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ANDREW GOOUDFELLOW: A Tale of
1505, Hoelew H. Watson (Mrs. Her-
bert A, Walson)., — Maemillan and
Lo, Lomndon.

new author
with ore
and

The  first essay of a
will  wlwayvs Dbe  read
or  less  critical  interest
oity; as by  criticism, eulogistie
4 wdverse, ita claim to pepular
favour st be assuved. And this book
oi A<, Watson’s should win popularity,
nat only for the subject matter of it,
but dor the delightfully fresh simple
style in whish it is written, and which
was clutractenistic of the early pare of
the I8th century. The seene is laid in
Pltymouth, sl the story opens at the
tie  when  all  England, fignratively
speaking, was up in avws, and deter-
mined. by help of ** the wunr of the hour ™
(howl Nefson). to teach Napoleon Hona-
parta sueh s lesson that any further
atbempt to Juvade Engluud would seem
Lath impossible and undexieable.  That
Fogland's snccess was more largely due
to the wonderful mesmerie influence that
Nelson had over everyone with whom
he ¢nme in touch, personnlly or by de-
puly. than to the strepgth or efficiency
of ottt navE, 8 a matter of history, and
newls no reeapitulition; but the author
gives such a pleasing explanation of wlat
wis joculavly amd affectionntely termed
inihe navy the “Nelsgn touch,” that its
deiinition will not come amiss to the
Teader,

“Amdl what,” usked Tworvothy, s the
ex meavitg of (he Nebson toneh 2
Fhe Captain lagshed,  "Whe has hoea
¥ou about the “‘Nelson ioueh™?
phease savours o little of the thea-
hmt il expresses a gasd deal nevers
E guke it that It stande for that
of enthusizs which, wnder Lot
Temul, hespires the whale serviee
kes It act as one man. It Is lke
R which in 1he old firecinn rcaces
auded on tmrning from dne runner
r. lu (his manner the race never
toreh uever buret itgelf ouwt. It
‘it whilch sevmis to tooell the youn-
thau w»s ebders.  Ef makos
the Jave of counlry, the luve
uuyihine in the sbape wof
g they loug for
that ton,  Awdrew  GoodEellow. - the  littde
Dievtewant, as we call Who—-te [ take if,
B gual example of what the ‘Nelson touel®
can eoof o man™
wente Al how did he acquire

inlking to

Fhe

af tiod
#elfaulvanceneni, greatly

Liefarre

e was aue of that happy band  af
Fiuigsi wost of thom seus af ol per-
faal Triends. shom Nelson eived antne
puarier-deck of the Acame v when Tlie
cave thein (he three plecos af mlviee that
everyholy Las heand of ~To imglleitly vy
wrders; to cansider cvery o A eneny
that spoke Hl of the King e n Freneh-
wman ke the davil —aoban 4

Ao julgieen.”’

The hero of the story. Andvew ond-
follow™ was. in the inenth of May, 1805,
on bnard hi< ship, Queen Charlotte, Tving
in Plymouth ock. watting fer com-
nards fraon naval headgoarcters to join

Ahe Nlect thal was to drive the French
frome the Chanmel, and decide o adl
time Fng suprenuiey of the =sea.
That time haugs beavily on the lands of

A seiwan in port is proverhial, aml Lieu-
tenant Croumlfellow. to relieve the tedibam
fpenl it miaeh of his thae as possible at
the Dhowse af Miss Marin 1rake (a de-
Fermdant ot that fumous seamen, Captain
Fruneiz Draked. whose fumily had bes
eome =0 impoverisfied that she had ven-
tured into trade, aml was at this date
flunvis sdingely, mot  anly  sap-
porting herself in aRluence, It gilaa her
Wrather domethan, aud her sister, Sallie
Drake, Mo yewrs before this story
opens, anolier si=ter (Musam) hwl con-
travted A seeret mnrringe with a0 yonng
nuval oflicer named fovel, Sogon after
theiv maviimge they areeed to scpureate,
Khe, wnhoown to hine inigining thers
wits watelhing  irregulur alout their
renilecing it not atrictly legal
ride  forbde Ler mentioning  this o
Lawel, us she thougbl the ervor was in-
S0 they separuted, he makinge

