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DI AN A

CHAPTER T
HERSELF.

Diaxa TRELAWNY was a great heiress in
the ordinary sense of the word, though the
term was one which she objected to strong-
ly.  She was rather a great proprietor and
lundowner, no longer looking forward to
any inheritance, but in full possession of
it.  She had a fine estate, a fine old
Lnglish house, and a great deal of money
in all kinds of stocks and securities. Be-
sides this, she was a handsome woman,

VOL. I A
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quite sufficiently handsome in the light
of her wealth to be called heautiful—not
a girl, a Dbeautiful woman of thirty, with
some talents, a great deal of character, and
a most enviable and desirable position.
She was not, indeed, chairman of the
quarter-sessions, as she might have been
had she written herself Daniel instead of
Diana, nor was she even on the commis-
sion of the peace. She did not, so far as
I am aware, regret either of these disabil-
ities; but these, and a few more of the
same kind, were the chief things that dis-
tinguished her from the other great county
magnates. She paid very little attention
to these points of difference. A woman
who is rich, and has a commanding posi-
tion, has few but sentimental grievances
to complain of. These sentimental griev-
ances are often very disagreeable, and tell

like personal imsults by times; but they
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arc practically inoperative in cases like
that of Miss Trelawny. She had broken
the bonds of youth, the only ones which,
in her position, might have restrained ler.
She had no objections that all the country
and all the world should know she was
thirty ; and Dbeing thirty, she claimed full
mdependence, which was as fully accorded
to her. She had no tastes or inclinations
to make that independence unlovely : and
no theory of emancipation which demanded

exceptional boldness of fact to justify it

a thing which gets many women into
trouble. Her house was as pleasant a house
as could be found, her society conrted, her
chavacter respected.  She had all the ad-
vantages of a country gentleman, and she
had other advantages inseparable from
the fact that she was o lady and not a
gentleman. A marriageable young squire

of hier age and good looks would no doubt
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have been an extremely popular and much-
sought-after person; but Diana was more
popular and morc sought after than any
young squire. For even if you take the
very worst view of Inglish society, and be-
lieve that managing mothers and daughters
cager to be married are as abundant as
blackberries, the fact still remains that
certain reticences must be observed, and
that the Dbest women do not throw them-
selves at the hero’s head—or feet. Where-
as, in Diana’s case, these reticences were
scarcely necessary, for everybody paid un-
disguised cowrt to the beautiful, wealthy,
smiling, and gracious young woman, and the
hest men in the neighbourhood thought
no shame to throw themselves at Zier head
—or feet, as the case might he. She was
more openly courted than any man, for it
was more seemly and fit that she should

be courted, and no disgrace to the noblest.
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The county was more proud of her, more
devoted to her, than it would have heen
to any male potentate. It made a kind
of queen of her, always in dutiful and loyal
subordination to the real mistress of these
realms ; but Diana was the queen of the
county. Thus her sex was nothing but
an additional pedestal to this enviable
person : for to be sure she did not much
care, being as yet indifferently interested
in politics, for the disadvantage of having
no vote.

Diana, however, had not always been
so fortunate and so great: she was not
horn the heiress of the Chase, and of all
the good things involved in that.  OId
Lady Trelawny, its last ruler, was a Tre-
lawny horn, and princess of the name, as
well as a Trelawny by marriage.  She and
her husband had united the two hranches

of the family, he having the title and she
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the property : and had intended in so do-
ing to re-found and concentrate in their
descendants the strength of the race, which
had become strageling and weakly, running
into wild offshoots of collaterals which
sucked all the strength from the parent
stem. But, alas! there is nothing more
remarkable than the indifference of Provi-
dence to such arrangements, even in the
most important families. In this case
Heaven took mno notice of the intention
at all, but simply left this pair childless,
as if their offspring had heen of no con-
sequence, coufounding all their desigus.
They could not believe for a long time
that such @ neglect was possible ; but they
lived long enough to get over their surprise,
and to form a great many new plans for
their future heir, who had to be chosen
within a certain circle of kinship. It may

be supposed that this choice, which had
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to be made among them, fluttered the
family of Trelawny beyond measure, and
kept up for years a wonderful excitement
in all its branches. Such a possibility
hanging over one’s head is very bad for
the character, and it is to be feared that
the Trelawnys in general made exhibitions
of their eagerness in a way which did not
please the sharp-sighted old pair to whom
the privilege of choice was given.

The only one of all the lineage who did
not answer to the general call, and put in
some claim more or less servilely to his
chance of the inheritance, was a certain
Captain John, who had disappeared from
the surface of the family long before, and
Lady Trelawny knew why. Up to the
time when the old lady was seventy, it
still scemed quite clear to her that Captain
John kept out of the way because he could

not bear to see her the wife of Sy John,
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though such had been her position for the
last half-century.

