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L bhad no such obiject In view, Hix
tdaughter wis w little chiid when I
first saw her. I made myuself her
friemd because 1 pitied her destitute
vondition; because she asked me 1o
help her. I would have done the same
for any other liitle child.

M course” waid Mr Tomline, ‘of
course,  Why ghould bhe gnash his
teeth at your kindness, unless it's
from that sort of pride which hates to
be luaid under an obligation, Even if
he had been partly right—I toke a
liberty, Mr Blauke; but F'm an older
man than you—would it have been
very heinous offence, if now, when
you come back and find her what I'm
B¢ everyone will acknowledge she is,
a very charming young lady, you
should have thonght as Mr Dalzell
says? T must say I don't logk upon
that Aas & erime.’

*If 1 had thought of such a thing,' I
answererd, ‘1 think I should have
treated Mr Dalzell with more delicacy
than he has shown to me. I should
have remembered that he had been
separated from his daughter for many
¥ears; that until this meeting they
had seareely had a chance of knowing
euch other. At such a time T should
net have tried to come between them.
Whatever my thoughts might have
been, 1 should have kept them to my-
self.’

‘Do you koow, Mr Blake,' the man-
ager replied, ‘J shall not say “perhaps
I like you" any more. It's not a
doubiful  question. [ do like you,
though, of course, you think me an
old fool, and » meddlesome one to
brot.  Oh, yes; yon needn't laugh it
off.  But that’s just the thing, that
Temark you made about Dalzell. It's
the first chance he and his daughter
have had of being happy together,
Hin affection for her makes him jeal-
aus of those who have known her bet-
tér thun he has done,’

‘TNan’t you think,’ T said, “that affec-
tion has smoutdered for o long while?

‘Ob. he's been very remiss,” said Mr
'I‘m_nlins. He paused uws if he were
trying to find some excuse tor his
friend. ‘He may make up for it all.
He is full of plans for his daughter’s
fnture. She is to take the world by
storm. T suppose vou have heard
that she is to go on the stage?’

‘No” U said, ‘I have heard nothing
nhout it

‘1 thought Dalzell had mentioned it
to Mizs Winter. 1f not, I have no
doubt he will do so’

Tt wns mentioned. the next time
that Dalzel! was at my arat’s house.
With e exveption of Hilda, we wers
all present.

You will have heard of gur deci-
sion by this time, Miss ‘Winter, Dul-
zeil said, *Hildn will have told yon
about it. You take such a warm in-
terest in her future that I'm sure yvou
will wish her snccess.’ °

‘T da indeed,” said my aunt. ‘At the
satue time, Mr TDalzell, T am SOFTY
that she is to enter the profession.” -

‘Why?' he asked. ‘You cannot may
that she is not fitted for jt.’

‘In one way --yes. Her natural abil-
ity fits her for it. But the life will tell
upon her. She is not robust enough;
she ie too nerveus anrd high strung.
I've always been glad to think that
she had these resources-—that if there
were any need she conld enarn her liv-
fng ns an actress or a Binger. Bnt 1
have always hoped that there never
would be any need. For ten years she
has been with me. We have never
parted, for T did not send her to
school. T had her taught under oy
own eve. I onght to know her charae-
ter: and I do not think she would be
happy in the life of an actress. And if
she is not happy. Mr Dalzell, what is
all the rest worth?”

‘How strange!' Mr Tomlins coutd
not help maying., ‘Those are the very
grounds on which her mother objected
to it

‘I am sorry you do not approve of
the advice I have given her, Dalzell
He seemed to be irritated by
thin slight opposition to his views.
‘She is my daughter. and it's naturel
ta muppose that T am the proper pors
ann to take care of her; that T have
A right to decide what Is best that aha
chould do, But I have always heen in-
formed that T am not able to guide her
aright. My wife thought so long ape.’

