, the mingled
boanty and falsity of one of the most wonder-
ful of styles, that he might draw from 1t its
secrets and sy o last just word about it,

Ho kuew o few families in the nelghbor-
hood, but hio kept away from them, aud al-
most his only connection with the outer
world during his first month in the country
wons  his correspondence  with  Mme, de
Chatesuvieuz, who was st Etretat with her
hushand. Bhoe wrote her bother very lively
characteristic acconnts of the Life there, fill-
ing her letters with amusing sketches of the
political or artistic celebrities with whom the
little Norman town swarms in the season,

After the third or fourth letter, bowever,
Kendal began to louk restlessly at the
Etretat postmark, to reflect that Marie hag
been thers n long time, and to wonder she
wis not already tired of such a public sort of
existence as the Etretat life, The batbing
soenes, and the fire cating, deputy, and the
literary woman with & wission for the spread
of naturalisan, becamo vory flat to bim, Ho
was astoplabed that his sister was oot as
anxious to start for Italy as he was to hear
that sho bad done o,

This temper of his was connected with the
fact that after the first of August ho began
to develop a curious impatience oo the sub-
ject of tho daily pest. At Old Houss farm
the post was taken as lobsurely as overything
clse; there was no regular delivery, and Ken-
dal generally was coutent to trust to the
oasunl mercles of the butcher or baker for Lis
Jottors. But after thn date mentioned L oc
ourred to bim that his ltters resched him
with an abominable irregularity, and that it
would do bis work uo barm, but, on the con-
trary, wuch good, if be ook o duly eonstity.
tioual in the direction of the postoflice, which
pave o touch of official dignity to the wasp
filled precincts of a grocer’s shop i the vil
lage, soane two miles off,

For some considerable number of days,
however, bis walks ouly furcisbed bhun with
food for refleotion on the common dispropor-
tion of meaus b ends in this Life, His sister's
persisteucs in sticking to the soil of Franee
began to eoom 1o bim extinordisary! How
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This post card

Hetde, and bhe falt that

had wilsmanaged matters, had

and (ndeed that Miss

should inclose his noto in one of her own o
his sister's Paris address, giving, at tho sama
time, some fndication of a place of meet]
th Venlce. But If she had not dono this, |

m foel a profound
ynot o a

futerest in any woman who had ever sharad
as much emotion with yon asshe had with
him in thoss moments at
recelved a wound at your hands, had wineed
under it and still had remained gracious
and kind and womanly! I sbhould be a hard
hearted brute,” he said to himeelf, “if I did

Did he ever really deceive himsell into im-
qinlm:ht this was alll It isdifficult to
-y,

does not deal with an invading sentiment
exactly as a youth would do with all hix ex-
perience to come. It steals upon him more
slowly, he s capablo of disguising b to him-
self longer, of escaping from ¢ into other in-
teresta. Passion is in ita ultimate casence the
same, wherever il appears amd under what-
ever conditions, but It possesses [tself of
human lfe in different ways, Blowly and
cortainly tha old primeval fire, the com.
monest, fatalest, divinest force of life, was
making fts way into Kendal's nature. But
it was making its way against antagonistic
forces of hablt, tradition, sell restraint—{t
found a hundred other interests in possession ;
it had astrange impersonality and timidity
of nature to fight with. Kendal bad been ne-
customed to live in other men's lives, Was
ho only just beginning to live his own?

But, however (¢ was, be was at least con-
sclous during this walting time that life was
full of somo on savor; that his thoughta
were nover idle, never vacant; that, as he Iny
flat among the fern in his moments of rest,
following the march of the clonds as they
salled divinely over tho rich breadth and
color of the commons, a whole brood of im-
ages nostlod at his heart, or seemed to hover
in the sunny alr before him--vislons of o
slender form fashioned with Greok suppleness
and mn}d‘ﬁ, of a soft and radiant pressnce,
of looks womanliness, and gestures all
grace, of a smile llke no othor he bad ever
seon for charm, of a quiok, Impulsive gait!
Ho followed that figure through scene after
scene; ho saw primrosos fn its hand, and the

o spring blue abovo it; be recalled it stand-
tenso and still with blanched cheok and
fized appoaling eye, while all round the June
woods murmured in the breeso; Le wur-
rounded it In imagination with the pomp
and circumstance of the stage, and renlized
it aa n center of emotion to thousands. And
then from memories ho would pass on to
ons, from the scenos e know to those
he could only guess at, from the lifoof which
ha had seen a littlo to the larger and unex-
plored life beyond.

And so the days went w1, and though be
was impatient and restless, yot indoors his
work was to him, and out of doors
the sun was bright and all the while a certain
little god lay hidden, speaking no artioulate
word, but waiting with a misthiovous pa-
tience for thoe final overthrow of one more
poor mortal.