The old pair were at Drighton when the
husband’s last illness hegan: and looking
from their windows, in the feebleness of
their old age, they watched daily a cer-
tain procession of cirls from one of the
many ¢irls’ schools (or should I not say
establishments for young ladies?) in the
place, which amuszed the old people much.
It was an event in Sir John’s dull morning
when they passed with their fresh faces,
in charge of a handsome, stately young
woman, who was the English coverness.
By degrees both Sir John and my lady
became interested in this eivl : and it may
be supposed what a leap of additional
warmth was given to the rising faney when
they found out that her name, too, was
Trelawny. Trelawnys are not so plentiful

as Browns: the old lady drove to Mrs
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Seymour’s school to find out who she was,
and sent her half-a-dozen invitations hefore
Diana could be persnaded to go. < Why
should I go? I would in a moment if I
could do anything for them ; hut they are
smothered in friends and doctors and ser-
vants,” sald the proud young woman. DMrs
Seymour, who was a sensible person, coaxed
and persuaded and half compelled the visit ;
and when 1t turned out that this stately
Diana was the ounly child of Captain John,
it may be supposed what excitement awoke
among all the Trelawnys. It gave the old
lady a great shock at first, for she had
believed in Captain John as living on
somewhere in mournful old bachelorhiood,
keeping out of sight and out of the world
in order to escape the misery of sccing
herself at seventy the wife of another, and
her désdllusionment cost her a pang.  After-

wards, when slie found out that Captain
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Jolm had married late in life—he was
older by ten years than she—a homely
little clergyman’s daughter who had Deen
kind to him in a little village in Wales
where he fished and dreamed his life away,
and had died there a dozen years hefore,
her heart was touched more than ever;
and 1t was Lady Trelawny’s tears that
persnaded Diana, against her will, to leave
Ler independent position and become the
nurse and companion of the old people.
Before Sir John died the decision was
made, but it was the old lady who carried
it out. Captain Jolhn had been the nearest
in blood, first cousin to both husband and
wife.  His daughter was, of all the Tre-
lawnys, the one most near to them, their
natural leir.

A year afterwards Diana had become
Miss Trelawny of the Chase, a very great

lady, and had taken the county by storm
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at the first glance. Perhaps, indeed, their
want of any previous familiavity with her
had something to do with the position to
which she rose immediately in her own
right.  The county had not scen her grow
up, and did not know all her youthful
faults and weaknesses, as was the case with
most of her fellow-magnates.  She came
into 1t full-grown, full-blown, beautiful,
stately, independent, neither to be snubbed
nor patronised nor put down. The episode
of the school, which might have senteuced
a humbler woman to exclusion from the
reigning caste, what did it matter in a
Trelawny ?  Your princesses born can do
anything, the humblest offices.  She neither
brageed of it mor was ashamed of it, but
would mention it simply in her conversation
when need was, in the most matter-of-fact
way, as a princess ought to do.  What did

it matter to her one way or another?  The
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humility and the greatness were immaterial
to Diana. She was herself in all times and
places, and had been herself before she be-
came Miss Trelawny of the Chase; though
the title (veally a title in the circumstances)
suited her admirably. Her neighbour, Mr
Biddulph, called her “the image that fell
down from Jupiter.” Such was her position
in the world, eminent, rich, remarkable in
position, yet something more—something
that had nothing to do with her position,
which was simply her, and her alone.
There was one thing, however, which
startled the county much, and filled it with
disapproval, which would have heen warmer
had there been any real belief in the pur-
pose announced. Diana declared from the
beginning that she would not marry. This
1s not an announcement which excites very
warm belief in any case. If it is not

beliecved of a man, how should it be of
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a woman, to whom (as everybody still he-
lieved in those days) it is the one thing
needful ? This, however, was what Diana
said, quite seriously, without, it was sup-
posed, meaning any joke; and, indeed,
joking was not in her character. She said
In so many words that she did not mean to
marry. There was a great deal to do on
the estate, she said, which was true; for
the old Trelawnys had done little, and had
not at all marched with the times, but con-
tented themselves with the state of affairs
which had existed a hundred years ago, or
at least in the beginning of the century.
The farming was bad, the cottages were
bad, everything was behind in Trelawny
parish. < But a gentleman could do all
that so much better than you could,” her
friiends said to her. “1It is my business,
and not any problematical gentleman’s,”

said this impracticable young woman. She
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had a belief in celibacy which was incred-
ible to the community in genecral; and
thought, however bad it might be to make
that state compulsory, that unmarried per-
sons, both lay and clerical, were an advan-
tage here and there to their fellow-creatures.
The question was discussed continually
between her and her neighbours, the
Biddulphs, to whom such a vebellion
against all the rules which regulate human
life secemed monstrous, and not to be put
up with. It was un-English, they said—
it was wicked ; but Diana only smiled.
One thing was certain, that this fad lkept
up her importance and her unique position
as the finest of matches could not have
done ; and 1t scemed to some of hLer friends
that it was more to Diana’s credit to allege
this as the reason, than to allow it to he
believed that she was guilty of the eccen-

tricity of despising or ohjecting to matri-
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mony.  “She would Dbe nobody if she
married,” they said. ¢ She would just be
like other people; but Miss Trelawny of
the Chase 1s a great personage.” This was
so much more reasonable, so much more
natural a wmotive, everybody felt, than any
foolish fancy about work to bhe done or
personal responsibilities to be upheld, that
the neighbourhood was quite glad to adopt
it.  “Diana likes to be important,” was
an answer to everything; and Diana did
not contradict the opinion so universally
formed. DPerhaps she did like the impor-
tance of hLer position, and even the suitors
and suitors’ friends who paid such court to
her, in hopes of appropriating, some time or
other, her solid attractions of money and
land and social position to themselves. So
Queen Llizabeth did too, I suppose, what-
ever were the real motives of that astute

sovercign for declining to share her throne.
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Diana did not want her throne to be
shared; but she did not, perhaps, being
human, dislike the great competition there
was for the vacant place.

