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CHAPTER Vl.— continued.
The familiar name struck on my ear and raiseda'hostofrecollec-

tions. ,},' -' . '
/<

)
"Ah," said one of the men of science, "I've'-,been-hdqwri there,

'lately. You know the improvementof theminestfj^puo/ef^eduke's4
hobbies." ,'{;!'%\r.Cj\\,7\

4\)■-' "And notmerely mines, is it? "
said the secis3&sfyL}'St&.heard

a good deal of his work amongthe people." ''
>f

-r'■liii^'^V îm'"IJust fo," replied the scientific gentleman,
"
(he'3:alway«wfeSTOC-/

thingj; youknowit would puzzle the calculating Ijby" to number his
hobbies ; but thelast thinghas been themines, and really his ideas
about ventilationareverycreditable.""

Youarc speaking,Ipresume, of the Duke of Leven?
"
Iin-

quirpd.
� /'Ah,yes, you would haveknownhim, of course, before going to

Australia. Curious history his has been,certainly.""'
Ho is reallyan excellent fellow," said Sir Clinton, butnot loug

for this world,Ifear;Inever saw a manso altered."''Well, he \k a verygood fellow, of course," said the county mem-
ber;'" butheis carrying things too far, tomymind.""

How so1
"
Iventured toask.' " Oh,Idon'tknow exactly;livesthe life of a hermit, which, in

his position is nmistake, and docs mischief ;and then he's always
sporting somesocial view or other;setting himself a little against
the current. One thing, youknow,he's a Catholic.""Yes," observed the second man of .science, who till now had
spokenbut little, "it's a great pity that. Cuts amanofhis standing
so completely out of everything. He can'ttakehis proper place in
general society, parliament, or anywhere."

■
" Well," began the editor, of all the idiotic absurdities amancan

be guilty of,Ishould saythat was the primeht. Ideclare itwould
justify a commission of lunacy."" I'mafraid that's the real explanation of the whole thing," said
the county member looking sagacious, and touching his forehead ;'"

there certainly ha touch in the top story.""Touch or no touch," said Sir Clinton, "hehas done wonders atBradford, Iknowitby the results at the sessions.""AndmayIask whathe has done ?
''

said the editor, with the
slightest possibletone of sarcasm."

Changed the whole system of wages, shut up about twenty
public-houses, and,really,Idon'tknow how he has managed it, but
they'renotso brutalizedby half since he's had themanor.'"

AndifIamrightly informed (you'll correct me, of course, if I
am inerror), butIunderstoodhe had* brought over a lot of German
monks and built themamonastery."

"Ah,yes,"said Sir Clinton, "that's at Glenlcven, on the moors,
youknow. Well, it's oneof his crotchetc,and perhaps,not the most,
sensible."

The secretaryshook his head, andlookeddisgusted "Iknow
that weshall have toput a stop toall that sort of thing some day,"
he said, "and thesooner the better,in my opinion."

Then the conversation,by an easy change, flowed into foreign
politics, andIwas left todigest allIhad heard, and form my own
conclusions. Was Leven really a little touched ? Was he unpopu-
lar1 Or waahe dying ? Had his ten years ofboundless means pro-
duced as their whole result an improved system of wages and mine
ventilation, and the building of a monastery ? And did he fritter
awayhis genius andhis undoubted powers in a quick succession of
profitlesshobbies1
Ibhould go downnext day toOakham and judge for myself.

CHAPTER VII.
BETURNING HOME.

My first week atOakbam wasgiven tomy family. Ihad tobe intro-
duced tomy new brother-in-law, Oswald, whohadbrought Mary over
fromKxdale Manor, that wemight allbe oncemore together. The
dukehad been called away to Scotland, and, to tell the truth, Iwaa
not sorry tohave time andopportunity for rectifyingmy ideas on the
new order of things before meeting him, My father praised him
highly, for washe nota Leven1 That single fact sufficed for him;
lior wouldIhavedisturbed the simplicity of his loyalty to therepre-
sentative,:of the old family by somuch as aquestion. My mother had
a specialkindness for him, onlyregretting thathe hadnevermarried.
M.r.Edwards,as courteousand harmonious as ever, fully seconded
her regrets, andsuggested that the influence of a refined and affec-
tionate wifemight havesoftened something ofthat austerity of char-
acter whichhehumbly conceived wasout of tune with the century.
His curate, theRev. Wilfred Knowles, whohappened to be present,
saidnothing, butIthought he kwiu-d a good deal, and on inquiry,
Ifound that the curate heldmoreadvanced views than the vicar,and
was supposedtohave whatMrs. Edwards termed "

monastic tenden-
cies."

All this explainedbutlittle. Oswald informed me the general
impressionin the county was that his politics were revolutionary;
butthe solitary fact in supportof this theory appearedto be thathis
firstact on coming toOakham hadbeen to lower his farmers' rentson
condition thatthey raised the rateof their labourers' wages. Mary
said it was allmalice, and that they did not understand him. She
evidently was his warm friend,andher husband declared that she did
what she liked withhim.