At last the old postmistress, whom he bad
almost comeo Lo regard as cherishing a per-
smul‘rum_ st bim, ceased to repulso
him, and is seven yeara of famine the
years of abundance set fn, For the of
threa woeks letters from Venico lay waltin
for him almost every alternate morning, lna
tho heathery slopes bhotween tho farm and the
villago grew familinr with l.h'::iu-ucle of o
tall, thin man in um.xh t sult strug-
gling ashe walked with of forelgn paj
which the wind was dolog its best to
away from him,

The following extracts from these lotters
contain such portions of them as are neces-
sary to our ohject:

ch

“CasA MiNonEyTL

“My Dean EvsTacE—I can only write you
n vory scrappy letter today, for wo are just
settling ioto our apartmpent, and the ronms
aro strewn in tho most distracting way with
boxes, books and nts; while my maid,
Felicie, and the old [tallan women Caterina,
who 18 to cook and manage for us, soem to Lo
able to do notbing—not oven to put  chalr
straight or order some bread to keop us from
mﬁ‘—ﬂMt consulting me. Paul, tak-
ing advantage of a husband's prerogativo,
has gone off to flaner on the plazea, while
his women folk make life tolerable at homo;
which fs a very unfalr aud spiteful version

of his proceed! for he bas really gone as
much on my as on bis own. 1 sent
him—foeling his look of misery, as bo sat on

o packing case in the middle of this o
terribly on my mind—to sce if ho could
the English consul (whom he knows a little),
and discover from bim, if possible, where
your friends are. It s strange, as you say,
that Miss Bretherton should not have written
to me; but I incline to put it down to our old
Joacques at home, who is getting more and
more imbecilo with the weight of years and
infirmities, and is quits eapable of forward-
ing to us all tho letters which aie not worth
posting, and leaviog all the important ones
iled up in the hall to await our return. It
s provoking, for, if the Brethorton party are
uot going to stay long fn Venice, wo may
casily spond all our time in looking for cach
other; which will, indeed, o o lame and im-
potent conclusion. However, I bave bopes
of Paul's clevernoess,

“And uow, 4 o'clock! There la no help
for it, my dear Eustace, 1 must go aud
instruct Caterina how not to poisen uy in our
dinner to-night. Sbe looks a dear old soul,
hut totally Innocent of anything but Italian
barbaritiesin the way of cooking. A'nd Fellcie
also Is well meaning but Ignorant, 8o unless 1
wish to have Paul oun my bands for s week 1
must be off  This rough plenicking life, in
Veulce, of all places, is a curious little ex-
perience, but I made up my mind last time
wo were here that we would ventura our
precious selves in no more hotels, The beat,
the musquitoes, the borrors of the food were
too much., Here wo bave a garden, &
kitchen, & cool sitting rocw, and if 1 choose
to feed Paul on lisane and milk puddiogs,
whao is o prevent mel

“Paul bad just cume In with wictory
written on his brow. The English econsul
was of 19 use; but, as he was strolling home,
b went [uto Bt, Mark’s, and there, of course,
found them! In tho church were apparently
all the Ruglish people who bave as yot ven-
tured to Venics, aud thess, or most of thew,
seemixd Lo be follaving io the wake of a little
party of four pergons—tiwo ladies, n gentle-
man and o lame glrl walking with a crutch,
An excited Fnglish tourist condescended to
tnform Paul 3..‘ It was ‘the great English
actreas, Miss Brotherton,” who was creating
all the commotiop. Then, of course, he weat
up to bher—ho was provoked that he could
hardly wee her In the dim light of St Mark's
—Introduced himself and deseribed our per-
plexitien. Of course, she had written, [ ex-
pocted as much.  Jacques must certainly be
pensioned off!  Paul thought the other threa
very infericr to ber, though the uncle was
civil and talksd condescendingly of Venlee,
us though it were even good enough to be
ndmired Ly s Worrall, It is arraoged that
the beauty is to come and e o to-mMorrow
if, after Caterine has operated upon uy dur-
ing two moeals, wo are still alive, Good
night and good by,

‘VENICE, Aug. 7.