Besides this, probably there had Deen
experiences in her life which made the
question of marrlage less attractive to
Ler. Few people live to bhe thirty with-
out something of the kind, happy or
unhappy; but nobody in the neighbour-
hood of Trelawny had been taken into
her confidence in this respect. So she
lived in the great house a cheerful and
busy life, working at her estate as few
Landlords take the trouble to work, making
a profession of it which cannot be said to
be usual.  Sometimes she was alone, but
more generally there were guests to give
the semblance of a family to the huge old
mansion : and very pleasant society Diana

managed to gather round her,—people of
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all kinds, almost of all classes, within the
limits which education and refinement
made possible — poor people and rich
people, great people and small people, in
a andlange which was both pleturesque and
pleasant.  There is nothine that gives such
a zest to soclety as having been shut out
from it for years; and if it was at all
common for the poor and aspiring to be
frequently raised at once into the posses-
sion of great mecans and independence as
had happened to Diana, nothing, I believe,
would benefit more by this than society.
What dreams she had entertained in her
loneliness, when Mrs Seymow’s parlour
was the highest sphere possible to her, of
the fine company she would like to sce if
she had the power! To sit and work, and
listen diligently to the words of wisdom
which fell from the lips of the senior
curate, sometimes on her own account

VOL. L B
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venturing a respectful remark as to the
last story in the ¢JMonthly Packet,” was
all that Diana could hope for in those
days; and as she sat with her head bowed
and her mind half impatient, half amused,
listening to the conversation of these her
superiors, it would be endless to tell how
many fascinating groups she cathered round
her, how much brilliant conversation went
flashing about, while Mrs Seymour prosed,
and the curate at his ease Jaid down the
law.  Somectimes she was half afraid these
good people would hLear the fun and the
laughter that were going on so near them,
and would bend Ler head close over hLer
needlework to hide the smile upon her
face. Strange freaks of faney? for often
now, when the heautiful drawing-room at
the Chase was full of the hest soclety,
Diana, drooping her head, would hear

again Mrs Seymour prosing and the curate
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laying down the law, and listen to them a
while with a smile on her face and very
gentle thoughts. But in all probability,
had she been born in the purple at Tre-
lawny, and never sat in Mrs Seymow’s
pavlour, she would have been satisfied
with the county magnates and fine people
within reach, and would not have made
those efforts after good society which the
county enjoyed, yet looked upon with sus-
picion—wondering why its own provisions
m  that particular should not be good
cnouch for her, as they had been for her

forefathers. It did not injure her popu-

larity, however—rather inecreased it. The

Chase was a pleasant house to visit, and
its mistress ““a delightful person to know :”
and she was one of the best matches in
England, and might at any moment turn
anyhody’s second son into an important

county gentleman. Can the reader be sur-
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prised that on all accounts, and in every
section of society, there should be but one
opinion about such an important and
attractive person as Miss Trelawny of the

Chase ?



CHAPTER II.
HER NEIGHBOURS.

THERE were very great people in the

connty, whom I will not venture to de-

scribe here,—a duke, with his duchess,
and all the fine things that naturally
belong to dukes: and two harons, and
Sir Johns without number : for the county
was large and important. Miss Trelawny,
I believe, had she acted with ordinary
prudence, might have had the Marquis,
and been Duchess in her day. He was
some years younger than she was; but,
as everybody said, if Z¢s family did not

object to that difference of age on the



(S
Lo

DITANA.

wrong side, why should she? and the
yvoung man was fathoms deep in love, and
did not get over his disappointment for
three months at least; and nothing could
have made a finer mateh than the Trelawny
estate with the Duke’s lands.  However, I
am not qualified to enter upon any dis-
cussion of the motives of such sublime
personages.  The neighbours who specially
belonged to Diana, and who were most
interested in the episode of her life which
it 1s my business to relate, were the Hun-
stantons, who lived in the nearest “ place”
to Trelawny, and were deeply attached to
its mistress; and another small and insig-
nificant household, which, except 1n con-
sequence of its connection with Diana,
would scarecely have been of sufficient im-
portance to be mentioned at all.  This
latter family was composed of two ladies,

an aunt and a niece—the one a clergyman’s
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widow, the other a cleroyman’s orphan-
child ;  peevish, humble - minded, weakly
little gentlewomen, with nothing remark-
able about them except the simple pretti-
ness of the girl, Sophy, who was a soft,
smiling golden-haired creature, unobtrusive
and gentle as a little bird. DMrs Norton
was dispozed to be mysterious about the
connection of herself and her nicece with
Diana, fearing, as she said, to “compro-
mise” a lady in her position; but this
conunection was of the very simplest kind.

Sophy had been at Mrs Seymour’s school

a piece of extravagance which had cost
lier kind annt a great deal more than she
could afford—but the eirl had been deli-
cate, and sea-air had been prescribed for
her, and good little Mrs Norton was willing
to “live anyhow ” in order to securc ad-
vantages for the child to whom she had

performed all o mother’s duties.  Diana
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was one of the women to whom a depen-
dent of some kind is an invariable appen-
dage, gathered to her by sheer attraction
of mnature: and Sophy Norton took the
place of the necessary burden to be carried
about on the other’s strong shoulders.
The child was delicate, the governess was
kind.  She nursed her, she petted her,
she became to her a sort of amateur mother.
Mrs Norton lived in cheap little lodgings
at Drighton to be near her little girl, and
when she asked the governess to come to
tea. with Sophy, she too felt that in her
way she was exercising kindness and
patronage, and that Miss Trelawny’s care
of Sophy was compensated by the notice
which she, a lady of private means, not
requiring to work for her living, took of
the governess—so that on this foundation
of mutual kindness they got on in a very

