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CHAVTELR VIL—( Continned ) -
Wi approached the altar, and I pereeived whal had not struck me at”
tirst, the exceeding richiness of all jts fittings. .

*That tabernacle,” said the cluplain, = is selid geld @ it was
made out of the first gold discovered at Glenleven, in Australin, *the
sreat nugget” as it was catled : lbe duke hud it sent to Rugland
untouched, and resolved that the first fruits of his gold-fields should
furnish the 1aberaacle of his chapel, The lamps and candlesticks are
likewise Australian gold, aud so are the saered vessels.”

I knelt before the tabernacle, and the lust fragment of my doubts
and misgivings vanisbed into thin air, “Oh, Grant, Grant, ! T mur-
mured, “what injustice I Luve done you! The world talks and
Judges, and comprebends nothing : you are not of its furm and
fashion 1" And as we turned to leave the chapel, T scerned still (o
sce before me the dying face of 8t Alexis, and the golden tabernacle,

We walked home through the plantations, and Oswald was sitent,
and, for him, thonghtful,

%1 called your duke a man of busiucss this moruing,” he said,

-

* bat just now I could faney him to be a poet.,”
“Apoct! Whyso!" !
“ Well, it was a heautiful thought that about his gold ; there was |
something about the whole thing that struck me as poetical.” i
I doubt if the duke was cver conscious of doiug anything par-

Aged not by fen but twenty years ; no longer with the vigorous ruddy
bioom of five-and-twenty, bt pale and transparent, and sweet beyond
expression. I ~lammered nnt something ahout “waiting on his Grace,”
but at onee he ~topped me.  + I have cnough of that elscwhere,” he
suid 3 “let you and me he always Grant and Aubrey.”

We went in to diuner.  Lemembering all T had heard of hiy ere-
mitical habit«, 7 was.curious what there might be {o notice, and I
noticed nothing, There was no gold ‘plate, certainly ; but ncither
was their any nifectation of exteavagant simplieity.

He talked of old times in Australia, and of Beotland, whence he

. bar jast return «l. anld of Homehester, where e hiad been inspecting

some new engines lor his mines.
had « liking for business.

After dinner we stepped out on the terrace.  How delicious this
is, after a week of Homehester ; how it reminds me of that happy
evening at the Grange, Jack, when you all made mc so at home. I
couldu't sny the feeling it gave me to see your mother with her cap
and her crotchet, and her sweet motherly ways. It reminded me of
my own dear mother. Do yur kuow, X often go and have ntalk 1o the
old lady, that I may just ook al that cap of hers; its the most love~
able thing in Oakham.”

(No wonder, 1 thought, that she considers him fanltless.)

 You have been adding to the place since I was here,” I said,
 Really, Grant, I never expected to sce new graperies.”

* That was your sister's affaiy ; trust a woman for getting what
she has a mind for.”

‘% And, then, the chapel ! ™

“Al, yes, I conldn’i always be going over to Bradiord, as on that
eventful Sunday., You've seen it, of comrse ? ™

* Yes, and 8t, Alexis,”

He smiled. * That was poor Werner's painting ; such a fellow,

Oswald was right; he certainly

ticularly graceful; but undonbtedly, Fwith has always an inuate | Jack ; a true painter; a man with a soul at the end of his paint-

sense of beauty.”
. ““ That is a little beyond me,” said Oswald ; “but T will tell you ;
why it struck me. At Exborough Park, a~ you may be aware, there
is aleo what goes by the name of a chapal. ~ The Exhorough people
always set you down to gold plale ab dinner. but the chapel looks
like & dust-hole.  Leven has abolished the gold plate at Onkham, and
the gentry hercabouts eall it one of his peewliaritics; but I suspect
they would understand it better if they looked at that altar,”

* Yol the Exboroughs are Catholics,” T remarked,

* I should rather think so.” said Oswald, “and immensely proud
of being of the old stock, and all that sort of thing, But Lady Ex.
goes in for London seasons ty auy extent, and the Exborough girls
are the fastest in the county.”

* A report reached me in Australia,” U said, * that one of them
was likely to become Duchess of Leven,”

» Wouldn't Lady Exhorough have liked it! ™" said Oswald : »but
it was a dead failure.  On that subject, as on many others. Leven is
peculiar 5 and T believe he eonfided 1o Mary that if the seige lasted
he should have to lenve the connty.”

[ laughed. * Then there swas o scige ?
1 usked,

. “0L I lelieve. Lond Exborongh steppad in and stopped procod-
ings 3 and Lady Flovinda herselt took alarm when Glewdeven was
Founded, and the rumour spread that the duke was zoing o be a lay
Lrother.” ) ’

“What is Glenleven ! 7 E asked.
oue tells me what or where it .

“ What, don't yor know ? Tt is 2 lasge trnet of countsy jnst on -
the outskirts of Exborough Moor. where Leven has transplanted #
community of Remedictines who fied fvom the tender mercies of |
Beastmark.  He has built them o grand place. I believe : I have not |
seen it but hy all accounts the church is a seeond Cluny.  They farm
the land, and have all manner of schools of art, carving and mctal
\\‘!.Jl‘k; 1_he11 there are the granite works opened hard by, ail which .
things grive vecapation lo Leven's colony of orphan boys and other
seleet eharacters, out of whom he cherishes the design of creating o’
New Utopia.” -

1 lvohed enquiringly.

* I really cannot tell yor much more aliowt it continued Oswald ;
= bt I think Dis swall suceess ut Bradford, or what he considers g-
sk, lias convineed him that the reformation of socioty i~ somowhat
adifficelt undertaking unless yon take your socicty in the cradle.
And he has conceived the idea of a Christian culuny,‘)mt beyod the
Rocky Mountains, orin the wilds of Austrabia, but here in the heart
of Kugland, to be peopled by men aud women of his own bringing up.
who shall be protected from penny newspapers, he preatly given to
plain chant, and wholly igrorant of the pot-house,” )

* 1t sounds splendid ; but are you in earest ?

