THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC

“Then will d to des If in favour of your
nimmmhw:iill sume tn;?:uh'mk whether you In.lvcn(":
iven as coavincing prools of maworldliness as any rules

g::n oould dem.nCE ?

! You are very cruel and very nnjusk 1’ returned Muriel, the
-solour monating into her cheaks. * You hava no right to
-y I act in that way, and one thing I ean promise
yon—if ever [ ask yom to_les me join your Society, I
will naot come ko yon umpt{-lunded.'

Mr Compton amiled. *¥You will not ind me ernel or an-
.just when yon are emipty-handed or in sny real troubie,’
aaid he ; * ir; make erael predictions now, it iln}n:, beclh usa
I want to pat on your guard against verifyiog them.
‘The dmp[:nh’:ﬂ. thon u_don't beliave ¥n it—we'll
say no more npon the anhject. The children will mise you
torribly and you may be sure that we shall all welcome you
if oare to come k %0 ua on your return homa.”

his waa eold comfort ; but it was all that poor Muriel
-sould obtain from her hard-heartad clerical adviser, and ske
wan fain to uake the beat of it. i

- CHAFPTER XYV.

ArtisTs who have reachod & certain age—painters or
wusicians or whatever they may be—will remember that, in
the days when they were atill students and were ig of
‘the existencs of that great gulf which separates mere promise
from proficiency, they had to pass through m period of pro-
found di A & and disappoi t.  Of stud

some are ditident from the outset, while others, whowe in-
telligence moves mors quickly, make lizht of preliminary
obatacles and ont-ntrit their competitors by sheer furce of
el fid T as & rale, prefer the Intter class,
because thers ia better work to be got out of tham at start-
-ing, yet it may be doubted whether their lot is an enviable
-one. For snonsr or later the inevitable time must come
when they find oat that they are only joat beginning to face

~litficnltion inatead of being within sight of their goal, and .

the re-action which eeta in after thin discovery is fatal to
not & few amongat them. Somewhat analogous ia the lot of
those who have fondly and prematorely imagined that they
understood their own characters and kuew exactly what
they were worth. All of & sudd thing oc which
-opens their eyes ; they sce themselves as others ree them ;
they realize that th‘eiy ars not in tﬁm lenilt what hhevﬂmﬂ
supposad, that they do not possess the qualities upon whic
thzy had plumed themselves ; and then, if they are in any
~degree itive or ienti they are very apt to jump
to the conclusion that they are worth mothing at sll.

Such, at any rate, was the melancholy conclusion at which
Muriel Wentworth arrived when she reached home and

ndered over the conversation of which & part was recorded
1t the last chapter. Tt wasnot that she believed ia the ful-
filment of Compton’s prophecy ; he himself had as good as
admitted that he was nnlf warning her agaiost a possible
danger, thongh he had called it & real one.  But what hurt
her was the idea that she was a persuvn about whom a pro-
phecy of that kind could ba made, and what caused her to
despair was an inward conviction that the keen witted little
Superior of the Society of 8t. Francis hzd not wholly mis-
judged her. He had alwa; 0
and it might very well be that he had been right. Perhaps
she was not of the stuff of which his followers wmust
needs he composed ; when she examined herself she
felt almost sare that she was not. She had too man
misgivings; she was too much given to lonking bac
after putting her hand to the plough; the world, in
short, was a very complicated place of hahitation, and it
was no such simple matter to retire from it and all its com-
plications. Of course she was determined that she would
never under any circumstances be s consenting party to

-anything so monstrous as Sylvia’s marriage with Sic Harry
Brewster, yet something whispered to her that she was not

altogether incapable of snch ¢riminal weakness, and so she

lout%a.il:h in herself and in her strength of purpose. When
all was said, what was she but a discontented woman who,

- for mo better reason than that she was discontented, had
fancied herself fitted to till a more lofty position than the
very commonplace and uninteresting one which had been
asgigned to her by Providence?

Seti-knowledge is doubtless salutary; but self-distrust
and eeli-disgast can do nobody any good ; so that it was

_just as weslf for Muriel that she was interrupted in the
midst of these gloomy meditations by the entrance of a
visitor who had always recognised wnd rendered fall justice
to ber virtnes.

¢1 thought 1 might venture to look in wpon you, since
your niece is away from howe,’” Colonsl Medhurit maid,
*You told me the other day that you dida't wisk me to
:meet her.’

“DidlI? [ only mesnt that yon probably would not wish
to meet her,’ answered Muriel. ‘She hes come back ; but

- she isn't in the room ae yoa see, and I am glad of it, becavse
I have something that ['must tell you about her,’

* [ndeed ¥ said the Colonel with a startled Jook.
oot that she —bat [ know that canunot be so, I apoke to your
brother—perhapa he told yon about it'—and although I

- ¢ould not get him to say that he would turn his back upoen
Erawster, he seemed to be quite alive to the fact that the
man ia 8 sconndrel, It is inconceivable that he c¢an have

- consented to give his danghter tosuch a brute. Besides,
she has been out of London.