“Your wife wns perfectly rvight’
gaid my aunt, somewhnt sharply. nod
with n rising colour. Talzell lnoked
purprised at this rejoinder, and Mr
Tomlina nlmoat langhed, bnt checkeil
himeelf fn timne, and turned the laugh
Info @ cough. ‘I mean,’ said my aunt,
thinking thnt she hnd better qualify
her remark, 'that if Mry Dalzell dis-

approved of Hilda acting on account
of the injury it might do to her
health, I guite ngree with her."

‘I should be very ungrateful if ¥
resented the anxiety you have on
Hilda’s accannt,” Dnlzell said. ‘Tf I
thought it would be injurious I should
never dream of her geing on the
atage. As yon kindly reminded me a
moment ago, T don't know half so
much about my own child as you do.’

‘“You ean scarcely blame us for that.,
Whose faunlt is 1t, Mr Dalzell, that
you know nothing of her? So far as
[ know, you have not troubled your-
avlt during these ten years to ask
after your daughter. You have never
once written to her: you've been quite
content to get all the newsa you have
had through & third person.’

“‘Oh! if it comesa to letters,” =said
Dalzell, disagreeably, ‘“Why was [ not
communicated with? Why did you
adopt my daughter without asking
my leave?

‘Dalzell,” anid Mr Tomlins, warning-
I¥. ‘Dalzell.’

‘My good Tomlins, it you could,
you'd put & bit in my mouth, and turn
me to the right or the left as you
wanted. T was ahout te say that al-
thongh unfortunately T have not had
those opportunities of studying
Hilda's character which have. been
afforded to Miss Winter, T have some
knowledge of her dispesition and ber
ahilities. There is nothing she enjoys
&0 mneh a= acting. and nothing for
which she is so well qualified, T am sn
used to being in the wrong, that 1
don't expect anvone to believe thess
agsertions, Hut I am convinced that
if she enters the profession, she will
distinguish herself in it. T should be
stupid naet to give her all the en-
couragement that’s in my power.”

‘Is it of Miss Dalzell’s own choice
that she enters the profeasion? 1T
said.

Dalzell glanced in my direction, and
immediately withdrew his gaze, ns if
he grudged the short time his eyves
had rested on me.

‘Mr Blake hononrs me by supposinT
that I should force my daunghter intn
a life that was distasteinl to her,' hu
remarked, addressing himself o no
one in particolar.

‘T beg your pardon,” I said, T sup-
pose ne such thing, But T have henrd
‘Miss Dalzell say that although ahe had
a great fondness for acting, she had
no particular desire to go on the
stage, simply because her mother had
not wished it.’

‘T hare no doubt,” said Dalzell, ‘that
the position I desire for my daughter
is ot exactly the same as that whick
Mr Bloke imagined she would occupy.”

‘Mr Dalzell!™ snid my aunt, with
indignant surprise. ‘My nephew—---'

‘Your nephew, my dear Miss Winter,
naturully stands very high in your
estimation. No doubt, you are as well
acquainted with his charncter as with
my daughter’s. T will net attempt tu
argue with you about either. T am a
marplot, am I not? It is not that 1
huve stayed away too long. I ought to
have stayed longer. I ovught net tu
have eome at all. I am not wanted, I
am told plainly that I eannot manage
my own affairs becauvse I want some-
thing better for my daughter than
the cheap position that has been ap-
peinted for her. Mr Elake understands
nie very well, and he does not seek to
Jjustify himseif”

‘Tt is not necessary,” I said. 'The
remarks T have heard do not deserve
an answer.

‘They do not!* said Mr Toinling, sud-
denly turning angry, and facing up to
his friend in & mmanner that astonish-
ed us. ‘Ialzell, if you are not ashamed
of yourself, you ought to be. Miss
Winter has been a mother to your
daughter, and Mr Blake has been—
has been most generous. Now, you
turn upon them in this way! It's dis-
graceful, sirf T blush for your con-
duet. You esay that I want to put a
bit in your mouth. (Qood heavena! 1
wish I'd one in it now that T might
drag you out of the room!’