] v for her. ad mot after-
warids trgubling, also through wounded
t:idr. aug wlhai befel liis quomlam wife
yoml the lagt that she still Mived, in

curi- -

due time a child was born, Dorothy
Lovel, the heovine of the siory. Of the
birth of thin child Lovel was unaware,
“ M. Lovel” as she was ealled, bronght
up this chitd very carefolly aml tenderly,
and at the time the story opens, Dorothy
Lovel was of the type of which the poet
wrote wlen he peoned the lines: * As
sweet a3 Knglizh air cap make her,”
aml not only sweet. Imt unnusually in-
telilgent, accomplizlted and  high-bred.
Mrs. Lovell bad for some time been an
invalid, and with some prescience of her
appreaching death, told her daughter a
weeret that she bad long kept, namely,
ihat she was Lacdy Doruthy Lovel, dangh-
ter of His Grace tie * Duke of Middle-
sex.”  After her mother’s death Dorothy
went to live with her aunt, Maria Drake,
and there mot 2t a Rhakespearian read-
ing. given by lier aunt, Andrew Good-
fellow, amd Anstin King, o yeung jour-
nalist who luul made 2 grveat reputacion
for limself in jowrnalism, and as the
aunthor of several very celever novels,
notally “fhe Westons.” King., on see
ing Durothy, falls. in love with her, to
the great griet and indignation of Sallkie
Prake, with whom King has bad some
love passanges, Ambition plays a very
unworthy purt in Wing's love, and he

dees  not  seruple to -use under-
hand " pieans  to  win  and  marry
her. He discovers  beyomd  doult
that Dorothy's mother was  legally

wayried, and has ebtained from Corrytons
Ciflord ehureh, where Dorothy's mother
was nmrried, docwnentary proof. - And
Dorothy cowmits the same ®Tor her
moiler cobunitted, a secred marrviage,
The wedding over. they part at the
church dloor, he zoing back to his office,
she  returuing  with “Constance King,”
King's sister, to his home at Corvyton-
Giflonl. In the eonversation that en-
sues, Dorothy discovers that it is Con-
stance, and not Au-tin King, who has
wriften the articles that lave made
King's rveputation. In a ilash Dorothy
soew the nttor unworthiness of King and
reatises tie impaossibility of ever living
with him.

T & woament, the seales had fallen from
Wwer eyes, diszeloxinge 1 hideous falseness
of Lhe man she had prook=eld to loye, hon-
our, nud obey, Mis handsame face secned
16 her uew bt o griuuing skuli from whick
she turned wiih horrifled lathing: the hand
which lzdd peesaed L «h Lad placed
the rimgd upen ber i v e o bony

skeleion whose  zrip death—moral 5T
Tt physical death? icture, IF you can,
this  pau s(ill ns ¥et In her eigh-
Towent U year, whit up in the teo preat

Neily and sineerity, abielded
life fream  ull that ceulik
taint her sl or destroy her helief S the
waminess of puoy, fealbed in babits of the
WesE nnde fing trarh; swddenly eonfront-
ml by thi vk slewme of hypoersy and
Talzobhocd, Wrought fnta sach ¢lose eontnst

vivhies of
threugheut

witle it thiat It was to become bone of her
b

Hesth of her tHesh! The firdt reugh
ing In ler Ve bad Leen that half
My lier moibher) of ber
v othen, throngh Sallle’s wn-
ilre forther knowledge

men was not glven that divine
whlcl #he had Twen tanght to
n frminine hirthright—and aow

syl by

(UNEE]

YAy Gl ghie er
Jivhge deaihl Tl
me from this by
Bold of mie; s
of my own

e bl dlecelved hee, Wed to her, fm-
posed upon her neent eredulity, mocked
at Lee childike teust, merely tu irap her
A% A Towler draps the LIl e menus to
destroy!  He Tind Jived a long 1fe of derep-
o, so deep (hat even bls sinter, poot givl
sfter many s of  cenuintonsbip had
Cailed Lo fathon it