pleasant way.
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I will not say that Diana herself felt
Mrs Norton’s notice to be of the elevating
character which the cxcellent little woman
herself supposed : but she was lonely, and
very grateful for kindness of any descrip-
tion simply offered. She liked the prattle
of the two innocent creatures, the aunt
not much wiser than the niece; and she
liked the spectacle of their love, which
brought sometimes a wistful look to her
own face, and sometimes lit her up with
smiles, for 1t had its amusing as well as
its tender aspects.  When Diana came to
her kingdom, 1t is not to be descerihed what
awe, and wonder, and pride, took posses-
sion of Mrs Norton’s soul. To think that
the governess to whom she had condescen-
ded should have 1isen to be such a great
lady ! but yet, at the same time, to think
that she had always appreciated Miss Tre-

always done her hest, though that

Tawny,
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was hut little, to show her appreciation !
When old Lady Trelawny died, Mrs Nor-
ton wrote, with much timidity, to offer, if
Diana would like it, a visit of sympathy for
one day only—for she had her pride, and
meant nothing but kindness, if not perhaps
a tremulous expedient of love to recall little
Sophy to the mind of one who now might
be as good a friend to the little girl “as I
tried to be to her, my dear, in her days of
poverty.” Diana accepted this not entirely
unalloyed kindness.  She understood the
alloy and forgave it ; nay, perhaps liked the
little bit of gold there was all the better for
that heavenly kind of dross mixed with it
—the anxious love of Sophy which prompted
her aunt to scek her interest in any prac-
ticable way. They came to the Chase for
two days, and stayed two months, amusing
and refreshing their hostess in her loneli-

ness with their pretty foolish ways. They
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were like two kittens to Diana; their
harmless gambols gave her pleasure sach as
sensible persons did not always understand.
When she had kept them with her all that
time, 1t scemed hard to send the two little
things away again into the scaside lodgings
or small suburban house which they con-
templated. Diana offered them a cottage
in her park which had been huilt by some
other kind Trelawny for a poor relation,—
a little red house, overgrown with climbing
roses and honeysuckle, set in a little clear-
mge of green lawns in the heart of the trees,
No words could tell Sophy’s delight with
this pretty nest; but Mrs Norton did all
she could to maintain her dignity, and to
seem to doubt and hesitate a little—Afirstly,
as to whether she ought to accept such a
favour from a friend who was not a rela-
tion, as she said; and sccondly, as to

whether in the midst of the trees it might
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be damp. But in a very short time both
these fears were put to flicht, and no chil-
dren were ever more happy over the fitting
up of a doll’s house than those two little
ladies were over their furnishing.  And,
again, to the wonder of her sensible friends,
so was Diana too. Is not a grown-up
sister, a young mother, sometimes excited
about the doll’s house as well as its lawful
possessor ¢ Miss Trelawny bought little
bits of furniture, sought out seraps of china,
had little brackets fitted in the little corners,
and stands of flowers set out in the tiny
hall. It was a toy mansion for her pets,
upon which she expended more trouble than
on her own stately dwelling-place; though
what she could see in those two silly little
women! as DMrs Hunstanton econstantly
said.

The Hunstantons were of a totally dif-

ferent class. They were landed gentry as
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good as the Trelawnys themselves, if not
quite so rich. They had a house in a great
grove of trees which, except in the heat of
summer, was not very cheerful, and which
was supposed not to be wholesome for the
delicate boy who was their eldest hope and
the heir. He was a pale melancholy indi-
vidual, like neither fatlier nor mother, and
1t was on his account that they constantly
spent their winters abroad. Mr Hunstan-
ton was an unsteady man with nerves, who
had attacks of newralgia and notions, and
was fond of meddling, people said, with
things that did not concern him much.
He was thin to the utmost possible of
thinness, running about in jerks and think-
ing in jumps, a hasty man, not wise but yet
lovable, and ready to undertake anything
for anybody. His wife was as unlike him
in person as in character. She was sen-
‘

sible, cool, and indisposed to “mix herself
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up” with other people’s affairs—still hand-
some though nearly fifty, calm in disposi-
tion, and somewhat disposed to criticism,
for which she had ample ground in her
husband’s doings and sayings. They had
married late, and had some children still in
the nursery, and the weakly boy of sixteen
already mentioned, whom it was the chief
object of their lives to tide over the diffi-
cult period of youth. For him they were
always ready to move at a moments
notice, to fly from the east winds or from
the damp, or from the too great heats of
summer.  Climate was one of the few
things which both of them believed in,
and their house was full of books on the
subject, and every new place was eagerly
caught at and inquired about. All along
the Riviera they had wandered, over Italy
with all its islands, into Spain, to Gibraltar,

to Algiers, up the Nile—almost as many
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places as there had been winters in the
delicate boy’s life.  Curiosities from all of
these spots which possessed any curlosities
filled thelr rooms, and the acquaintances
which an active-minded man like Mr Hun-
stanton made in these prolonged periods
of leisure were beyond counting. He had
something to do with private histories all
over the world, and had thrust his nervous
head into more tangled webs than could
be reckoned. His wife, who at first had
tried to restrain him, had long ago given
up the attempt as impracticable, and only
looked on and wondered and criticised.
Such were Diana’s nearest neighbours.