“Well, I have soen her! It has been a
blazing day. 1 was sitting in the little gar.
den which separates oue-ball of our rmoms
from the other, whils Caterina was arrang
g the dejeuner under tho little acacia arbor
in the center of it. Buddenly Felicle eamo
out from the houso, and bebind ber a tall fig
ure in o large bLat and s white dress Tl
figure hold out both bauds to me fna cordial,
un-English way, and ssid a number of ploas
ant things rapidly in a deliclons voloe, while
1, with tho dezzle of the sun in my eyes, so
that I conlld hardly wmake out the features

oo T

unu

£

maker; only the original type has been so re.
fined, #o chiseled and smoothed away, that,
to speak fancifully, only a beautiful ghoss of

fized it in art™

“While wo were sitting In the garden who
should be announced but Edward Wallace, 1
knew, of course, from you that hs might be
hers about this time, but in the hurry of our
sottling in I bad quite forgotten his exist-
once, so that the sight of his trim person
bearing down upon us was a surprise. He
and the Bretherton party, howoever, had been
gl! about together for several days, so

at bo and she had plenty of gossip in com-
mon. Mri Bretherton's enthusiasm about
Vonice is of a very naive, hot, outspoken
kind. It sooms to mo that she fa a vory sus-
ceptible ereature.  Bhe lives ber life fast and
crowds into it a greator number of sensations
than most people.  All this sost and pleasure
must consume a vast amount of nervous
foree, but it makes her vory refreshing to

o aa blase as Paul and 1 are, My first
ling about her is very much what yours
was FPersonally, thero seems to be all the
stuff in her of which an actress is made. Will
sho some day stumble nrnn the discovery of
how to bring her own individual flame and
foree to bear upon ber art! I should think it
not unlikely, and, altogether, 1 feel as
though I should take a murs hopeful view of
ber intellootually than you do. You see, my
dear Eustace, You men never realizo how
clover wo women are, how fast wo Joarn and
how quickly wo cateh up hints from all quar-
ters under heaven ahd bnprove upon them,
An actress so young and so sympathetic as
Isabel Brotherton must still bs very much of
an unknown quantity dramatically. 1 know
¥you think thas the want of training is fatal,
and that popularjty will stereotyps ber
faults. It may boso; but I am ipelined to
think, from my first alght of her, that sho is
o natare that will gathor from life rather
what stimulates it than what dulls and vul-
izes it.  Altogether, when I compare my
l;mmm of her with the image of her
left by your letters, I foel that [ bave been
rl-.nuy surprised. Only in tho matter of
utelligence, Otherwise it has, of course,
boon {uur descriptions of ber that bave
planted and nurtured in mo that strong
senso of attraction which blossomed Into lik-
ing at the moment of personal contact."
"A 10

“This afternoon wa have been out in the
gondola belonging to this modest establish-
ment, with our magnificent gondolier, Piero,
and his boy, to convey us to the Lido, 1
Mim Bretherton to talk to mo about her
Jamalca career, Hbo made us all laugh with
hor acoounts of the blood and thundor pieces
in which the aundlences of the llnﬁon
theatre revelad. Bho sooms generally to have
played tho ‘Bandits Daughter,' tho ‘Bmug-
gler's Wife,! or ‘'The European Damsol Car-
riod OfF by Indians,' or some other thrilling
olomental personage of the kind. The ‘Whits
Lady® was, apparently, her first introduction
to s more complicated order of . Itis
extraordinary, when one comena to of
it, how little positive dramatic knowledge
sho must bavo! Bho knows somo Bhake-

I think—at loast abo mentions two or

nd I gather from something

sho sho is now making the inevita-
bilo study of Juliet that every actress makes
sooner or later; but Bheridan, Goldsmith,
and, of course, all the French people are
mers names to her, When I think of the
minute exhaustive training our Paris actors
g0 through and compare it with such a state
of naturo as bers, I amn amazod at what she
has done! For, after ull, you kuow, shoe must
bao ablo to act to some extont; sho must know
o groat deal more of her business than you
and I suspect, or she could not get on at all.”

“August 10,

It In almost a wook, [ see, since [ wrote
to you last. Du that timé wo have ssen
a great deal more of Mig Bretherton, some-
times in company with her belongings, some-
timea without them, and my (m ot
her have ripened very last. Ob, my dear
Eustace, you have been hasty—all the world
has becs hasty. Isabel Drethorton's real
self L8 only now coming tothe front, and It
is a wolf which, as I say to myselt with as-
tonfshment, not oven your keon eyes have
ever seen~hardly suspocted even. Bhould I,
myself & woman, have been as blind to s
woman's capabilities, I wondor! Voery likely!
Theso suddon rich developments of youth
aro ofton beyond all caleulation.

“Mr, Wallace's attitudeo makes mo realizo
more than I otherwise could tho past and
present condition of things, Mo comes and
talks to mo with amazemont of the changes
in her tone and outlook, of the glrl's sharp-
ening intellect and growing sonsitivoness,
and as ho recalls incidents and troits of the
Loodon scasou—coulessions or § s or
blunders of; bers, and puts them beside the
im, 1 which he secs her to bo making on
Paul and myself—I begin to understand fromn
his talk and bis bewildermout something of
tho real naturo of the case. Intellectually,
it has been ‘tho ugly duckling' over agaln,
Under all tha o , unfledged imperfection
of her young performance, you guople who
bave watched hor with your trained critical
eyos seom Lo me never to bavo suspocted the
coming wings, the strange nascent power,
Mhich ia ouly now aserting itself in tho light
o day.

