
IINFORMEDmyreader inapreviouschapter thatmy familyhad no
claimwhateverto figureina romance,and that my sister Mary,in
particular,hadnot the leastpretension to be considered a heroine,
neither washer husband, CharlesOswald anything of ahero;buthe
wasanexcellent fellow,and'their marriagewasa happy one, Mary
supplying theplaingoodsense which served as ballast to her hus-
band's animalspirits. Their family consisted of three children, of
whom the

"
littleMary," that Grant had spoken of, was the eldest.-

Alexia,her younger sister, wassomewhat of that type which among
boys we term

"a sadpickle;
"

andJohn, thesonandheir, wasyet in
his cradle. The only other figure in the home group was Oswald's
unmarried sister,Florence,of whomIcould predicatenomore on a
first introductionthanthat she had fine, classical features, stamped,
however,withthat joyless intellectualism which marsall beauty on
theface of woman. Mistakemenot, dear reader,for anintellectual
countenance is amagnificent object,and theindexofa truly magnifi-
cent gift; but both the gift and the countenance need something
else tosoften theirsharp edges and thatsomething seemed wantingjn
Florence Oswald.

Exdaleitself wasamodest country-house, verydifferentinstyle
anddimensions from Oakham;butit had a charm, which Oakham
did not possess,it was filledtothebrimwithagenial, domesticatmos-
phere. Dear old Mary was regularly inher glory, as mistress of a
house andheadof afamily. Shehadthe truegeniusof thatparticu-
lar calling;sheunderstoodherhusband's waysand wants,andalways
contrived tosupply them;she madethemost of amoderate income,
andpreventedhis doingfoolish things, withouthis everdreamingthat
he wasmanaged;shetook ingirls from thevillage school,andtrained
them tobe good servants;but no one was ever plagued with their
awkward wayswhilst they were in course of training. The house
lookedas if somebody was alwaysputting it to rights, andyet there
wasno fuss about it,andMary herself was never seen in a bustle.
She was not a heroine, certainly, but Iwill maintain against all
comers thatshe was the queenof wivesandmothers.

After the deserted suites of state apartments,aud long, silent
galleries of Onkham, the soundof family talk and children's prattle
was a pleasantchange,thoughthescene,bycomparison,was ahomely
one,for what they called "thePark,"at Exdale,waslittle betterthan
a paddock, andinsteadof elegant fallow deer there were to be seen
initonly half a dozen cows and an old pony. The latter was
alreadyinpossessionof MasterEdward,hisclaims being stoutly con-
testedby Alexia,andaspassively acknowledgedandsubmitted toby
little Mary."It's aminiature pictureof humanlife,"Iobserved,as Oswald
andIstoodat the window andsurveyed thegroup, "'

Maryrepresent-
ing the old school, and Alexia standingupfor the rights of man— or
rather of woman.""Inthe present instance,Mary willbe thewinninghorse,"' said
Oswald;"Ineveryet knew a womanwho gained the day by a war
of independence."

"'I don't know about that, Charley," said Florence, who had
meanwhile joinedus atthe window; ''Ithink Ihave heard of one
Judith."'"

Under correction."Iventuredtoremark, " Judithwontheday
less by resistance than by address.""Just so," said Oswald;"if shehadnotknown the artof mak-
ingherself agreeable, she wouldneverhavebrought home theheadof
Holofernes. And,see, it's just asIsaid it would be:Edward has
vacated his seatin favour of Mary,and Alexiais left to go on foot.
Capitallesson for you,Florry.""

A tamesort of conquest," she repliedcarelessly ; she lets him
lead the pony,as though she didnot know how to hold the bridle.
Alexia would havebeenhalf round the parkby this time."
Iglanced at the speakerandit seemed tomeas thoughthis little

dialoguehadgivenme thekey toher character,onethat disdainedto
lean on the strengthofanother, andwouldfarrather suffer than sub
mit.

We weresummoned to dinner, the only other addition toour
party being Wilfrid Knowles, wholiked tobe called "Father Wil-
frid," and woreaRomancollar. Between himand Florence there
seemed to exist a mutualinterest basedonconscious antagbuism;he,
stiff inhis sense of sacerdotal superiority, she equally self-possessed
inher audacious spiritof revolt."So Degghas done forhimself atlast,"said Oswald, when pre-
liminaries hadbeengone through, andeverybody wasfeelingcomfor-
table;Itwould prolong my life if IthoughtIshouldlive toseethat
fellow get his deserts.""Who is Degg and whathas he done todofor himselfIasked?"
Iinquired."Iwas telling you of him the other d?y: the editor of the
Western Censor,and the greatestgood for-nought in Exshire. His
Philippics,ashe calls them, abusive asthey are, have hitherto been
so cleverly contrivedas toescape legalchastisement;but inhis last
production, entitled 'The AustralianDuke,' hehaspassedthebound-
aryline,andLeven,at last hashim fairlyinhis power,for he isbound
to prosecute."'" What makes him so exceedingly savage with the duke?

"
Iin-

quired.'" Oh," said Oswald, "he wanted to bereturnedmemberfor Brad-
fordat the last election, andLeven wassupposedtohaveusedhisin-
flusnee tosave theborough fromthat disgrace."

Besides which," addedKnowles, "the DukeofLevenis aChris-
tian, and Mr. Dogghas anangry aversionto.everything that savours
of the faith.""'Really,"said.Florence,"Ithink youareallratherh,ardonpoor
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Degg;he vritosextravagantly,as menof genius ofteu do, and his
senseof wrongand injusticeis just like a fiery passion:buthe cares
for the-working classes, and can't always control himself when ho
pleads theircause.*'

"Flony, don't talk nonsense,"raid her brother;Degg cares for
theworking classes just asIcare for my ducks and chickens in my
poultry-yard, whichIcarefor extremely,with aview tomyultimate
advantage.""And whatparticularadvantagedo you think poor Degg will
get from taking part with the weak against the strong?