*Yes; and so has Sir Harry Brewster. I had better tell
¥you the trath at once, though of course we do not wish it
to be talked about. Sir Harry deliberately fallowed Syivia
to Morecambe Priory, where she was staying, and he has
proposed to her aud she has accepted him. It ia hortible
and shiameful ; but that is what has haEpened, and I wonld
rather that you heard of it from me than from somebody

- else—aas I auppose yon would have been almoat sure to do,
-sooner or later. aturally, James bas forbidden the en-
gasiemenh. and will not allow her to ses Sir Harry again;
till T am afraid we must not flatter ourselves that the atfair
can be put au ¢nd to in that summary way. 8ylvia sub-
mita after & fashion ; but she declares that she will marry
the man sa soon as she is of , and he bas given her a re-
lenss which is nothing mors than nominal. My brother ia
persaaded that it will be all right ; L wish I could think so ¥’

Colonel Medharst bit his moustache aad frowned. Mr
‘Wentworth had apparently done his duty as u father ; bug
that there should be any yuestion of Sir Harry Brewater's

+ mooording m relanss, nominal or otherwise, to the girl whom
he had iosulted by au offec of luarrhﬁe waa anrely evidenos
- that indalg: bad been hed a little too far.

* Surely

refused to take her seriously,

" the can't pomibly marry him, you kiow,” by said in &
somewhat sharp 1one of voioe,

* 1 hope not,’ answered Moriel despondently; ‘ but sven
If the marriage nover takea place, her youth will have been
apoilt all the same. What can we do? ™ Weare to go abroad
immodi.ltaliud worhall be away for some moaths T’hlieve:
but l'dm’t. now that the change will make much dii¥er-

Colonal Medhurat's face fell. * Yon are going abroad ¥
be achosd disconsolately, * Aud when you return, I shall
have gone back w0 my regiment, [ suppose.  Will you like
it ¥—the goiog abroad [ mean.’

¢ 1t Oh, no, I shall not tike it at all ; bat it is not on my
acconnt that we are going. Perhaps it is the beat thing
wea can do for Bylvia, though it ssems a doubtiul sort of
remedy. At ali events, by taking Ler away we shall pre-
vent her sesing or hearing of Sir Harry Brewster.’

* I shonid have thooght you might have prevented that
without learing home.  And it does seem to me that your
wicbhes are entitled to some slight consideration. Won's it
be rather & wrench to you %0 have to give up your visits to
the children's hospital and—and al) that ¥ .

*Yea: butlam not sure that I mind guite so much an I
thought I should  Although [ liked being with the children
and elpmﬁtn amuse them, that wasn't the kind of work
that I could have gone on with for an indefinite time, aud I
never intended to atop short there. To tell the truth, I
looked upon niyself as a sork of probationer ; bt this after-
noon Mr Compton has completely nndeceived me. He
never had ln{ iden of admitting me into the Society; he
does not think me £t for it.*

* Well, if you come 10 that,’ observed Colonel Medharst,
vmiling, ‘nor do I. T think yon are fitted for momething
better than snch a life.” - .

‘That is absord. What ean be better than to give all
that yon —your money and your labour and your
whole heari—-to your fellow-creatnrea? Mr Compton is
convinced that I should never give my whole heart tothem ;
and [ can't feel certain that he is mistaken.”

*I sincerely trust: that he is not," declared Medhurst,
who for the moment had forgotten all about Sylvia and Sir
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basiness to her in w0 embarrassing = ition. Aw
offer of marnage may be declined, with soi exprossiuns

M.ymmhl‘:“d regrat 3 bot what s 80 be maid to s man
who avows himuelf a lover, yet abstains from putting himaslf
forward as & suitort

* I can't inmgine are speaking serionaly,’ she said

that you
at length, in defanlt of any better rejoinder.