The Nortons were in the park, to be got

at at o moment’s notice—convenient people
who could be sent for, who were always
ready to fill up a corner, to do anything
that might be agreeable.  Sophy sung a

little pleasantly and prettily, as she did
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everything. Her aunt was ready to play
quadrilles and waltzes, or the simpler kind
of accompauniments, till midnight at any
time. They were liked by all the much
oreater people into whose society they had
been transplanted bodily, and whom they
delighted in, In return, with enthusiasm.
The Duchess, on the one occasion when
she had spent three day at the Chase, at
the time when Diana had been thought pos-
sible for her most noble son, paid special
attention to Mrs Norton, taking her for the
resident clergywoman of the place: and
the distinction was one which had never
been forgotten. It must be added that,
by some special dispensation of Providence,
the clergy of the parish were an uncle
and nephew—one rector, the other curate;
two black-browed, silent men, whose chief
use in nature scemed to be (besides their

duties in the parish) to balance these two
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little ladies at Diana’s dinner-table. They
were both unmarried, and Nature seemed
to intend that if not two couplings ut
least one should result from this singularly
appropriate balance of forces. LEverybody,
however, saw this except the parties con-
cerned, as so often happens.  They did
not sce it at all.  The clder My Snodgrass
unjustly stigmatised poor little Mrs Norton
as a gossip; and the younger one had lost
his head, not to speak of his heart, in a
vain adoration of Diana, who was about as
far removed from him as her namesake 1n
the skics. And this tacitwrn young man
was the favourite butt for Sophy’s simple
little wit, which was not of a brilliant
character indeed, but now aud then could
be sharp on a personal peculiavity. Thus
perverse human nature balked Providence,
as scems not unusual on the surface 1n
mortal affuirs.

VOL. 1. C
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Diana had been relgning for full two
years when this story begins, and for more
than one the pair of little ladies had heen
settled in the Red House. They had not
complained of the damp during the first
winter ; but now that another was about
to begin, there was a little flutter of talk
about Sophy’s cough, which had not heen
lost upon Diana.  Sophy, there was no
doubt, hiad a cough. She had not got rid
of it last year until the end of May, and
though 1t did not scem to hurt her, it was
enough to disturb Mrs Norton, and even
to attract Diana’s attention whatever she
was doing, stopping her in the midst of
the most interesting conversation. Was
it the humid atmosphere under the trees?
was it the green, too luxuriant growth
about the Red House? Diana set out
walking one October morning, after many

thoughts, to satisfy herself on this point.
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She was fond of the girl in Ler own per-
son, and she was moved by a still deeper
sympathetic sense of the love of the aunt
to whom Sophy was everything.  What
would the ecconomy matter, the pretty
house which they had rent free, or even
the fine company which Diana felt was
still more dear to Mrs Norton—in com-
parison with her child’s health? Diana
went across the park, the short cut, not
afraid of the moisture which shone on the
grass, In her strong hoots and scrge dress.
She was tall and fully developed, in the
long lines and noble curves that became
her age : no longer a slim girl, but mature,
in the pride and height of life: her step
firm and commanding, though light and
swift; her fine head hLeld high, not a stoop
nor a droop bad she; light and strong
and Dbeautiful, like a tall lily among the

fragile undergrowth of blooms. Soply wus
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sitting by the window, looking out upon
the park, with a basket of flowers before
her, and all the flower-vases of the house
ranged round her; the air sweet with
mienonctte ; the sunshine coming in over
her head, and catching the ruddy glimmer
in her hair. “Here is Diana, auntie,” she
said, getting up to run to the door and
welcome her friend. DMrs Norton was
sitting with her needlework by the table.
There was a pucker in her gentle little
brow, for Sophy had coughed three times
since breakfast. Something would have
to be done. “I will take my courage in
both hands, and I will speak to Diana,”
she said to herself, then looked round the
pretty room and sighed.

It was a very pretty room. Diana had
almost furnished 1it, as well as given the
house. Opposite the window was an old-

fashioned convex mirror, making the pret-
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tiest sparkling picture of the park with
1ts trees; a little old cabinet underneath
had Mrs Norton’s pet china arranged
upon it, catching the sunshine: the sofa
by the fireside was as softly luxurious,
though it was so small, as anything in the
Chase.  “ What have we done that she
should have been so good to us? and she
will think it ungrateful,” Mrs Norton said
to hersclf, drying her eyes; but nothing
could be ungrateful which was done with
such reluctant sorrow. She heard the
sound of the voices outside, and got up
from her work tearfully, thinking how rash
Sophy was with her cough to run to the
door.  “I shall never get her to take care

)

—here,” she thought. “How nice of you
to come!” Sophy was saying. “Ob, 1

was just sitting at the window, wishing

and wishing for you—yes, isn't the mig-

nonette sweet ?—it is almost the last thing
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now—the flowers are going.  Oh, but come

n, come in

you must not stand in the
hall ; and your boots are wet, Diana. You
have come across the grass.”

“Which is not a thing for little girls to

)

do,” said Diana, letting the long serge skirt
dvop which she had been carrying looped
over her arm. She was fond of long
cdresses, though they were inconvenient,
and had to be looped up. “I have come
to speak to your aunt about business, and
vou may run away for a little. Go and
see if your ribbons are all right for this
evening : for you are coming up to dinner
to meet the Hunstantons and the clergy ;
and you know in that case you are always
to look your best.”

