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CHAPTER VI—oontinued, " - '

The fawiliar name struck on my ear and ralsed &' host of recollec-
tiens. i !
“ Ah,” snid one of the men of science, *I've’been:down -there
slately, You know the improvement of the minesds,oi ; J
hobbies,” .
" “And not merely mines, isit?” said the scoteayy,;

a good deal of his work among the people.” e U

“Just g0, replied the scientific gentleman, “he'dalvway
thingd; you know it would puszle the caleulating Boy to number his
hobbics ; but the last thing has been the mines, and really his ideas
about ventilation are very creditable.”

“You are speaking, I presume, of the Duke of Leven?” I in-
quired.

» * Ah, yes, you would have known him, of course, before going to
Australia.  Curious history his has been, certainly,”

" Fe is renlly an cxecllent fellow,” said &ir Clinton, but not Joug
for this worlidl, T fear; Inever saw a man ao altered.”

M Well, heix a very good fellow, of course,” mid the county mem-
bery * but he i3 cairying things too far, to my mind,"”

“ How s0? " I ventured to ask.

© W 0h, Idon't know cxaclly ; lives the life of a hormit, which, in
his position is o mistake, and does misehicf; and then he's always
sporting some rocial view or other; setting himsclf a little apainst
the current. One thing, you know, he's a Catholic,”

“ Yes,” observed the second man of science, who 1il! now had
spokgn but litéle, “it's a great pity that. Cuts a man of his standing
so completely cut of everything.  He can’t take his proper place in
general society, parliament, or anywhere.”

v fWell,” began the editor, of all the idictic absurdities a man ean
he puilty of, I should say that was the primesi. I declare it would
junstify o commission of Junacy.”

% I'm afraid that’s the real explanation of the whole thing,” said
the county member looking sagacious, and touching his forehcad ;
‘ there certainly is a tonch in the top story.”

* Tonch or no toueh,” saild Sir Clinton, “he has done wonders at
Bradford, I know it by tbe resnlts at the sessigns,”

“ And may T ask what he has done 1" said the editor, with the
slightest possible tone of sarcasm. )

“Changed the whole system of wages, shat up abont twenty
public-houses, and, really, T don't know how he has mauvaged it, but
they're not so bratalized by half since he's had {he manor, *

“ Andif I am rightly informed (rou'll correct me, of course, if I
amt in error), but I waderstood he had brought over a lot of German
monks amd built them a monastery.”

“ Ak, yes,” sald Bir Clinton, “that’s at Glenleven, oun the moors,
you know. Well, it's ane of his crotchets, and perhaps, not the most,
sensible.”

The secretary shook his head, and looked disgusted < I know

that we shall have to put a stop to all that sort of thing some day,”
he said, “and the sponer the better, in my opinion.”
*  Then the conversation, by an easy change, flowed into foreign
politics, and I was left to digest all I had heard, and form my own
conclestons. Was Leven really o little touched ! Was he unpopu-
lar? Or wag he dying? Had his ten years of boundicss means pro-
duced as their whole result an improved system of wages and mine
ventilation, and the building of a monastery? And diud he fritter
away his genius and his undoubted powers in a guick succession of
profitless hobbies !

1 should go down next day to Oakbam and judge for myself,
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CHAPTER VIL
RETURNING HOME.
My first week at Oakbham was given to my family. I had to be intro.
duced to my new brother-in-law, Oswald, who bad brought Mary over
from Exdale Manor, that we might all be once more together.  The
duke bad been called away to 8cotland, and, to tell the truth, I wag
not sorry to have time and opportunity for rectifying my ideason the
new order of things before meeting him, My father proaised him
highly, for was he not a Leven? That single fact sufficed for him;
nor wourld I have disturbed the simplicity of his loyalty to the repre.
sentative of the old family by so much as a question, My mother had
u special kindness for him, only regretting that he had never married,
AMr. Edwards, as courtcous and barmonious as ever, fully seconded
her regrets, and suggested that the influence of a refined and affec-
tionate wife might have softened something of that austerity of char-
agter which he humbly conceived was out of tune with the century,
His eurate, the Bev, Wilfred Enowles, who kappened to be present,
said nothing, but I thought he leoked a good deal, and on inquiry,
T found that the curate held more advaneced views than the vicar, and
was Eupposed to have what Mrs, Edwards termed “ monastic tenden.

All this explained but little. Oswald informed me the gencral
impression in the county was that his polities were revolutionary ;
bat the solitary fact in support of this theory appeared to be that his
firat act on coming to Oakham had becn to lower his farmers’ rents on
condition that they raised the rate of their labourers’ wages. Mary
said it was nll malice, and that they did not understand him,  She
evidently was his wanm fricnd. and her husband declared that she did
wiwat she liked with him.

On the third day after my arrival, T stmolled up to the park in
company with Oswald, and could not help observing with a little
surprise that the pincries and forcing-houscs kept their ground, ang
had even apparcntly received some additions, I inquired for my old
friend Jones, but found he had departed, and that his place was filled
by ong of a yqunger generation,

.| hospitals.

.
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1 half cxpeeted he would have made a clean sweep of all this,”

I said “he used to inveigh agaiust it all as thengh grapes ir June had
‘beén one of the deadly sins.”
< AR gnid Oswald, that wos Mary's doing.  She snggested to
him that if he did not choose to grow grapes and apricots for his owa
table, he would be doing a good work to grow them for other people
andl:that they wweuld be like gifts from paradise if he sent them to the
Ho now every week they are packed up and sent to the
Exborpugh Infirmary, and the Connly Hospital, and half-a-doren
 other institations, not to sperk of his own affair that he has founded
at Brodfgrd.”

