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CHAPTER Vll.— (Continued)
We approached,the altar, andIperceivedwhathad not struck meat"
first, the exceedingrichness of all its fittings.

'"That tabernacle," said, the chaplain." -is solid gold: it was
made out of the first gold discovered at tllenlevcn, inAustralia, 'the
great nugget

"
asit was called; the duke had it sent to England

untouched,and resolved that the first fruits of his gold-fields should
furnish the tabernacle of his chapel. The lamps and candlesticks are
likewise Australian gold, andso are the sacred vessels."
Ikneltbefore the tabernacle, and the last fragment of my doubts

and misgivings vanishedinto thin air.
"Oh,Grant, Graut,!

"
Imur-

mured, "what injustice Ihave done you! The world talks and
judges,and comprehends nothing: you are not of its form and
fashion !

"
And as weturned to leavethe chapel,Iseemed still to

see beforeme the dying face of Bt Alexis,and the golden tabernacle.
We walked home through theplantations,andOswaldwas silent,and,for him, thoughtful."
Icalled your duke a mail of busiucss this morning,"' he said,

'■but justnowIcould fancy him tobe a poet."'"
A poet! Why so ]""Well, it was abeautiful thought that about hisgold;there was

something about the whole thing that struckme as poetical.''
Idoubtif the duke wasever conscious of doing anything par-

ticularly graceful;but undoubtedly, Faith has always an innate
senseof beauty."
.'|That is a littlebeyond me," sakl Oswald; '"butIwill tell you

why itstruck me. AtExborough Park,as youmay be aware, there
is also whatgoes by thename of a chapel.

"
The Exborough people

alwaysset youdown togold plate at dinner, but the chapel looks
like a dust-hole. Lcven has abolished the goldplateat Oakham,and
the gentry hereaboutscall itone of his peculiarities; but Isuspect
they wouldunderstanditbetter if they lookedat thataltar.""

Vet the Exboroughs are Catholic*,'*Iremarked."Ishould rather think so." said Oswald, "
and immensely proud

of being ofthe oldstock, andall that sort of thing. But Lady Ex.
goes in for London seasons toany extent, and the Exborough girls
are the fastest in thecounty."'"

A report reachedmo in Australia,"'Isaid,
-

that one of them
waslikelytobecome Duchess of Levcn."

"Wouldn't Lady Exborough have likedit!
"

said Oswald:"but
itmw a dead failure. On that .subject, as on many others. Levcn is
peculiar;andIbelieve he confided toMary that if the seige lasted
he shouldhave to leave the county."'
Ilaughed. '"

Then there icax a scigc .' And who relie\ cd it 1"'
1asked,

"Oh,Ibdic\e.Lord Exlxmmghsteppedinandstoppedproceed-
ings ;and Lady Florinda herself"took alarm when Gleuleven wasfounded, and the rumour spreadthat the duke was going to be a lay
brother."'

'"What h Glcnlcven > "'
tasked. "Everyone talks of it. and no

one tells me whator whereit is."" What, don'tyouknow? It is a largo tract of country just on
theoutskirts of Exborough Moor, where Leven has transplanted a
community of Benedictines who iied from the tender mercies of
Beastmark. He has built thema grandplace.Ibelieve:Ihave not
sv'cn it, butby all accounts the church is a second Cluny. They farm
the land, and have all manner of schools of art, carving and metal
work;then there arc the granite works opened hard by, all which
things give occupation toLeven's colony of orphan boys and other
solcot characters, out of whom he cherishes the design of creating a
New Utopia."'

1looked enquiringly."Ireally cannot tellyoumuch mureabout it." continued Oswald;" Iml J think hi.s small success at Bradford, or what he considers as
suchJias convincedhim that thereformation of society is somewhat
a difficult undertaking unless you take your society'in the cradle.
And he has conceived the idea of a Christian colony," not beyond (he
Jfocky Mountains, orin the wilds of Australia, buthere in the heart
ol" England, to be peopledby men and womenofhis ownbringing up.
who shall be protected from penny newspapers, be greatly given to
plainchant, and wholly ignorant "of the pot-house."'"It sounds splendid;but arc youin earnest?

"'"Well, Itell you.Ihave never seen the place. It is a tremen-
dously long diive. andkilling Cor thehorses. [cather my ideas ofit chiefly In>m Knowlos's talk, who would gicatly like to be received
.isa monk— of course under certain conditions."'" Well, you haveexcited my curiosity, andsome day Ishall tiy
andsee for myself." Ireplied;" butit sounds, as jou s-xy, uncom-
monly Utopian."

We reached home, and for the rest of the eveningIlistened,
after a soil, lo Oswald's careless rallle : but my attention. Iconfess-,
would often wander away to thoughts of the chapeland Utopia.

Aged notby tenbut twenty years;nolongerwith thevigorous ruddy
bloom of fivc-and-twenty, butpaleand transparent,andsweet_bey_ond
expression. 1stammered r>ntsomething about "waitingonbis Grace,"
but at once lie stoppedme. "Ihave enough of thatelsewhere/ lie
said ;"let you andme be always Grant and Aubrey."

We went in *o dinner, ltememboring allIhadheardof his ere-
mitical habit-, J was.curiiins what there might be to notice,,and I
noticed nothing. There was no gold plate, certainly: but noither

j was their any affectation ufextravagant simplicity.
I He talked uf old times in Australia,andof Scotland, whencehe
j had just return -d. an.l oE Homchester,where he had been inspecting
somenewengines for his mine*. Oswald was right; he certainly
had v liking for business.