‘Mr Tomling does very well to treat
this ar a joke.! my nunt snid, meaking
a desperate effort to set things right
again. *What nre we talking alout? 1
nm Aure I don‘t know, We ure all an-
xious for dear Hildn's ancceas; all
deeply interested in her welfare”

‘We get a little too eager mhout It
sonietimen,” said Mr Tomline,

‘We do,” snid my aunt. ‘Mr Dalzell,
you have often asked me fo rhow

¥ou my paintinga. Will you look at
them now? lerhaps you would like
to Bee them, Mr Tomlins? T don't
koow whether you take an interest in
Art?

‘With pleagure,” wuid Dulzell, ris-

ing.
‘T shall be delighted, I'm interested
in every branch of Art," Baid Tomling;
and they meekly followed her out of
the room,

This was the lart day but one of
Dalzell’s stay in Aunckland. On the
niorrow Hilda was te take leave of
us.

‘As a tule I don't believe in this
seeing people off by 1 steamer or
train,’ said my runt. 'T like my leave-
takings to be private. But Hilda has
begged of us to go down with her to
the wharf. She wants to be with us fo
the very Iast. You will erme too,
Cecil? She wishes it. Mr Dalzell will
not he going down at the aame time,
or 1 should have been obliged to re-
tuse. If that man were not Hilda's
father, T'd pever say another word to
him.' - i

We walked through the town with
Hilda, ench of us wearing A semblance
of cheerfulness. Tt wns late in the
afternood, and the rain which had
been talling all day had just censed.
Nnw the wind was tising. and from
the eold south-east the ragged clouds
streamed across a sky of steely blue.

Tat us go throngh the pnrk.' said
Hilda. The park with its sadden grass
und draggled flowers HWad never lonked
snnre miserable. Beneath us was the
husiness part of the town; the sounid

of its traffie reached onr ears. Tlevond .

the muddy streeta, thronged with peo-
ple und noisy with the rattle of omui-
uses and tremears, we saw the masts
of the vessels lying at the wharf. One
of the steamers was sounding her
horn: it was the first signal of de-
parture.

‘Dp yvou know why I have brought
von here?® Hilda said. ‘It ix where
I said good-bye to my maother. Look,
she stood where you do and T was
here. T left her, and 1 never saw !u"r
again. Rut oh, surely T am not losing
woun as 1 have lost her?

My dear——my dear!’ said my am_lt
distressfully. ‘You must not feel t]ns
ton much., We shall see You nggain;
you will often hear from ns’ But
even ax she spoke the tears were on
her cheek and she turned away her
face to lide them.

We went through the park and

nlong the street toward the p'lnr:-e
where the steamer lay. If we‘smﬂ
uuything I do not remember it 1

supposet we must have mmmfnrh:re_ﬂ
wome sort of conversation: hut it is
not likely that it was particularly in-
Terestingn,

Down the wharf enme Tomlins in
a cab, his luggage piled around _him.
I saw him turn his face in our direc-
tion, raise his hat from the mass of
grizzled hair that seemed always to
be pushing it off, and smiled upon us.
Refore him and behind him cume
other eabs londed with pussengers and
theit lugmage. Every one was in a
hurry, every ane dashed through the
mud or ran along the wet pavenent.
I'he steamer snorted angrily in short,
quick blasts, as if to urge them on.
We were nt the gungway, and Tom-
Jins had thrown himnself out of his
cah to shake hands with us, and Dal-
el v saving pood-biye, with what
for him seemed excessive eivility,
Then a hund was in mine, and a pale,
(dark-eved face looked at me for a
moment and smiled in farewell, Gord-
bye, good-bye!  What else is life but
a sueeession of pood-hyes?

We retracerd our steps my aunt and
T, every now and then turning to look
Lirek towards the horhour. We saw
the masts and the red funnel of the
stenmer moving out from  amongst
other funuels nnd masts. She was in
the strentm: she wns passing outwards,
lenving a lang bright wake behind her.

