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Y1t is my daty to look up Sarah,” said Misa Ciutterbeck with a
sigh,

4 Nobody bas a higher sanse of duty in 8t Swithun's than you,”
said Mrs Cadwallader, * Sarah is a girl in whom, like you, [ harve
always felt a profound interest. Brought up under the shadow of
the dear old Abbey walls, reared in the very bosom of the Churck, 1
have alwaye felt & deep juterest in her,”

“ I know it,"” said Miss Clutterbeck.

# It distresses me that she must make another move ; hut it ia in-
evitable,”

Mrs Oadwallader shock the cushion which supported her round
and well-padded back,

" These conatant chauges are regrettable, 1 shonld have thought
nothing could have been nicer for her than her situation at Canon
Hope's,"

“Et will unhings her mind,” said Miass Clutterbeck .
Canon is, I am convinced, mad! Sarah bas told me—""

“ H—m 1 " aaid Mrs Cadwallader, ** do you mind just closing that
door, tny dear! I’'m an old lady, and so you will forgive my lack of
agility. I couldn't riss to save my life, or, rather, I can't rise to
save my poor old bonies! Youth is a blessed thing.”

But Miss Clutterbeck was not to be put off. Her nose wason
the acent, and she was determined to run her fox to ground.

“ Sarah says be paces tbe floor of his bedroom from 10 p.w, till
8 a.m, sometimes. At others he creeps to the oratory (you know he
has set up an oratory), and plays music so divinely ead that Sarab
says it gives her the creeps ; at other times he pleeps in the coal-cellar
or on the hard boards anywhere! He eats no meat; be scarcely
tonches even vegetables. But thbis is not all, Lately he has had a
friend to stay with him—a ronnd-faced man with a queer-cot coat—
neither priest nor elder, but who calls himself the ¢ new apostle : *and
Sarah eays the is frightened to desth of the man, He is the founder
of some new order, and wants Canon Hope to throw up everything
and joie him, He says very impolite things about all of us here;
and the worst of it is ( anon Hope listeps, Yom know how intelligent
Barah always was, My heat G.F.B, girl—qoite my best.”

% Why, Canon Hops bas only just come ! " aaid Mrs Cadwallader.
# What possesses the man? Buot from the moment he raved up and
down like a Jack.in-the-box that Bunday morning, and disturbed my
usoal nap, I felt mischie! would come of it, and when am I wrong ?
And, sgain, directly Mras Cudlip-Gaye, charming impulsive cresture,
takes a fancy to anybody, that person is sure to be one of these high-
fiyers, BShe bas the same tastein everything ; she never notices what
I call ordinary, proper-minded, every-day people.”

“ Emmea is Emma,* said Miss Olutterbeck. *Of course 1
shonldn’t dare tell her what I have now told you; she would ' atare
me oot of her drawipg-room,” and as likely aa Dot she would get
the Bishop to entirely remodel the G.F.8,, and somebow or other
put a stop to our pleasant little avenues for bearing anything we may
cars to. No, I know very well how to arrange my conversation with
our Archdeacon’s wife.’

 Bhe has great power over the bishop,” said Mrs Cadwallader—
# anybody can see that. Bhe is a powerful woman, and has admir-
able and sobtle tact ; somebody eaid tke bishop proposed to ber.

“1 can positively deny that,” said Miss Clutterbeck. “ REmma
never had but one downright proposal, and that was the Archdeacon’s,
Bmma and I in that are alike. I bad one and refused him, and abe
bad one and accepted him.”

“Dear me! " ssid Mrs Cadwallader as sbe took up the cat and
tenderly smoothed its for; ‘ then Hmma Cudlip-Gaye and yom are
on the same scale as regards attractiveness,”

¥ Good gracioua! Look at the married frights and the scores ot
proposals registered by them,” eaid Miss Ciutterbeck, rising, * and
for any sake, my dear Jady, don’t think proposale are the meagure of
attractiveness."

“ Tuey are the measure of sweetness only, perbaps,” said Mrs
Cadwallader ; # they make folks ancommonly good-tempered. But
I'm an old frump.”
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CHAPTER IL

After apending two months with the Cudlip-Gayes in thae clerical
atmosphere of the Close, I (Angels) have returned to this hnmble
little shop in this oarrow little street, to brood on my fature in the
epasmodio fashion which evolves plans of action, One would have
thovght that a young person in my position would have felt rather
out of it with such & thorough-paced wowan of the world as Mm
Cudlip-Gaye ; for I don't think thers exists a more clarified compre-
hension of the metif that is guiding the flats aud sharps and quavers
and demi-semiquavera of the endless fantasies, coocertos and
mazurkes which compose everybody’s lives (be they good or bad)
than has Emma—{for to me she is ‘' Emma."

# Youn know it will not do for you to introduce old Megiddo’s
supposed daughter to your friends,"” I said, when she led me away
from my misery o that memorable night which bad grown to day—
the day Megiddo wae gathered to his fathers, How rapidly she
turned those full, cool, gray eyes on me and replied :

* Thank God theres aro yet & few people left who venture to leap
that old barricade called * It will not do.! That barricade I eall the

‘old enobs’ water-jump." What this century of onrs has yet todo is
to drown all the old snobsin the water that they can't jump. Ibave
found out, my dear Angela, mkat your are,and now 1'm going to Sod
out who you are. Grapea are not yet found on thistles. You ara a
mystery."”