" #Redlly that was a bright idlen of old Mary's,” I said; “who
-would eyer bave thought of her tnking the command in that style? ™
: Qi“?ﬁfﬁnd, she gets her own perguisities, 1 believe,” sald Oswald,
- with whigh she makes bappy all the sick people of the neighbour-
Hood, £

Y
s How.abgut the orchids? ™ I asked, vather maliciously.

% Oh, ds to them, you had better ask Verney.,” And so saying, he
led the way'to a small enclosure where » young and intelligent-look-
ing manwas superintending the packing of various cases of fruit and
flowers, I locked at the rich fruit. ne longer grown for show or
luxury, and folt pleased to think of its altered destination.  * Amned
the fiowers 7" I nsked, amazed at the guantity which were being
delicately pnecked in a cool moss, about to be carried off to the
station,

“To PBradiord, sir, and Homchester.” repliedd Verney, the head
gardencr, ¥ and one or iwo other missions, Thursday will be Corpus
Chrivi, and they use n wonderful quantity of flowers,”

“1m!™ Ithought; * T sce all about it ; what used {o go to the
dinner-table and the ball-room Lie seteds o the hospital med the altas.
Well, that is liko old Grant ;" and it gave me a glow of pleasure.

I soon found 1hat Verney was 1 Untholic, a8 were several of the
men now employed ahout the plare, and I heard from him that o
private chapel bad heen added to the house, which sufticed for the
wants of the few Oakham Catholics.  But a magnificent church had
replaced the old and miserable ercetion at Bradfurd ; and there waa
a couvent with nuns who worked the sehools and served the hospital
and, besides that, balf the town had been vebuilt, and the wretched
dens which tormerly abounded were replaced by model lodging-
houses.

"« he duke bimself has o house at Bradford,” said Oswald, * and
spends o good deal of time there : how he can endure it. I don’t
know, but he sees to all manner of things himself, for at heart, you
know, he likes business.”

“1 suspeet alvo, Oswald,” sald T,  that be has a liking for sowle.”

“Welj, I should have thought Bradford about the last place to
have supplied hit with that commodity,” said Oswald; very queer
style of souls be must find among the colliers, and not the most
responsive, for just now they sevm yreatiy disposad to stono kim by
way of showing their gratitude.”

“How sol! Is ke not popular!”

“ Not with all. You see, he attempts to limit their means of
making beasts of themselves, and many resent it like true-born Britons.
They've ot o fellow nomed Degy to lead them now, whu pussesses o
tongue, and a quite remarkable gift of slauder, of which he gives the
duke a weekly benefit in a rascally penuy paper, which he edits, and
which he sells by thousands, It's a grand thing is our education
niovement ; it ¢cnables eacl man now-a-days to read his Degg.”

“ Would you like to sce the chapel, sir? ™ said Verney.

“ Immensely,” I replied.  And leaving his flowers in charge of
one of the men in attendance, he led the way towards the building,
It had an approach through the shrubberies as well as from the house
for the convenience of the congregation ; aud Verney, having found
means of informing the chaplain of my presence, left me in the hands
of that gentleman and returned to his green-houses.

The Oakham chapel was small in size, and my first impression of
it was rather devotional than magrificent. KExecept in the cast win-
dow there was no painted glass; Dbut through the open casementa
came the sound of waving branches, and the grecn and pleasanc light
which falls through semmer folinge.

After a few minutes, I began to take in romo of Lhe details
Though the chapel was Gothic in style, the architect had contrived
to find p:laces for several pictures, some of wbich struck my eyo as
familiar, I remarked it to the chaplain, * Probably,” he replied,
“you may remember them formerly in the Bradford collection ; the
Cracifixion which ‘you see there used to hang in the great dining-
room. It had been & Spenish altar-pieea T think, and the duke said
it wag a sacrilega to pub euch @ peinting over o gentleman's side-
board.’

" And at the same time that he removed it,” whispered Qswald,
4 he burned half-a-dozen Venuses and Adonises, which had been the
glory of old Bradford's gallery : a fact, I assure you ; and at Christie’s
they would have brought their thousands.”

The paintings had, in fact, been taken from various parts of tha
dueal mansion ¢ all, with one exception, a singular picture, painted,
a3 the chaplain told me, by a young German artist, under the duke's
personal direction, It was a single figure, representing & young man
10 poor and squalid attire, Iying on & bed of siraw, and clasping a
crucifix, The back-ground was dark, and there were few or no pie-
torial adjuncts ; only in one corner of the picture appeared something
like a ladder or Hight of steps above the head of the principal figure,
All the beanty of the painting wasin that head ; wasted, sweet, super-
human in its expression, carrying me hack to the description which
Grant had onee given of old Father Henry Young's countenance, in
which the pride of Hesh and blood had all been destroyed and oblite-
terated.

“What a singular picture,” said Oswald, *Whoisit ] a saint 2"

“ 1t is Bt. Alexis,” replied the ehaplain, and Oswald evidently was
not greatly the wiser, But I looked, and thought and locked again,
and T fancied I had understood its meaning.  The noble youth who
fled the world, who despised pleasure, and held riches as a curse, the
prince who chose, in his own father’s house, to live unknown, and to
die as a beggar, was, doubtless, one whose story might bave a deep

attraction for @ man-made rich against his will, and ever-fighting
with wealth and its temptations,