“As if T caved how I look, for them /”
said Sophy.  “But are we really, really
coming up to-night? My white is not

quite fresh enough if Mrs Hunstanton is
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coming—she is so particular; and my blue
is rather shabby; and you don’t like my
green. What am I to wear? There is
the grey Japanese silk you gave me; or
shall T put on my pink spotted ?”

“Here is the auntie,” said Diana. ““ Send
her away, Mrs Norton, for I have something
to consult you about.”

“Your grey, my love,” said Mrs Norton,
“with the blue ribhons. That is pretty
for this season, and not so thin. O,
Diana! I ought to have gone to you. I,
too, want to tell you of something. If
you should think me ungrateful, or that I

don’t feel all your kindness to the bottom

of my heart
“We mean the same thing, poor little

2

auntie. That cough of Sophy’s

“Then you have noticed it,” cvied Mrs
Norton, turning very pale.  “You think

as I do! like her mother’s!

it very serious
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O Diana, my child! Perhaps the doctor
has said something to you. What shall I
do ? what shall T do?”

“Tt is not the least scrious,” said Diana.
“1 spoke to the doctor, and he laughed.”

“He laughed!”  Mrs Norton wavered
between relief and offence.  Then she shook
her head. I have no confidence in eountry
doctors.  Ife would not have laughed 1f—

if he had any real experience—if—if he

2

knew

“Do not ery,” said Diana.  “ Pray, pray
do not ery. I have come to propose some-
thing to you. I want you to go to Italy
with the Hunstantons.”

Mrs Norton gave a little shrick. = To
Italyt  Ol, Diana!™  Then she stopped
in the first impulse of jov. “You are
deceiving me,” che said, trembling. < You
think it a great deal more serious than you

say.”
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“I think you ave the silliest little woman !
and if you make me out to have a hundred
meanings I never thought of, T will not
speak to you any more. Ask the doctor.
Ask a dozen doctors if you please. Dut
look here —if you are proud and hoity-
toity, why, then, there must be a general
dissolution and Dreaking up of friendship :
and you know, Mrs Norton, 1t is a dread-
ful thing to break off with and alienate o
true friend.”

“l do, I do! ObL, how could you ever
think it of me, Diana ? and why do you
speak to me so formally ? If we were to
go away to-morrow and never to come back
again, do yvou think that would make me
less grateful to you? And me hoity-toity !
was [ ever?—could I ever be ?—does any
one think it possible 27

“Do you know what that 15?7 said

Diana. I found it in my desk to-day.
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Mrs Norton looked at the paper through
her tears. She knew very well what it
was.  Though she was not rich, she prided
herself on having travelled abroad in her
time, and knowing all about such matters.
It was a banker’s letter recommending her-
sclf to the correspondents of the firm—one
of those documents which make the tra-
veller’s path easy, and are of more use than
any passport—as long as they hold out.

“Now,” said Diana, with a threatening
aspect, “if you make any objections or say
anything disagreeable, I am your landlady,
and I shall eviet you. If you refuse to go
I shall take your roof off. T shall turn
out all your furniture; and anyhody who
pleases may take your china. Theve! the
power of threatening can no further go.
And now I must hurry home, for I have a

great deal to do to-day. Give me some of

Sophy’s mignonette.  Tell her she is a
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little goose, and that young Mr Snodgrass
prefers pink to blue; and if you were not
very inexorable and unkind, his poor uncle
—Dbut of course if you will not listen to
him, what does it matter what [ say?
Sophy, good-bye—I have no time to stay.”

“ But, Diana, Diana!” said Mrs Norton,
breathless, with the letter in her hand,
rushing to the door after the hasty visitor.

“I have not another moment—there are
people waiting : good-bye till the evening,”
eried Diana, half-way across the lawn, with
her blue gown over her arm.

“She will wet her feet, she will eateh
cold, she will get rheumatism. Oh, if she
knew what it was to have neuralgia like
me! Buat Italy !” said Mrs Norton to her-
self.  She went back to her little drawing-
room in a flutter of excitement. Italy!
It had been the pride of her life to have

heen at Geneva once in her carly days, and
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in this one expedition she had found a
parallel to all she had heard of wonderful
and stupendous since then. I can under-
stand it,” she had said, “because, when I

With this the great-

was at Geneva
est traveller, and even Mr Hunstanton
himself, had been quelled.  But now Italy !
It took away the little lady’s breath. She
went in and looked at the banker’s letter.
Surely it would turn into a bit of rag again

in her hands. It could not be real.  Italy

and a hundred pounds! Mrs Norton
was dumb.  She gasped for breath: she
had not composure ecnough to call down
Sophy, blisstfully occupied in looking up
her ribbons, and unaware that there was
anything to hear.

Diana went back with a smile on her
face. The power of doing such things as
this is most likely sweeter when it is newly

acquired than when people have possessed
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it all their life. She liked the indulgence.
To be wvery rich, is it not to be in some
sort a god upon earth, putting right the
wrongs of fortune, and remedying its in-
justice? It was not so always: had she
herself been ill in the old days, she must
have Dorne it, and died in patience with-
out hope of relief; and now to he able
to forestall the first possibility of danger
to another seemed very sweet to her.  Yet
she was not unaware, and the recollection
made her smile again, that there was some-
thing absurd in the choice of Sophy Norton
as the recipient of her bounty. There was
many a consumptive girl in the county to
whom the help would have been invaluable
—but Sophy was not consumptive or un-
healthy. She had a cough which was no
more dangerous than a toothache, and
which had only attracted the notice of