Where dld hla falsenens enl?
aiher waya hind he deceived hee?
wle conld perjure bis noul [LKe
conlil Hye, FeATE, Gl N
ALY nal belng o lilm, Feaphs where he
Dk nit wowell, Reing, with  contewptille
namness, hle sistec's talent e ordee  to
mn Lor hlmmedt # name thnt be dld not
alewerve, winulig the affectlon of an Ine-
it gleh by nomusn artinee, fie what greatee
Insciens milght he pat have atonped?

There wore aoral wins, deejwr even thai
thin, of whone exiktence ke only vaguely

. “Anve me from this
tand reiease

X at s taken
¢ frow the congequences

In what
A man
that, whu
Aalfon thut

knew, wilbant fully compreheanting:  d5d
Nin wilekednesy Te thesne Rallle!
et Why

ute & mecret mur-
Dape use might he nnt
uuw that she was hils,

‘Tn whot
deelre {0 put ber,

bidy aud menl? Yew, unt even ber sond ruokl
wacape; she felt It,  She fely already toe
Inaldinus streagih of him  will, enfolding
her uy n the epil of the serpeal.  RHhe
shrombd never be able e ewrape the power
of his manterful willt He wonld crush her
ito Auhjeceion. - Hiewly, bii by bit, <be
could mee hernelf yleldivyg to hl, sharleg
in hbs deveptions. untll Lypoerlny  became
part aml purcel of her own nature as well

. an of his

At that moment she heard on the stairs
t Leige of Conslance’'s descending  foot-
minnte she wonkll be

i *1 her own fntore life
of Fraw have hegun. No,
she would aet. oulik neat whlehl him
at the rxpense of her own honone!  Bhe had

aever leved hlw, Dndd lirtle fool that ahe
zn_nd'l,:-uz, unl tow alic louthel and hated

Tl

The deslre to be alone, to think the mat-
ter out te 'S desperale close, selxed her.
dhe sfepped thraugh the open  wiudow,
erogged the iawan. glliled with the mys of
ihe Lessed Soetewdwr san, harbioger of
Trutt fime and harvest; she fuand herselt
clnse to the wicket gate thut opened on
to the road leading to the river.

Jie vhver!  Ah, there at least could be
fonwiul safety aud peace for those whe were
sl of heart.  No defiuite fdea fiited her
mind, bur only a0 haif-formed, shadowy
fevling tlat slie maes=t somehow escape from
Ehe bouduge of dichononr that ewthralled
ler.

The lateh yielded to her impatleat, trem-
blivg fingers; she pssed put, cloacd the
gate hehing ber and Hed down the lane, any-
where, anywhere, so long as she mlght
eur the contamlnaclng tuach that already
s¢cenied ta chelw her.

Bhe  went bllwdly forward 1In her
stwnbling, hasty Aieght, unifl «he had nearly
reached the fout of the lane; the piacid
breost of the sllvery Tamar invited her,
nay, evedn hited her forward,

Hhe hastened ber footsieps to meet it; one
maeve eurve of the rold awd she should bhe
withio slzht of her haven of rest. She
turued the coruer and there, im the road-
way, slowly footineg his way uwp the hil,
was Amdrew Gowdfellow, dear, Rind Aodrew
Good ow]

The poor, forlorn,
stretched out her bands o him
1, auick ery of disteess. .

“Tell me,” she .cried wildily, *tel]l e,
Anifrew, i8 thrre such a thing &8 faith agd
freth In waeny”

He took beth her hands In EBis very
quietly oud gently.

“What is it¥’ e asked. “Only tell me
what Is the watter, nud what brings you
here alune and anprotecied ¥’

My dod!’ she cried, hursting fnio
trars, “save e If you cai; 1 am narried
to a vllain, and LIS mne is Austin Klog!''