“Well, 1tell you Lhave never seen the place. 1t is s tremen.
dously Jong hive, and Killine for the horses, T gather my ideas of
it ehiely from Kuowle's telk. who woulil wieslly like to be reecived
ws it monh—of course wider certam vonditions.”

* Well, you bave exeited my curiosity, and some duy T <hadl tiy |
and see for myself,” I replied ; * but it sounds, as jou <ay, unconis
mouly Utopiaw,” ’ i

We reached Tinne, and for the rest of the evennge I listenerd.
alter a sort, to Orwald's earcless ratile: Lul my attention, T confess,
would otten waneler away to thouglhts of the chapel and Utopia,

CHAPTER VIIL
THE NEW DUKE,

O the following Moenday the duke returned, anid next day Treccived
a brief note from him, hegring me to came up to 1he Park, to dine

And who relieved it 77

= Evervone talks of il, aud no

D senl im from the little tavern.

and sleep, and begin the settlement of the Queensland usiness the |

next morning. T went up accomdingly, was shown to my room,
dressed and dleseended to the drawing-room, where tor the bést part
of an hour I wailed alone, but Leven imself appeared not.  As T -
sfterwards nwcertained, the hour preceding dinner was the one hour
in the day he claimed for privacy, and 1o one then ever ventured to
disturh i At Tast the door opened, and e stood before e, 1
grasped his hand lovked fnto that fuce, the same, and yet so ‘altered.

©speaking of what the worlll styled his erotchet.

brush ; it was wonderful,”

No you burnt poor Adonis?

“Who's DLecn tulking aboul all that nonsense? Mary, L'il 1,
bound, Yes, I burnt him, and I'd burn him again if I bad theoffe |

# What a Goth you are, Grant ! ™

* About as bad as Bt. Gregory, for he would certainly have done
the same.  Look here. Jack ; you send a fellow to prison for a month,
with hard Iabour, for sclling prints iu a shop window that shock the
eye of the respectabie public @ and then the respectable public votes
thousands of the public moucy to hang the walls of the national col-

. lections with abominatious much more dangerous.”

“Well. but what about Werner 7 is be an ancient or a modern? "

“Werner? Oh. I forgot you didu't know him; well, I think I
ucver loved a fellow better : but, you sec, my friends have all got a
trick of leaving me,”

#Ishe dead, then,” T asked, gently,

“Dead 1o this world, Jack : hehasleft it ; passed, agthe Lanreatc
would say, ¢ into the silent life, He carried his heart and his pencil
te Glenleven”

ITe was silent.

= P'eople say. T began, then paused, for 1

; thoughit it wight scem an impertinence.

* I hnow what vou mean,” he said, quickly. = Yes, T dreamt
abont it onee, but they would not hear of it They told me truly
that I bad received my eall, and that my sucrifice must be fo remain
in the world. and not to leave it.”

“Why, of comse,” Usidd, * Could youdoubt it?
one who has such means al his command.”

He sighe deeply. Means enougly, but so little comes of it.”

Come now. Grant, what do you mean by that! Just look at
Bradford.”

“ Bradford ! he said @ © yos, indeed, look at {t—such an utter
failure.  No, of course, I don't regret it, nor the time, nor the plague
of it, nor the money @ and I don’t mean there’s been nothing done:
bint, oh, the depths of indquity hidden away in places like that, akl
all Tngland seething with them.”  He bent his head for 2 minuie or
Lwo. andd an expression of gread pain was on his brow when he onee
mote raised it, Bul it passed ina rowent, and again the sweet, culm
ook returned A right, Jack @ one must do one's best, and a sid
mess the bet i~ ¢ hut one must do it, and then leave it with God.”

= And how aboud Glenleven!  Ts it true, Grant, that you wre {ry -
ing o create o Garden of Kden there, witle all due precautions Lor
shutting ount the serpent !

= If you mean the ale-house, yex, " he answered.
is vur English edition of the monster.” i

* What! beer actually prohibited ¢ My <ear Grant, that will
never pay : the Auglo-Saxon animal cannot live without it.”

» I believe hie ean't ; bub Idon't go that length,”

* What then ? ™

“Well, T try it this way : T engage the fellows to drink what they
want at home at their own houses.”

% Pt how can they get it to drink ! ™ T asked. Isn't there sonic-
thing about *licensed o be drunk on the premises §°" )

He Juoked = little timid, as thongh aware that he was confossing
toa hohby, “Idoit this way, Jack : they all have their refions
Every man at work on the place has his proper allowance, and it is
But the tavern is in my own hatuls,
and the fellow who heeps it bus no licence to sell beer or spirits vn

It jsnot every

“ I suspect thal

fthe premises,”

“Don't they evade your code of laws ! ™

= Well, on the whole, no @ but tirae alone can test it

We walked up and down for a while in silence. I know, iy
dear Aubrey,” at last he said, = that there’s much to he said against
it, as unreal, unpractical, Most Taen think me an ags, and I daresay
they ave in the right of it, But to sccure cven a year, a_month,
week of innocence is worth living for—at Jeast that s how I see it.”

1 felt {ouched at the lumble, apologetic tone of the man who was
¢ My dear tivant,” I
salil, “ who enn doubt it! Al I was thinking was, how far any pri-
vate efforts ean ever take the place of law and public opiniop.”

#Your uld stronghold 1 " he said, smiling.  You were always the
nian for law and order.  Just sec heve, Did you ever hear of , Count
Ramford 77 - .