her friend from the fact of the supposed
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dampuess of the little Red House in the
park. What a curious commentary it was
on the inequalitics of fortune, and the
duty of the rich to Dbear the burdens of
the poor! Mrs Norton was not exactly
poor: she had enough to keep a house
comfortably enough, therefore it was to
her that the rvent-free cottage naturally
fell ; and Sophy had no more need of
transportation to a warm climate than
once of the elm-trees had, thercfore of course
it was Sophy who had the means thrust
into her hand.  What a curious travesty
of meed and of duty! and what could
the great lady say for herselt who was so
glad to offer this pleasure and favour to
her semi-dependants ¢ She did nothing
but smile, with an acute sense of those
difficulties of life which no one can explain
and scarcely any one overcome. Had Diana

known the people to whom this favour
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would have been most a favour—to whom
1t might have been life and death—probably
they would have been proud persons who
would have rebelled at even the most
delicate help.  No man can save lis
brother.  Those who want Lelp most are
those who will not accept, who cannot
get it, whose wants are as far removed
from the ken of the helpful by natural
mdependence or by ignorance as if there
were no help-givers in the world. Her
own feelings ceven were to herself the
strangest  commentary upon lher sincere
desire to be of use to her fellow-creatures.
This was a joke, a piece of sclf-indulgence,
not noble neighbourliness, such as it was
in Diana to do if need were. She laughed
at herself and lLer banker’s letter, and the
little show of violence with which she had
insisted on its acceptance.  Who could

tell how near at hand and n what 1nmmi-
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nent need might be the other whom to
save Diana would have strained every
nerve?  And how blind and poor and
miserable is huwan nature, which cannot
clear up even these initial difficulties!
She went on sighing before the smile
had died off ler face, feeling amid all
Lher power and capabilities how limited

and how poor!
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CHAPTER T1II.
TO ITALY.

“I pip not think Diana had been such a
fool,” was the remark of Mrs Hunstanton,
when the arrangement was proposed to
her.  She made no objection to the joint
journey. The invalid boy for whom they
travelled, and in whom all her hopes
were concentrated, was on the whole a
fatiguing companion, dear as he was both
to father and mother; and as Mrs Norton
was one of the women who ave utterly
beyond fatigue in the amusement of chil-
dven, there was compensation for the risk
of being bored hy the helplessness of the

VoL. T D
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two little women.  But that Miss Trelawny
should carry her ““infatuation” about these
trifling persons to the length of sending
them off like an anxious mother because
the girl had a cough, filled her with an
anory surprise.  If she had a cough, what
had Diana to do with 1%  She had an aunt
of her own to look after her, and they had,
Mrs Hunstanton supposed, enough to live
on, or what business had they there at
Diana’s table meeting the best people in
the county ¢ Her unaccountable fondness
for them nritated her friend.  What could
she see 11 such commonplace persons ¢ for
indeed the mixture of amusement and
habit and indulgence in Diana’s affection
was incomprehensible to Mrs Hunstanton,
who either was fond of people or disliked
them, and disapproved of such complica-
tions of feeling. To tell the truth, the

Nortons themselves took Diana’s kindness
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as proof of a decp and absorbing love, and
asked each other, with a gentle compla-
cency, what they had done to make her
so ford of them. “Not that I should
wonder at «ny one being fond of you,
my darling,” the aunt said; a sentiment
which the niece echoed warmly, both put-
ting Diana’s love down to the credit of
the other.  Diana herself smiled a little
when they talked to her of her love.  Yes;
she supposed she was fond of them in a
way, poor httle souls! and she laughed
at the indignation of Mys Hunstanton,
which was so wnaive and open. It was no
harm to that good woman, did not take
auything from her, that her friend should
pet and spoil these little women.  Still
it irritated her; and to think of this ex-
travagant indulgence of their weaknesses
angered her almost beyond bearing.  **As

for their coming with us, they are welcome
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to come, I am sure,” she said, thinking,
not without a little relief, of Reginald,
who was “a handful” on a long journey.
She saw in her mind’s eye Mrs Norton
devoting herself to the boy, petting him
—for it was her nature to be always pet-
ting somebody—reading to him, finding
out endless stores of conundrums and fool-
ish games for his amusement; and she
was mollified. It was possible even that,
though of themselves bores, they might
be a kind of acquisition on the journey ;
but what Diana could mean by it! DMrs
Hunstanton shrugeed her shoulders, and
made up her mind that human creatures
in general were more inscrutable than
any other mystery on the face of the
carth.  She had occasion to learn this
truth nearer home. There was her own
husband always dancing about on some-

body’s business, meddling with somebody’s
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affairs.  No such temptation disturbed her
mind. She was interested about her own
people, loved them, and would have spent
her last sixpence and her last hour in
serving them. DBut people who did not
belong to you! What right had you to
be disturbed and deranged by their affairs?

Nevertheless, notwithstanding Mrs Hun-
stanton’s objections to the whole business,
she took a good deal of trouble that even-
ing in enlightening the inexperienced tra-
vellers, who had a thousand questions to
ask.

“When I was at Geneva, there was a

light kind of challis which I wore —a
kind of dust-colour—with flowers upon 1it,”
said Mrs Norton.

“Oh, not dust-colour, dear auntie; let
it be grey,” said Sophy.

They were all in a flutter of expectation

and excitement, eager to be told if new
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outfits were necessary, and a total change
of raiment, as if they had heen going to
India. For Mrs Norton, with no rent to
pay, was rich enough to indulge Sophy
with several new dresses if necessary, and
would have liked the husiness. Mrs Hun-
stanton cut them very short. “1I hope you
don’t think you are going to eternal sum-
mer,” she said.

