
showed mehehad thecharacterof being eccentric. Iwas sorry for
this, though notmucljisurprised;in my.brief intercourse withhimin
former yearsit was impossibletodeny thathis originality looked in
thatdirection. What didsurprisememuchmore was that, judging
by his ownletters, far from despising moneyhe seemedtocare for it
agooddeal. He tookhis millionsfrom Australia with a very good
grace, andmade noobjection to theproposalsIsubmitted,whereby
alarger revenuecouldberaisedfrom theproperty. And after all,I
sometimes said tomyself, this is butnatural. Men theorise on gold
andlike tocallitdirt, so long as their hands areclear of it; but let
them feel itsmagic touchand the dirtbecomesmarvellouslypleasant.
Levendesires to getasmuch as he justly canfrom his property,and
so do I, andso does everybody. Andyet thesighwithwhichIclosed
my meditations showed me that my imagination hadpainted the"Grant" of former days as something higher and more unselfish in
his aims than

"everybody."
Then there wasanother thing that struckme as odd. A yearor

twoafterIcame to Glenleven Ibecame a Catholic. Ihad never
thought much of these subjects in early youth;but many things
which. 'Grant.had said had gone home;and the impressions first
received fromhim weredeepenedinAustralia. There, for the firsttime,Isaw the Catholic religion at full work. Ifeltits mastery ovor
souls,its reality as a Divinepower, and to that power Isubmitted.
Itwas onlynatural for me to imagine that the Catholic Duke of
Leven woiildhavebeenleader of his co-religionists inEngland. I
had the English papers, Catholic and Protestant, sent out to me
prettyregularly, andafter my conversionIlooked with some eager-
ness to see whatparthe took in parliamentary debates on questions
affecting Catholics;and in the reports of Catholic meetings about
Catholic interests, education questions,workhousequestions, church-
buildingquestionsand therest,Ilookedfor his nameandIgenerally
lookedinvain. Inmy perhapsromantic imaginings about his pro-
bable courseIhad picturedhim as'thefounder of benevolentinstitu-
tions through the length and breadthof thekingdom;Ithought he
would acquirea distinguishedname andachievegreat things for the,
poor and labouring classes;but,if hedid so, thepapers, atany rate
hadnothing totell meabout it.' Thereis nodenying, it was a dis-
appointment,butIgradually grewused toregard the whole subject
as one on which the fancy of youthhadcheatedms withits wonted
delusions;and whois there whoreaches middle life who has not to
lookback at one time or other athaving been the slaveof his imagi-
nation ?
Ireturned, then, toEngland, spending a weekor twoinLondon

before going down to Oakham, where my parents still lived;for
thoughmy father's agehad obligedhim togiveuphispostas steward
into younger hands, the duke would not hear of his leaving the
Grange. Mary had become the wife of Charles Oswald,a smallsquire
of theneighbourhood,and wasstillableto bea gooddealof comfort
toher father andmother, and to find an ample sphere for all her
capacitiesof usefulness. Inreturning to Oakham, therefore, Iwas
still returning home, thoughIhadformed noplansastomyownfinal
settlement.

InLondonIfoundplenty of old friends to welcome me, not,
perhaps, the lesskindly, from thefact thatrumour had credited me
withhaving brought home an Australian fortune. Some of those
whomIhadleft just entering on their profession, had fought their
way tolegal eminence,andsomehadearned their silken gowns and
a certainshare of reputation.

Sir Clinton EdwaTds. thebrother of ourOakham vicar, was now
a judge,andathis tableImet a group of men more or less distin-
guished inthe worldof politicsandof letters. The worldhas many
phases, somemore, and someless pleasant to come in contact with.
A Londondinner-room, filled withrefinedandintelligent people,who
know everythingandeverybody worthknowing,is, no doubt, a very
agreeablesample of polite society;but mark well this truth, dear
reader,itis still the world,andanything-higher andbetter thanwhat
savoursof theworld, you must not look to extract from its conver-
sation. Sir Clintonhad a fancy for well-mixedvariety in his com-
pany, so on thepresentoccasion Ihad the good fortune to meeta
Solicitor-General and a Home Secretary, the editor of a popular
philosophicreview (whose theology, by the way, was not predomi-
nantly Christian), twomen of science, and a county member. In-
cludingour hostand myself, we numbered eight. It is needless to
say that our dinner was irreproachable. For the passing momentI
foundmyself a lion ;for thegayestand wittiest circles so soon ex-
haust the sources of their gaiety, that any person who, for one half-
hour, canstimulate a newcuriosity, may calculate for exactly that
space of timeonenjoying a fair amount of popularity.

The conversationinsuch a circle was as graceful and varied as
the forms in a kaleidoscope. Home politics, the state of the
colonies,Hapirock's last pamphlet on the Council of Ephesus, the
vicar of Oakham's long promised,and recently published work on
Roman Antiquities, the last cartooninPunch,andtheUniversity boat
race, all passedinreview, till for my sinsIfell intothe hands of the
philosophiceditor,who was, of course, profoundly ignorant of:the
creed of his next door neighbour. He was engaged on an article
whichaimed,Iwill not say at proving men to be well-developed
monkeys, forIhavenever foundthat writers of this particular class
everaim atproving anythingwhatsoever,butat throwingoutpleasant
theories of the possible probability of their being nothing better.
The intellectualinferiority of the Australianaborigines was thepoint
onwhichIwassubjected tocross examination,andevery factelicited
wasbagged by my tormentor for future editorial purposes. But the
countymember whosat oppositecharitably stepped in tomy relief."Itell you what,1Ford,"he said, when he could get in, a word,"you needn't go toAustralia to look for intellectual inferiority ;no,
nor for savages either,nor for that matter for heathens;you'll find
the whole stock-in-tradeready forinspectioninagood many of out
manufacturingtowns, onlynobody comes toinspect them.""Very true," said Sir Clinton;" when Iam LordChancellor.I
shallintroduce abill forobliging allmembers of Parliamenttospend
one calendar month in a, colliery district, say Bradford, for in-
stance. '

/
""

(From tJia Irish Monthly.)