*I ami us serions as it is possible 1o be, although 1 don’s
wonder at your scopticien,  Falling in love is what nobody
can help ; it may be a blessing or a misfortune, secording to
circumstances ; bot 1 don’t deny that & wan of my age who
falls in love with m girl of yours deserves to be lnughed at.’
. Afo_hm pothing to do with it,’ returned Muriel; * look
st Sylvia and Sir Harry Brewster | Unly—'

M nli if [ wern five and twenty, that woolda't help me ¥
‘Well, that may or may not be so: onecan't tell. [n any
event, I am quita aware that I am not the right person of
whom I was speaking just now, and I only mentivned my
cana by way of an example and illustration. liowever,
sinee I have mentioned it, I shan't make matters worss by
dwelling upon it for one minnts more. There is s sort of
satisfaction, which 1 amn snre you won't grodge me, in tell-
ing {on what I believe to be the trath, thas nobody ecan
ever Jove you more than 1do. I won't aay that nobody
will ever love you mn mneh, becanss that would be non-
sense, I_auuppm; but I want yon, if you will, to let me be

our friend atill aod to remember that if at any time [ can
of service to you, you will do me the greatest of kind-
hessen by telling me so. 1 shall be quarterad at Colchester
for the next two years_in all probability.  Now I'll say no
more about mysell. I wonder whether I have comforted
you at sll by letting you into my secret.’

By this time Muciel had d her self-p and
was able to frame something in the shape of a fitting reply.
She did not say that Colonel Medbursi's avuwal had com-
forted her, nor did she thiak it worth while to point ount to
him how wide he was of the mark in his estiinate of her re.
quir ta ; bub she d him that she was not ungrate-
Tul for the high compliment that he had paid ber, and she
e;ﬂfpregqed the hope which evar{ woman who rtefuses an
offer is bowod to express, that he would scon meet with

Harry Brewster and who was decidedly of opinion that a

riion of Miss Wentworth’s heart ought to be reserved for

esa general gnrposes; *it in easy to eerve one's fellow-

ereatores withont taking vows or wearing a poke-bonmet,
and though the life of a Sister of Charity may be the best
for some exceptional persons, I am sure it can’t be the bheat
for everybody.” :

‘ Exaetly so, I faneied .myself an exceptional person,
whereas [ am nothing of the sort it appears. Yon and Mr
Compton may have judged me quite correctly ; Lut I can't
pretend to feel exhilarated by your jadgment, and that is
ouer éason why I don’s so very mnch” object to leaving the
conuntry.’ '

‘T understand,” gravely obaerved Colonel Medhurst—
who, however, did not understand in the least. *I am
sorry that yon should have been disappointed ; but I con-
fess | shan't be sorry if your disappointment causes you to
give up the notions that youo have . I wish you weren’t:
polng away though 3

* Thank you ; bat I ehould imagine that there ean hardly
ba another individual in London whose abseace would be
less noticed or less regretted. I am taking with me the
only two human beings who want we; and it is doubtful
whether even they are conscions of wanting me. There's
no uge in wondering ; still I do wonder for what possible
purpose I can have been aent into tha world '

Colonel Medhurst was deeply and honestly in love; but
pethaps he had passed the ageat which lovérs are blind to
any absurdities that ean be uttered Ly the objects of their
adoration, 'All that,’ he exrlaimed, langhing, ' because
Compton is wise enongh and kind encugh to forbid you
taking a leap in the dark.”

*No; not beeause of that, but becanse T feel that T am
nsalesa and that I always shall be useless. You, being o
man, can’t nnderstand what [ mean or what there is to
make such a fuss about. A man has his profession ; if he
doesn’t distingaish himself in it, at least it gives him work,
and perhaps he doesn’t pasticularly care §bout being dis-
tinguished. But women-—or, at all events, women who are
like me—muat either be something out of the ordinary or
else nothing at all. Is it a sign of inordinate vanity or
ambition that I can’t submit very cheerfully to the prospect
of being nothing at all?’

‘Tt is certainly no sign of vanity, and there isn’t any-
thing to be ashamed of in ambition.” Oaly I should like to
convinee you, if I could, that the prospect before yon is not
in the lesst what you say it is.’

Muriel shook her b ‘I'm afraid you won’t be able to
do that,’ ssid she,

*Tll have & try, aoyhow, thoogh T know that in about
an hout's time I nlvm'll repent of having said what [am goin
to say, Now, Miss Wantworth, what is the matter with
you i9 just this—isa's 1t 7—that you think nobody cares for

on. wonldn't for the world accuse you of a yeaming to
loved, which [suppose yon would considar a very maudlin
and school-girlisk sort of sentiment ; bub when you come to
think of it, it amonnts to pretty much the same thing, and
it’s & wish which is common to all mortals whether they ad-
mit it or not.  You say you waaot to bs of use? but’isen’t
yoar real meaning that you want to feel yourself essential
to somebody or other’s happiness ¥

‘To the best of my 'berief. I ooly mean what I say,’
answered Muriel * But My Compton has put me out of 8l
conceit with myeelf, and if you demoustrate to me that I
am a humbu§ you won't astonish me. Well; to whose
hapaineuu am [ essential ¥

¢ Uh, only to mine, so faras I koow ; but my reason for
making that ridiculous eonfession—because of course it is
rather ridiculous—isthatit maysupgestconsolatoryinferences
to you. If, without making any effort to do a0, and indeed
withont the faintest suspicion of what you have done, yon
can win the heart of an elderly wall-seasoned colonel of
cavalry and can reduce him to such a condition of idiccy
that he worahips the very ground yon traad wpen; doesn’t
it meeru to follow that you can win othar peuvple’s henrts,
easily enough! Uther people, you may bs sure, will turn
up. The right person mnﬁr nat be the first or the second or
the third, but he will make his appsarance some day, and
when he does—well, 1 preaume that youn will feel very grate-
fol to Compton, aod very thankful that you are mot & Sister
of Charity."