“T feel an old womnan to-day, Cedil”
wid my aunt. *While she was here
the ehild mnde me forget it. T am
old and snel.”

*Y'ou nre tired.” T xaicd, *You ought
not to huve walkerd. T will get a enb.”

*No. | eouldn’t endure to b cooped
up in o oeab’

We went on, and after anoather wil-
euce she anid: It ir harder thnin |
thongrht. T ditdn’t think 1 should feel
it sn much. 1 didn't xnow 1 loved
lier ko denrly,’

1 took her hand and held it, but T
wirde no Teply.

(Ta be Continued.)
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CYCLING.

The history of the Austrnl Whesl
Tiace, a8 told by Carl Schwaebsch in
the tables in the programime, is most
interestingr. Tn 1886, when the race
wis instituted, there were 28 storters,
as agiinst 187 last year, and the time
for the two miles has decrensed from
fim 43 2-58 fo 4m 29 438 by HKellow.
The strunge point of the times is that
when frhe pace wuas three wiles in
1866 DBrown, the winner, took no less
than 1tm 52 4-58. while the following
year two miles was done in §m 43 240%
—nearly half the time. Most of the
present eyclists were ton young to
remember, hut wns there any great
improvement in bicyeles between 'S5
and "87? The Austral haa but twice
fullen to the seratech man  (though
Kellow, on 14, was really in such a
position), Tom Busst and Jinomy Mul
ling being the Lack markers recoreded
a4 hoving won the big event; while
Woodward, whe carried it off from
270 in 1893, the first sufety roce, wns
the furthest eut to win. Since the
firnt Austral the M_T.C. has distributed
no less than £8480 in prizes, has ren
230 events ,and has recenved no less
than 8321 entries, which must surely
Le a recordt in eycling clubs i

Tor months past the League of N.Z.
Wheelmen  havey been harping upen
the string of ‘pure amareurism,’ and
declaiming against whot they termed
the ‘shaddy” amateurisne of the Al-
Hance. With the professed intention
of fostering true amuteur sport they
estublished a section  for amatears,
under a definition which they con-
sidered was ‘striet and very pure” to
quote a member of the Liagne Fxecu-
tive, Boe far, so good: but theo they
proceed to puss the following extra-
ordinaTy  resolution: —"The executive
af the League mmy  entertain and
deal with applications for reinstate-
meant from those who bave forfeited
their amatenr statns or were not nma-
teurs within the meaning of the fore-
going definition at Novermber 4, 1807,
each case to be decided on ils merits:
a wember applying for reinstatement
must have abstnined from any in-
fringement of the amateur statiis for
ene yenr before his application ean he
considered by the executive.” Sp thir
is the ‘pum’ wmateurism of which
we henr so mneh!  As faras [ oean see,
it simply comes to thiz, that o ‘caxh
rider ean race for money until he he-
tomes foo xlow for that  division,
wherenpou he can simpiy stund down
for a year and then Taee agnin in the
amutenr  efass. This s whnt  the
Leagne calls o pure amatenr, as dis-
tinguished from the *sham’ artficle of

the Alliuner. The idea is distinetly
funny.
Aunother peculine thing abont the

Leapgue's ‘aiuteurism® is that it ‘nl-
lows competition against professionals
in any eother brauceh of sport.!
ferringe to this ‘[rodigai® remarks in
the tatest mmmber of the ‘lteferes™ —
This is the Vietorian idea in row-
ing, and it wan anly the other day
that n front rank Victorian rower
wkrurtd me that he conld vee no rhyme
or reakon why an amutonr rower
shanlit not compeie in the Austral
Wheel Unee, with the pravisa that if
he, the  ammtenr rower, won, he
shonld ret o trophy valie 240 gove.,
whilst the professionnl eyclist would
tuke the eawh. IT oo ra in the
Tagne of N ean net in like man-
ner, well it'm n certninty their “amn-
teuirisin’ is of a brand that but few
will mcrept here,