* ‘What has Eustace been aboutl' said Paul

mo last night, after wo had all returned
from rambling round and round the moonlit
‘dlazza, and be had been describing to me his
alk with hor. ‘He ought to have seen fur-
sher ahoad. That creature is ouly just begin-
‘aug to live, and it will be n lifo worth hav.
ing. Ho has kindled it, too, as much as
anybody. Of courso, wo bave not seen her
'p.l yot, and ignorant—yes, she is certainly
ignorant—though not so gauch as I imagined,
Jut as for natural poger and delicacy of

Ind, there can bo no question at all about
them |
] dom't know t Eustace did question
them,' I sald. ‘He thought simply that she

ad no coneeption of what her art really re-
uired of her, and never would have because
of ber popularity.’

“To which Paul replied that, as far as he
rould make out, nobody thouget maore meanly
pt her popularity than sbe did, and be has
boon talking n great deal to ber about ber
PAsOL.

'l paver saw s woman at a more critical
i Interesting point of development,’ he ox
laimed at last, striding ur and down, and so
baorbed In the subject that § 2ould huve al-
nowt laughed ot his eagerness.  ‘Something
r other, luckily for her, pet Lier on the right
rack threo months ago, and it is apparently

pature on which notlilug is lost, One can
so [t in the way in which sho takes Venice;
here isn't a serap of her, little as she knows
bout it, that lsn't keen aud interested and

ide awalke!"

WiWell, after all, I reminded him as ho
as setiling down to his books, ‘we knuw
Mblu’g about ber as un actress.'

“iWo sball see,' be said; ‘I will fiud out
mething absut that too before long.'

“And o he Las!”

*August 17-10,

“Paul bas been devoting himself more and
orn to the beauty, Mr. Wallaco sud I Jook-
ng on with considerable amusomeut and fn-
ervst: and this afternoon, finding it lo-
olerable that Miss Bretherton has not even a
swing acqualntance with any of his favor-
to plays, Augler, Dumas, Victor Hugo or
nything elw, ho has been reading aloud to
s it tho gurden, ruui g on from scens to
woops and speech to spoecls, translating as he
went—sho in rapt attention, and ho gesticu-
lating and spouting, and, exoept for an occa-
‘siona) queer rendering that made us laugh,
‘gotting on capitally with his English. She
was enchanted; the novelty and the excite-
ont of it absorboed her; and every now and
then sho would stop Paul with a little im-
pericus wave of her band, and repoat the
substanos of o speech after him with an im-
petuous elan, an energy of comprehension,
which drow little nods of satisfaction out of
Lim, and sometimes produced a strong and
startling effect upon myself and Mr. Wallace,
However, Mr. Wullace might stare as be
Riked : tho two veovle conoernid were totallv
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“Poor child!" I sald,
'hmmllio:l. one of l;:n. 'D:l Eustace maks
imself disagreeabls to you

It was more, I think,' she answered, aa
if reflecting, ‘the standard he ll'm-m
to carry about with him than “II con-
nected with my own work, least, of
courss, I mean before that Nuveham day.
Ab, that Nunelbam day! It cut deep.’

“She turned away from me aud leaned over
the side of the boat, so that I could not see
her face.

* “¥ou foroed it out of Eustace, you know,
I sald, trying to laugh at ber, ‘you uncom-

promixing young person! Of be flat-
tered himself that you forgot all bis
preaching the momeut you got home. Men

always wake themselves vélleve what thoy
want to belleve,"

**Why should he want to believe soFf she
replied quickly. ‘I had half foreseen h‘
bad forced it from him, and yet et b
a blow! It cost mo a slespless ll?.lﬂ
some-—well, some very bitter lears.  Not that
tho tears were o new ox Mow
after all that noise at the theatro, have
gone home and cried mywelf to sleep over
impossibility of doing what I wanted to
of moving those hundreds of people, of

them feel and of putting m
into shape! Hut that night,
senso of illness just then, I
itseemed to mo quite in the near
grown old and ugly, a forgotten
without any of those memories which
sole people who have been great whea
must give up. 1 felt myself
ngalust such a weight of igunorance,
Lsbits, of unfavorable
was I ever to get free and (o reverse that
judgment of Mr, Kendals! My very success
stood in my way., How was “ Brethor-
ton” to put herself to school P

(Vontinued nexi Saturday. )
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Britlahers Buying Breweries
1t is reported that three Chiocago brewer-
jes bave been sold toa British symidiesia
'ah?‘ muugm named W l&i“- S
cAvoy's Hrew! 00m "
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