After dinner we stepped out on the terrace. How delicious this
I is,after a week of Homcbester;how it reminds me of that happy
evening at the Grange,Jack, when youall made me so at home. I
couldn't say the feelingitgave me to sec your mother with her cap
andher crotchet, and hersweet motherly ways. Itreminded me of
my own dear mother. Do you know,Ioftengo andhaveatalk to the
old lady, thatImay just look at that cap of hers ;its the most love-
able thing inOakham.''

(No wonder,1thought,that she considers him faultless.)
'■Youhavebeen adding to the place since Iwas here,'' Isaid.''

Eeally, Grant,Ineverexpectedto see new graperies.''"
That was your sister's affair; trust a woman for getting what

Ishe has amind for.""And, then, the chapel .'
''

"'Ah, yes,Icouldn't alwaysbe going over toBradford, as on that
eventfulSunday. You'veseenit,of course ?

"'
""Yes, and Bt. Alexis."'

i He smiled.
"

That was poor Werner's painting ;such a fellow,
i Jack;a true painter;aman with a soul at the end of his paint-
brush;it was wonderful."'" So youburnt poor Adonis?

''

'"Who's been talking about all that nonsense? Mary, I'll i)»
!bound. Yes, Iburnthim,and I'dburnhim againif Ihad the'offe

?I "Whata Goth you arc, Grant .'
"

| "About as badas Ht. Gregory, for he would certainly havedone
i the same. Lookhere..lack;yousend a fellow toprisonforamonth,
i withhard labour, for sellingprints ina shop window that shock the
Ieyeof the respectablepublic :and then the respectable public votes

thousands of thepublic money to hang the walls of the national col-
, lections with abominations,much moredangerous.""'WelL but whatabout Werner ? is he au ancient or a modern1

"
""Werner 1 Oh,Iforgot youdidn't know him;well,Ithink I

j never loveda fellow better:but, you see,my Mends have all got a
trick of leavingme."'

I '■I» he dead,then," Iasked, gently,'"Dead to this world,Jack :hehasleft it;passed,astheLaureate
[ wouldsay,

'
into the silent life? He carriedhis heart and his pencil

j to Gleuleven.1
'

Jle was hilent. '" l'eoplcsay
"
Ibegan, then paused, furl

, thought,itmight seeman impertinence.
"Iknow what you mean." he said, quickly. "Yes. Idreamt

about it once, but they wouldnot hear of it. They told me truly
thatIhad received my call, and thatmy sacrifice must be to remain
in the world, andnot to leaveit."'" Wliy, of course," T said.

"Could youdoubtit? Itis notevery
one who has .such means athis command."

He sighed deeply. "Means enough, but so little comesof it."
Come now. Grant, what do you meanby that' Just look at

Bradford."'"Bradford !
"

he said :'"yes, indeed, look at it
— such an utter

failure. No,of course.Idon't regret it,nor the time,nor theplague
of it. nor themoney:andIdon"tmean there's been nothing done ;
but,oh, the depthsof iniquity hidden awayiv places like that,and
allEngland seething with them." Hebent his head for a minute or
two.and anexpressionof great pain wasonhis brow when he once
moic raised it. But it passedina moment,and again the sweet,calm
louk returned "All right. Jack :onemust do one's best, and a sad
mess the best is :but onemust do it,and then leaveit withGod."'

11And how about Glenleven.' Isit true.Grant, that you are tr\
-

in» to create a Garden of Kden there, with all due precautions for
shutting out the serpent .'

"
"'If you mean the ale-house, yes,"'he answered. '"Isuspect that

is our English editionof themonster."'What.' beer actually prohibited? My dear Grant, that will
neverpay :the Anglo-Saxonanimal cannot live without it."'"

Ibelieve he can't ;butIdon't go that length.""" What then ? "'"'Well,Itry it tliis way:Iengage thefellows todrink what they
wantathome at their ownhouses."'"Buthow can they get it to drink ?

"
Iasked. Isn"t there some-

thing about 'licensed tobe drunk on the premises ?
'"

He lookeda little timid, as though aware thathe was confessing
to ahobby. "Idoit this way, Jack: they all have their ration*.
Every man at work on the placehas his proper allowance, and it is

; sent him from the little tavern. But the tavernis inmy own handy,
and the fellow whokeepsithas nolicence to sell beer or spirits on

1 the premises."
'■Don't they evade your code of laws .'

"
"Well, on the whole, no :but time alone can test it."
We walkedupand down for a while in silence.

"
Ikoo^Jv. my

dear Aubrey," at last he said, "that there's much to be said against
iit, as unreal,unpractical. Mostmen think mean ass,and Idaresay
I they are in the right of it. But to secure even a year, a month, a
i week of innocence is worth living for— at least that is how Isee it."
1 Ifelt touched at the humble, apologetic tone of the manwhowas
1 speaking of what the world styled hiscrotchet. "My dear Grant,"I
" said, " who can doubt it ? AllIwas thinking was, how far anypri-
vate efforts can ever take theplace of law and public opinion.""Your oldstronghold!" he said, smiling. Youwerealways the

, man for law and order. Just sec here. Did youever hear of,Count'
Kumi'ord ?

'"
■

CHAPTER VIII
THE NEW DUKE.

Ox the following Monday the dukereturned, and nextday T received
abrief note from him,hewing me to comeup to the lark, to dine
andsleep, and begin the settlement of the Queensland business the
next morning. 1 went up accordingly, was shown to my room,
dressed and descended to the drawing-room, where for tho best part
of an hour Iwaited alone,but Lcveii himself appeared not. As I
afterwards ascertained, thehour preceding dinner was the one hour
iii the day he claimed for privacy, andnoone then ever ventured to
disturb him. Atlast the door opened,and he stoodbefore me. I
grasped his hand lookedinto thai lace, the andyet so altered.
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