And save her Andrew Goodfellow did.
Always impecunions, on aecount of hia
great gemerosity. he has not the where-
withal to send Dorothy to London to her
faiher, whom he rightly thioks js her
natwal proteetor, -«nd whem be thinks
has only to see Dovothy to love her. On
going to Miss Maria to obtain the npeees.
sary funds for Dorothy’s journcy, he
tinds that lady hus departed with King,
to seck the fugitive, aud so ail hope of
aid from that «uarier has vanished. In
despair, and as a last resource, he sells
a packet of Jetters that have heen writ-
ten to him, at different intervals of his
life. hy Lerd Nelson; the Nelson sand
Goodfcllow families being intimately ac-
quainted. anfl which lie values a3 he
vahies Lia life il hononr. The sale
effect ., Porothy is safely escorted to
Londom by “Proetor” (an old and trust-
worthy man-o™wars-man) with instrue-
tiona to put up at the Tashionable hos-
telry of those days, the “White Horse
Cellars,” and thers wait until Dovrotly’s
aunt could arrive. Miss Drake arrives
a day after Dorothy, aceompanied by
Andrew, and they immediately write to
the Duke asking for an appointment on
important husiness. Afier asevera]l re-
pulses Andresw duternines to waylay the
Duke in the I'ark. but instead manages
to get sprech witie the Duke of Clarence,
to whom he tells hia story, and sucezss-
fully eulists his help in  the matter,
which js remdered all the more readily,
as the Prince had bern one of the wit-
nesses of the wedding and had remem-
bered the bride®s beauly. doon efter
this Dorathy in hir room at the lotes
was trying on sundry dainty wearving ap-
pavel, with which the room was strewed,
and having attired herself in a deinty
brown pPli‘?‘F&E trimmed with sable, which
empliasised the whiteness of her skin,
aml surmounting it with a creation of
pink roses, and graeeful plumes, rshe
turned round to bespeak the admiration
thut she knew would be given by her
aunt aml Andrew, when the donr was
thrown open, and “His Grace the Duke,
ami Her rnee, the Duchess, of Mididles

sex,” were anuounced.

broken-hearted chitd
with a

It wan too Inte to retrest. ton Inte to do
anything.  Andrew sl Mixd Marin sbrank
atmaltunieously apd Justlneglvely bRck Joloe
the shmtowy eorver of  the room; and
Imrolhy Lavel stowl ronfronting the father
#Whee hod never met Lefuree For n moment
ahe rald nethlag. .

The Durhess lookad nt her hurhand; her
duivk womsnty Ihetinet vewd. better than
elther nf them conld read for thelsselves.
the feellog etruegling 1 both thely hearts:
fn the girl, reseptment, Jeralty 1o ber
wnther, together wilh the deslre to Lellere

in Miws mow, and te forglve the past; M
Ihe man. sEnoyamct, pride, amd] the m
membrince of & pasalon that had beed
the deepest thing e had ever held fer
Lim—while i Iaated.

Twp thonghts: "eh, hé loved her onced
thea!’* the other, “ihe girl moxt Dbe 'like
her mother,” cut Nke the awifl, deep prick
of & stillette lato her heart; and then &
nohle msgonulinity closed aud hesled the
wortnd ax suon us It wis mode,

Bhe stepped forward and held ont lwe
mutherty arms, that had mever till that
mement learnt the trick of motherhood.

oAy dewr,” she seld, In her aoft, beantd-
o, “your father apd I have coms
n our doughter. Dorotky, his Doro-
thy, and mive fou, If Fou will saffer me (o
be a wsther to yon”'

She took her tn her mrms apd klssed
her, ikl then passed her oo to the Duke,

It s diflicalt to eny what the Duke's sen~
sulims  wonld have Dbeen had he fomnd
himgelf emnfrontsd by a buxnm  eountry
lnsa, claiming consnngulnlty, with & west
conntry-drawl; worse still had she been
sowe town-bred nilws, with an afectation
of greutiiliy served up with a miuring
gerenl. But here wes o daughter of whony
apy Wl might be prowml, beautiful, un~
affected, with that natoru! grace rhat comes
with & fine lnatinet and high . breeding.
arisiceratie enoogh e patlsfy even his fas-
thlicns tuste, a face in which sincerity, b
1elligence, cultivation and  aorrow  ba
iraced ihefr lues, soft, firm, indelible. He
hreathed the egolst’'s slgh of satlsfaction
over the furt, Cthat, belonging »s she dLid
te him, she wae ~all right,” a something
to be proud uf, nothing te dlsgrace.