On the thirdday after my arrival, Istrolled up to the park in
company withOswald, and could not help observing with a little
surprisethat thepineries and forcing-houses kept their ground, and
hadeven apparently received some additions. Iinquiredfor my old
friend Jones,but foundhe haddeparted,apdthatbis place was filled
by oneof a younger generation,

"Ihalf expectedliewouldhavemade a clean sweep of all this."
Isaid

"
he used to inveigh against it all as though grapes inJune had

been one of the deadly sins."
"."''., "Ah!"said Oswald, that wasMary's doing. She suggested to
him.thatif he didnot choose to growgrapes and apricots for Mb owa
table,he would be doing a good work togrow themfor other people
an'd-that they wouldbe like gifts from paradiseifhe sent them to the
hospitals. Bo now every week they arc packedup and sent to the
Exbbrpugh Infirmary, and the County Hospital, and half-a-doEen'
otherinstitutions, not to speakof his ownaffair thathe has founded
atBradford.".. '" .^fteajlly that was abright idea of old Mary's,"Isaid; "who

-woulde^erhare thought of her taking the command in thatstyle ?
"

Krj&Y^'jSlfashe gets her ownpcrquisities,Ibelieve," paidOswald,
makes happy all thebick people of the neighbour-

the orchids?
'"
Iasked, rather maliciously.

T-vf'*'-1« Oh, as to them, youhadbetter ask Verney." Andso saying,he
led the waytoa small enclosure where a youngand intelligent-look-
ingmanwas superintending thepacking of various casesof fruit and
flowers. Ilooked at the rich fruit, no longer grown for show or
luxury,and felt pleased to think ut' its altered destination. "And
the flowers ?" Iasked, amazed at the quantity which were being
delicately packed in a cool moss, about to be carried oil to the
fetation."To Bradford, sir. and Homchcster." replied Verney, the head
gardener,

"
andone or two other minion*. Thursday will be Corpus

Christi, and they use a wonderfulquantity of flowers.""
Urn!

"
Ithought;

"
Isee all about it;what used togo to the

dinner-table and the ball-room he scuds to thehospital .i,id the altar.
Well, that is like oldGrant ;

"
and itgaveme a glow of pleasure.

Isoon found that Verney wasa Catholic, as were several of the
mennowemployed about the piare, and Iheard from him that a
privatechapel hadbeen added to the house, which sufficed for the
wantsof the few Oakham Catholics. But amagnificent church had
replacedthe old andmiserableerection at Bradford;and there was
a convent withnuns who worked the schools andserved thehospital;
and, besides that, half the townhadbeen rebuilt, and the wretched
dens which formerly abounded were replaced by model lodging-
houses.''"

The dukehimself has ahouse at Bradford," said Oswald, "and
spends a gooddeal of time there:how he can endure it. Idon't
know, buthe sees to allmanner of things himself, for at heart, you
know, he likes business.""

Isuspect aKo, Oswald," said I," thatbe has a liking forrovls."1"Well, Ishould have thought Bradford about the last place to
have suppliedhim with that commodity," said Oswald ;very queer
style of souls he must find among the colliers, and not the most
responsive,for just now they seem greatly disposed to stono him by
wayof showing their gratitude."'" How so? Is he not popular.'

"
"Not withall. You see, he attempts to limit their means of

makingbeastsof themselves,andmany resentit like true-bornBritons.
They've got a fellow named Degg to lead themnow, who posseshes a
tongue, and a quite remarkable gift of slander, of which he gives the
dukea weekly benefit in a rascally penny paper, which he edits, and
whichhe sells by thousands. It's a grand thing is_ our education
movement;itenables eachmannow-a-days toread his Degg."'"

Would you like to see the chapel, sir ?
"

said Verney.'"Immensely,"Ireplied. And leavinghis flowers in charge of
one of the menivattendance, he led the way towards the building.
Ithadan approach through the shrubberies as well as from thehou^e
for the convenience of the congregation; and Verney, hvring found
means of informing the chaplain of my presence, leftme in thehands
of that gentlemanand returned tohis green-houses.

The Oakham chapel wnssmall insize, andmy first impressionof
it wasrather devotional thanmagnificent. Except iv the cast win-
dow there wasno painted glass ;but through the open casements
came the soundof waving branches, and the green and pleasantlight
which falls through summer foliage.

After * few minutes, Ibegan to take in bomo of the details.
Though the chapel was Gothic in style, the architect had contrived
to findplaces for Hereral pictures, some of which struck my eye as
familiar. Iremarked itto the chaplain. "Probably," he replied,"

you may remember them formerly inthe Bradford collection; the
Crucifixion whichyou see there used to hang in the great dining-
room. Ithadbeen a Spanish altar-pieceIthink, and the duke said
it wasa sacrilege to put euch a painting over a gentleman's side-
board.""

And at the same time that he removed it," whispered Oswald,
"heburnedhalf-a-dozen Venuses and Adonises, which had been the
glory of old Bradford's gallery :a fact,Iassureyou;andatChristie's
they wouldhavebrought their thousands."

The paintings had,in fact, been taken from various parts of the
ducal mansion :all, with oneexception,a singular picture, painted,
as the chaplaintoldme, by a young German artist, under the duke's
personaldirection, 'it waaa single figure, representing a young man
mpoor andsqualid attire, lying on a bed of straw, and clasping a
crucifix. The back-ground waa dark,and therewere few or no pic-
torial adjuncts ;only in onecornerof the pictureappearedsomething
like a ladder or ilight ofsteps above thehead of the principal figure.
All the beauty ofthe painting wasin that head; wasted,sweet, fcuper-
huinan in its expression,carrying me back to the description which
Granthadonce given of oldFather Henry Young's countenance, in
which the prideof flesh andblood hadallbeen destroyed and oblite-
terated."What a singular picture," said Oswald. "Whois it ? a saint ?

""It i.s Ht. Alexis," replied the chaplain,andOswald evidently was
not greatly the wiser. ButIlooked,and thought and looked again,
and Ifancied Ihad understood its meaning. The noble youth who
fled the world, who despisedpleasure,andheldriches as a curse, the
prince who chose, inhis ownfather's house, to liveunknown, and to
die as abeggar, was,doubtless, one whose story might have a deep
attraction for aman made rich against his will> and ever-fighting
with wealthandits temptations.
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