CHAPTER IV.r— continued."Not quiteso long as you think," said Sir John; "Ibelieveit is
not so very long since theheir of Oakham has beenwithin thesevery
walls.""Not Grant!

"
evclaimedmy father;"no,not possible!""Ay, not onlypossible,butmostcertain," said Sir John; "Win.

fcCkjant Carstairs,only sonof Lord Carstairs, and grandson of the old
of Leven. His father never took the ducal title, and even

droppedthat of Carstairs whenhe settled in Australia ;.butIhave
indubitableproof thatMr. Grant, of Glenleven, was really theman-;
indeedit was wellknownin the colony, whenIwas governor. Car-
stairs died abouta yearago, andhis sou,this William Grant Carstairs,
is really Dukeof Leven. He came to England >to pay off the last
remnants of his grandfather'sdebts, as hecould not do this -without
puttinghimself in communicationwiththe Commissionof Creditors,
of whichIamchairman,Ibecame acquainted with his real name
andhistory."

"ThenMary wasright,"Imuttered to myself, while Sir John,
continued:"

We shall placethenecessary evidence of these facts before the
right tribunals, and, meanwhile, Mr. Grant must be communicated
with.""

HeleavesEnglandina fortnight," said my father."" He will donosuch thing," said Sir John. "It will be a case
for thelords, andhe will,no doubt,have a subpoena to appear and
give evidence."

Itall happened as he said ; there was no difficulty about the
proofs of identity, for therehadneverbeen any concealment of the
fact,and everyonein Queenslandknew well enough who "Grant of
Glenleven"really was, and whyhe chose to drop the family name
andducal title. Then as to the heirship, that was.equally plain.
There werebut twomale branches of the family, of both of which
Grant was now the sole surviving representative. When all this had
beensifted and proved, and every legal form gone through which
could be demanded by the House of Peers or Doctors Commons,
then, andnot till then, did Grant consent to reappear at Oakham,
andreceive fromthe executors of the lateearl all that wasnecessary
toconstitute himits master. Ittook more than a year to effect all
this;andwhen at last the day was fixed for the new duke to take
possession,not Oakham only, butthe entire county preparedto give
him a worthy reception. Ihad my share of the law business,
and went down to assist my father in the heavy work which the
occasion brought on him. Ishall not easily forget it. All the
gentlemen of the countyhad assembled there,.lords and baronets;
butIneednot give a list. There were triumphal arches and pro-
cessions of school children, and the Koxburgh Volunteers and a
dozencarriages to meet him at the station. Iremembered how at
that same stationhehadstood alone a year before, looking in vain
forsomeone tocarryhisbag totheWhiteLion;Iremembered that,as
Isaw him now step on to the platform, and shake hands with the
Marquisof Exborough,andwhenIheardthe loudcheersthatgreeted
him. How thebells rangout as the arrayof carriagesdrove through
the village! What a bright gala day it was! The old family
restored toOakham, the oldproperty givenback to the eighth Duke
ofLeven.

ButIdon't intend todwell onall this further. When the fuss of
the grand reception was over, he sent for me.to come to him."Aubrey," he said,"whatis tobe doneabouttheAustralianbusiness ?
Harrykeepsonpressing for someone to go out. Can you find me
anywhereanhonestman witha clear head,andI'll engage he shall
makehis fortune."
Ithought, andIhesitated."Will yougo yourself?hesaid at last. "Mind,Idon't ask you

to go ;butif you decide onacceptingthepost,Ibelieve youwill not
regret it."
Iconsultedmy father, andheurgedme toaccept the offer. There
didnot seemmuch chance of makingmy fortuneby Englishlaw,and
so, to make a long story short, before Christmas Ileft England,
whither, as things turnedout,Ididnot return for tenlongyears that
werefull of changes.
Ihavenointention, dear reader,of troubling you with my per-

sonalhistory during that eventfulperiod, Itwas a busy part of my
life,and thedukewas right insaying thatIshouldnot regret it. My
concern just now is to tell youmy friend's story and not my own;

■^idmy ten years in Queensland were certainly not without their
■Hftilityin advancinghis interests. Iwon't bind, myself to saytoaTfhilling the sums whichIsent overtoEngland astheproduce of his

gold fields at Glenleven, butHarry Gibsonhadnot been far wrongin
calculatingtheirvalue atmillions. Ifanyone will bear inmind the
fact (which is a fact) that inthose ten years,theproduce of gold in
thisone colony exceeded £.14,000,000, they will easily understand
whatmust havebeen the valueof a single property which extended
oversome thousands of acres;for whenLordCarstairs first settledin
the country anenormous tractof sheep-feeding landcouldbebought
for acomparative trifle.

My owninterests, of course,werenot forgotten; theduke'sterms
weremore thanliberal;and, when the whole estatehadbeen finally
disposedof,Iwas able toreturn to England a wealthyman. One
commission, entrusted tome by 'the duke, spoke well for his heart;
it was the removal toEngland ofhisparents'remains,whichhadbeen
laid to restin the little cemetery ofBallarat.

YetIown there weresome things in my home correspondence
which gavemea secret anxiety. Much wassaid inpraiseof thenew
duke,of his generosity, hismanly principles,his care forhisproperty
andhis tenants;but expressionswerenow and thendropped which
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