“Love me a littte, Dornthy, and forgive
me if you van for not Enowing yon betuee,””
he said dd he kissed her .

“Blood is thicker than water” and
Dorvothy forgave her father for the suke
of her mother. Austin King made stree-
uous efforts to have the marringe ne-
nowledged, but the Duke managed to
eonvince him that it would be to his in-
terest to give Dorothy her freedom, the
more especiully as the marriage had not
Dbeen consummeted, and when the suit
instituted by King for restitution of
conjuguat rights came on it was l_ost,
partly by veason of Dorothy being a
minor, principally through the alwence

of the plaintiff. THearts are won
jn  the  reoil, and "King. = now
that Dorothy is lost ko him,
munages to make his  peare Wwith

Miss Sallie, who shortly after marries
him, and, having a strong spice of the
Tartan in her composition, Nemesiz may
be said to be specilily on his track, In
the meantime the loves of Andrvew and
Dorothy had Dbeen advancing by leaps
and bounds. The little lientenant could
not remember the time when he had not
laved Dnorothy. The Duke looked oncom-
plaisantiy, satisfied that her happiness
could only Le that way, The Puchess
was as 3 wmaother to her. But fate had
decreed that tlese true lovers shoubd
never know wedded Thappiness. Now
that Dovothy was safely domiciled,
Goodfellow was anxions to get back to
his duty. Every day the English fleef
was on ihe lookout for the appearance
of the French. and the fale of the na-
tion trembled in the balance. But ona
pleasure be (Aidrew) meant to give
Irimself was to witness Dorothy’s debut
inte society, which was to take place on
the ocesaion  of 1ile presentation of
“Twelfth Nizht” at Drury Lane Theatre
with Mrs, Jordan as Viela. The Drary,
Laite Theatre of tlat time waz the the.
atre of that name built by Sherblan in
1704, It was on account of its vast size,
langhingly dubbed by Mrs. Siddous the
“Wilderness.,”  Aud  a  wilderness it
preved to e fur.peor Sheridan. simee
jt was desiveved by fire in 1842, and
with it went Sheridau’s prosperity. 16
was A nemorable night, this night of
Trorothy's debut. Heated in the Reyal
box was the Urinee of Wales, the "First
Gentleman of Lurope,” exchanging bril.
Tiant small tulk with the riill beautiful
Truchess of Devovshire, and Prau Brum-
mel. In anviler box could be seen the
“Mun of the Ilonr,” Lord Nelson. In
the stalls sat Charles and Cavolice
Tamb, and in front of them Gpie, the
ariist, amd Liv wife. the novelist. Near
them aat “Dear Bavbara B.” and Fanny,
Kelly, the girl actress, searce sixteen,
“with the divine plain face” aml her
friemd Miss Bwirell, “of the Leantiful
voice.”  Mre. Riddens (now  retived),
too war aesent, and seated in Madam
d’Arblay™s box was Dr. Burney and his
ann, Charlea. PBut the theatre for An-
drew only contained two persons, Dore.
thy awt his hero. 'The play over, final
adieus were to he exchanged hetweon
the Ivvers Dbefore they went thelr sepa-
rate ways, the one to follow the path
of duty; the other to wnit—which i
hardest, The mood.hves aver, Androw,
turning away, felt himself touchrd onm
the shouller, and behind him nrtood—
Netion—who tells him that he goes nexd
week to {ake up the eommand of the
Victory, “My Lord!™ Already the lovee
wan forgotten, not forgotten, only more