"
said

Florence."Inthe first place," said Oswald,he enjoys thesweets of notori-
ety,and thepleasantsensation ofputting down his betters; and if
Hapirock should ever again undertake the tinkering of our glorious
constitution,IsuspectMr.Deggcalculateson floatinginto parliament
on the tide of universalsuffrage.""Well, sobe it,"saidFlorence," worsementhan he havebefore
nowsat inparliament.""But,my dear Florence."1said Mary, ina toneof rcmoustrance," if he really is an infidel ?

""Idon't sec whatright anyonehas tosay so;and, after all, as
thewordis commonlyused,it's a relative term, and means simply
people whodon'tbeiicvc exactly asmuch aswedoourselves. Idare-
say Mr, Aubrey wouldconsider our best Oxford divines ashopeless
infidels."'

Theblow was intendedforWilfrid,butheremainedunscathedby
it.

'"
IfMr. Aubrey were toexpress such an opinion,it wouldnotb3

far from the truth,"he observed. tSThe Oxford of thepresentday is,
unhappily, more than half infidel."'"Well, then, Mr. Knowles. onyour ownshowing,poor Mr. Degg
nomore deserves tobe sent to Coventry on that account than the
most distinguished men of your ownAlma Mater, so you arebound
to judgehim mcrcifullv."'"

She canholdher own pretty well, can't she ?
" said Oswald."

Take somechampagne, Flony,and leave Degg to his -doom. If
there's justicein Englandhe'll soonlie in limbo."

"Soyou arc going to Glenleven.'
"' said Knowlc?, addressing

me, by way of changing the subject :
'"
Isuppose ii's your first

visit1
""Yes,"Ireplied;eversince I'vebeeninEngland, I've boon so

continually hearing of Glenlevcn,that I'm glad at last to satisfy my
curiosity.''"It's awonderfulplace,certainly,"' he observed;

"Ispentaweek
there last Lent, andenjoyedit immensely.""'

Roally,MrKnowles ? Wasn't it rather a schismaticalpiece of
enjoyment?

" inquiredFlorence,"atleast according toour Anglican
notions.""No, indeed,Miss Oswald," saidKnowles, who seemed to have
anunfailing command of temper; "I.for one deeply deploreour un-
happy separations."

Florence seemed tobe consideringhow best toaimher weaponm
retort, whenIsteppedin to rescuehim fromfurther badgering. "If
youknow Glenleven," Isaid, "

you are probably acquainted with
Leven's friend, the youngGerman painter.""'Mr. Werner, youmean— BrotherNorbert, asheis now called?
yes,Iknowhim very well."

"Of coursewe allknow Mr. Werner," said Mary;"he wasonly
anamateur painter,youknow;inrealityhe'wasratheranimportant
personage.

%
."How aman withhis genius could go andburyitonthemoors1

,saidFlorence;it wasanawfnl sacrifice.""
What agirl j'ouare,with ymireverlastinggenius/saidOswald;"Ibelieve womenthink everyman with ablackbeardisagenius.'"Inever thought youone, Charley," saidhisincorrigible sister;"

soIsuppose yourbeingfair accountsfor it.""Indeed,Ihopeheis not,"said Mary;"geniusesseem tome to
bealwaysdoingor saying something they'dbetter haA'e left alone.""

One of Maiy'shome thrusts," said Oswald ;"how d'ye like it,
Flony?""

There's a gooddealof truthin theremark," saidWilfrid ;
"

a
genius is anerratic thing atbest

—
muchlike a comet,asbrilliant and

asunsubstantial. For practical ends, a stable-lantern is infinitely
more to thepurpose.""

Isuppose bothcometsand geniuses have theirusesinour sys-
tem."Iobserved,though everybody isn'tsharp-sightedenoughtodis-
coverit."

Florencegaveme a quick glance of inspection, as though she
might possibly someday orotherSndit worth her while to speak to
me."The worstof it is," said Oswald, "that somany ofyourgeniuses
are just nothingbut sky-rockets afterall, andgo out "whilst you are
staringat them.""Well," saidFlorence," sky-rocketsare beautiful,and beauty is
alwaysof use;IappealtoMr. Aubrey."

Itstruck me that she said this as it wereto testme, andsecwhat
stuffIwasmade of. "Toanswer satisfactorily." Ireplied, "Ifear
Imust beabore, andask you whatyoumeanby beauty ?

"
"Well, whatdo youmean by it1

""SupposeIwere tocall it the splendourof goodness?
"

Ah! that will do famously," shereplied;"ifgoodness isbeauty,
then beauty is goodness; so we conclude in favour of the sky-
rockets."'

Sad Sophistry, Miss Oswald," said Wilfrid Knowles,asherose to
open the door for the ladies. But he soon followed them, leaving
Oswald andmyself tete-a-tete.

Poor Oswald yawnedas if relieevedfrom amental tension more
orless irksome. "Isupposewe must not grudge women the use of
their tongues," he said, " though they talk sad nonsense with them.
Ialways hold that whatclaws are to thelion andabeakto the eagle,
thather tongue is toa woman."

CHAPTER IX.
EXDALE MANOR.
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The KvlturJiamjrfis bearing fruitin Germany. At theelections
in1871there were"only 180,000 votes for th.c socialists,in January
;877 there wereupwardof 600,000,