Never, perhaps, was a declaration of love worded in s
manner nwre awkward to respond to.  Muriel was gennioely
surprised aud taken aback | but her anooyance was greater
thao her surprisa. Colonel Medhurst, she thought, had no

body more worthy of his sffection than she could pre--
tend 5o be,

He made her fesl somewhat ashamed of her trite phrases
by ignoring them and merely answering that his back was
broad enough for his burden.

‘ Aa you said just now, & man has always his profession,
and I have been volerably lucky in mine, se that there is no
great danger of my being superaunnated. I shall reconcile
myself to my late somehow or other, and 1 hope and think
that you will reconcile yonrself to yours. Only, if 1 might
aak & small favour of yon, it woulg be that you will allow
me eredit for knowing my own miud.’

She might have retorted that that was more than he had
been willing to allow her; but she did not, and she cried a
little miter he had gone away. [t was not that she re-
gretted the refusal which he had taken for granted ; she dil
not ‘love him, asd for marriage in the abstract she had no
inclination, Btill it seemed a great pity that she could not
be eatisfied with what- wonhF anticfy the generality of
‘women, and she was ntore sorry fur herself than she was for
the man who had pro:laimed lis ability to reconcile himself
0 his fate,

To grumble becanse one differs fromn the vest of one's
n;iwecies is, no doubs, & form of complaint to which the resty
of the species find it ditlicult to listen with patience ; yet
we, who enjoy the blesei of being place, should
not be too hard upon those who do not share onr advan-
tages, Afterall, they are not to blame. Their peculiarities
result from heredity or from the conformation of the skull
or from some canse for which punr human nature cannat be
held responsible, and we are stiil as far aa ever from being
able to answer that queer question, * Did this man sin or his
parents that he waas born blind ¥

CHAPTER XV

THE avarnge young Englishman of the present period is, aa
all fair-minded observers willacknowledge, equal aa regards
wanly attributes to his predecessora. He is probubly not
much more ofalool than theyused to be; if he cannotbe said to
have made any great advance npon their intellectunl level,
he seems to have scored & point or two againet them in a

hyeical sense, and when called upon 4o fight he is seldom
vund wanting. There are, of course, exceplions ; but the
smooth shaven rseudo- aportamen of to—du{’ are not more
rtepresentative of their clasa than were the nudrenrys of &
former epoch, and & fair proportion even of these, it may
be, formed of mnre solid stulf than might ba inferred from
their manners and appearance.

It was for instance, far more poor Johnny Hill's misfor-
tune than his fanlt that the greater part of his time was
apent in lcating aimlensly about the streets of London, that he
waas & frequenter of munsie-halls, n diligent realer of sporting
papers and that he did what in hini sy to earn the enviable
reputation of being no end of & dog. [n early life one must
neede have ambitions of one kind or ancther, and that his
had taken this pomewhat ignoble form was chisfly due to
circumatances beyond his control. His home was in Lon-
don ; he was very well oft'; he had passed through public
achool and uaiversity life without baving the good luck to
secure any frionds whose friendship was worth possewsing ;
he had a mother who wurshippad him and of whease wisdem
&od knowledge he entertained, by one of those strangs per-
versiliea for which there is no a¢counting, an exalted opinion:
finally, he waa rather stupid and wnaffectedly hnmble.
Something might have been made of him it he had been put
into the army; but novhing was likely to be made of him
now excapt an oaf—which “indeed was the unHastering de-
scription that was too often given of bim by his acyuaint-
ances.

It was the deacription that hal always been given of
him by Miss Sylvia Wentworth, to whom io all probabilivy,
he would never have dreamt of raising his eyes, had he oot
been urged thereto by maternal anxiety, Mrs Hill rather
liked being told that her son balonged tv & [sst set, aml her
pride was gratifisd when slie heard that he was upnn terins
of intimacy with certrin haram-scarum young noblemen ;
but as ehe did oot wish him to ruin himself, even in aristo-
cratic company, she hiad made up her mind that tie best
thirg to do was to provide him aa speedily as might be with
& charmiog wife, by whoss aid he might hope to achieve
social amccesses of & loss parilons ovder.” Tt wan by hey innti-
gatlon he had begun to pay his addresses to Sylvie, and of