1 am disposed to believe thal there is & good deal of mystery
connected with my parentage. That wretch Jabin knowe all about
it ; I almosat wish he would return, if only to insist on his giving me
& clue, By the bye, 10-night I must fuifil Megiddo’s requeat. Under
the seven lime-treea (which Megiddo calted his dressing-room), thosa
weird frees which have slways caught my imaginaiion in the old
garden at the back of the house, I am to search for the fortuns which
he is reputed to bave had. How minunte were hig directions |

I don't know whether it wag very wise of me to tell Mr Harrison
about it and ssk him to assist me in the search ; bat that man hawa
atrange power over me, I feel I must do his bidding, snd yet L am
disgusted at myself for doing i.. 8till, I am not alone in this weak-
ness ! Jook at the power he is rapidly obtaining over Canon Conway
Hope and Mrs Cadlip-Gaye. I hope he won't make converts of us.
1 wonder if his theory is that life shorn of ite shams im only to be
found in the peaceful seclneion of his bappy valley, not far from the
city of the great prephet ?

1 think Mr Harrison likes money, for when 1 told him the story
of the lime-trees and the solemn whieperings of Megiddo I saw a
strange light burn in those great black orba (not eyen) of his, and he
said, calling me by name, which would be a liberty from anybody else
less than & prophet, ¥ Angela, there should be a witness,” Thez, of
course, I asked him to come. The cnly uncomfortable part about the
proceeding 18 the hour, Megiddo said I was oot to search before
twelve o’clock, and he fixed thia day and hour because the moon
would be at the full,

Imposslble to receive even a prophet such as Mr Harrison at
midnight; so I had to take Mra Cudlip-Gaya into my confidence,
and she immediately told Canon Hope, and he threw her back apor
the Archdeacon, who very prosily talked about his wight-cap, which
Mrs Cudlip-Gay says he bhag clung to as the tail of Conservatism,
though thbe thirgs went out just fifty years ago, and sre only to be
bad to order in one particalar shop located at the Land's End, aud
situated close to the lighthouse at that particular point, However,
as Mra Cudlip-Gaye eays, lile ia a serios of give and take, BShe gave
in aboat that night-cap, ebe declares, and nees it ag a ecrewdriver to
get her own way evety now and then, 8o she is coming alec—Pietra
Beckett.

Pietra Beckett deserves a volume of description to herself, she is
8o peculiar, Thers are no oid maids now, the animal has gone ont,
and instead this new thisg has come in—the thing between the sexen,
Cravat, shirt, and fringe—¢Aat’s Pietra Beckett. She is all that and
gomething more, Bhe has a cigarette-case | The Archdescon was
frightened, really frightened, when he saw it, She immediately
made a pun, and said ;—* Keep it close, Mr Archdeacon ; it’s brother
Bob's, it renlly is.” Pietra is so cool, When I say cool I don’t mesn
cold ; I mean she can put yon in the wrong position at any moment.
She ia the full development of, as I said before, thia pew thing thst
has eatered the lists with men for the places and positions beld
hitherto by men. Bhe is decidedly good-icoking ; her hair is cropped
close and her features are regular; her mouth ie the beat and worst
feature : it is presty but eynical. When I eaid just now that there
are no old maids I forgot Mrs Gudlip-Gaye's intimate friend, Migss
Clutterbeck. Bhe is one of the right rort and one of the new old
sort. Mise Clutierbeck meana to marry, and talks of herself as
a *gpin” spun at last into matrimony. Pietra does not mesn to
marry, bat to compete for the positions now held by men, I don't
think marriage would be possible for Pietra, because she hes so
completely forgotten that thera is any other ground between the
sexen than mere position-getting that she has, ms it were, outlived
the possibility of love. Bhe is not aware that passion ie an agent to
be reckoned with. Mr Harrigon hates her because she calls him a
knave. Bbe saye it pleasantly enough, too. *¢ Ah, Mr Harrison, you
are a knave!” Sbe belonga to that new school which only knows
distinction of terms by distinction of actions. I have described all
these people roughly emough, all save Canon Conway Hope, and bim
I besitate to deseribe because (well, after all, thia is but & piece of
paper, not the eyes of this and that person)—becanse—jyes, he attracts

me, Hiaextraordinary guodness makes me ashamed, Yet it isnot
8 kind of goodness that awes, [ feel at my moral best in hia atmos-
ptere,

He has an enthusiasm for the masses, and he takes an interest in
me a8 one of the mases. He views me collectively, and he is aa
abetracted when he talks to me as if I were a congregation, not an
individual, Now, I like this, becanse before (in that before), when I
wae Jabin's great “ draw " at his horrible showe, it was so difficult to
impress individoals with the fact that I waa bat » piece of machinery
that danced and m2de music acd recited—nothing more to them.
Ah! people don’t know what it ia to fold the lily and the snowdrop
about their soul’s health, tiil they have had to guard innocence in its
alabaster box of experience, Waell, all the distinguished people are
comung hero to-night, coming to this quaint eld shop tg search beneath