“ No, indeed—until we get away from this
sad world altogether, Mrs Hunstanton.”

Sophy had no desire to escape from this
sad world. She said, “But it is much
warmer. It is to take away my cough;
and Reginald — of course Reginald goes
for the warm weather 2”

“Equable, equable.  We don’t jump up
and down the thermometer as we do at
home. And the place is very dull. You
can’t think how dull it is—high houses:

if you live on the second floor—and unless
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you arc rich you must live on the second,
or even the third floor—you can’t even see
the strect.  As for a glimmer of sunshine,
that 1s past praying for, if you happen to
be on the wrong side. And no socicty,
or next to none. The Italians are very

well, the less

exclusive; and the English
suld about the Inglish the hetter,” said
Mrs Hunstanton, in her serlous vein.

The two little ladies looked at each other
Tears sprang to Sophy’s eyes, who was the
one most casily moved.  “We must go
now,” she said, “to please Diana.”  And
then, after a pause, “Diana 1s so kind.
Perhaps she is too kind, auntie. If it
had not been all scttled for us—you know
there ave other places which are not dull.”

“And ungrateful, too!” NMrs Hunstan-
ton said to herself; but she said nothing
more about the dulness of Pisa.  She gave

them some small instructions, which re-
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stored their cheerfulness ; and told them
when she meant to start. And though
they were damped, their courage rose
after the interview was over. “If it was
as bad as she says, who would wish to go
there 2”7 said Mrs Norton, with unusual
shrewdness.  “They are going themselves,
so we must have some society. Depend
upon it, dear, Diana would not send you
if she were not sure 1t was for your
cood.”

Sophy, who had no doubt on this subject,
accepted the assurance very sweetly; and
My Hunstanton, who met them on the
road, gave them much greater encourage-
ment. They had come out next day in
Diana’s own pony-carriage, which neither
of them had courage to drive, and they
met him on the road, trudging along 1n
his gaiters.  “My wife would not give

you much advice,” he said; ““you should
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have come to me. Take alpaca and that
sort of thing, Mrs Norton. Don’t you call
it alpaca ? or merino, is it7  Not too thin,
nor yet too thick. You will enjoy it very
much.  None of those Dlighting colds we
have here, but an equable, pleasant tem-
perature. You can always go out every
day, and a little pleasant society always
at your command. We know people every-
where ; and, of course, wherever we are,
after knowing you so intimately as Diana’s
friends, and all that, there will be a corner
for yon.”

“Sophy,” said Mrs Norton, with en-
thusiasm, when he had passed on, ¢ Diana
may say what she pleases, and I know
she is cleverer than you and [; but for
real understanding there is nothing like a
centleman!  They know how to convey
information, and they ave so genuine.

Now, ladies are always jealous. It must



58 DIANA.

be jealonsy. What a different account he
oave!  Mr Hunstanton is a very nice
man, and he understands what is due to
people in our position. It will be a great
advantage to be near them: for whatever
Mrs Hunstanton may say, of course they
must have some society.  DBesides, my
love,” added DMrs Norton, “the great
thing is your health. We can bear any-
thing if your cough goes.”

“I think it is better since Thursday,”
said Sophy. Thursday was the day of
Diana’s visit, when this great step was
decided upon.

“1 think so too,” said the aunt. “You
know how one’s toothache goes away when
one knocks at the dentist’s door.”

This was perhaps mnot a very flatter-
ing simile: but that Sophy’s cough did
improve immediately was very apparent.

Diana from the great house looked on at
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the movements in the little one with that
amused observation which Mrs Hunstan-
ton could not understand. That Sophy’s
cough was better, that Mrs Norton was
no longer frightened to expose her niece
to the cold winds, and even bore with
equanimity Sophy’s adoption of the “short
cut” across the park, which would have
alarmed both of them a few weeks before,
and that Mrs Norton herself had no neu-
ralgia when she drove out and in to Ireton

to do the shopping which she found in-

evitable, — all this was very apparent to
Diana. Mrs Hunstanton, and even DMiss
Trelawny’s maid, remarked these circum-
stances with wrath, and the former hotly
declared 1t to bhe utter cynicism and dis-
belief in human nature which made Diana
laugh, and go on petting the little hum-

bugs as much as ever. Is there always

perhaps a little cynicism mingled with the



60 DIANA,

toleration of the larger nature?  Diana
protested against it warmly, and felt her-
self injured by the imputation. She did
not expect so much as the others did. It
pleased herself to be kind and liberal to
them. She did not want gratitude. Thus
one part of the world will argue for ever,
while another part receives the favours
given and feels itself relieved from obliga-
tion by that very argument; and a third,
incapable cither of the generosity or the
ingratitude, stands by and grows wroth
and criticises.  After all, it is the givers
who have the best of it, though they have

all the loss and the largest share of the

pain,—which is a paradox, as most things
that concern this paradoxical human nature
must be.

The travellers went away, and Diana
was left alone. Even in the heyday of

health and life this is seldom desirable,
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She was alone in the world. So fortunate,
so happy, so capable a woman, with “every-
thing that heart could desive,” did her
prosperity, her wealth and power, and
beautiful swrroundings do much for her?
I think they did ameliorate her lot to an
almost incalculable extent. Shut up in
a limited space, in sordid circumstances,
poor, with nothing to occupy her active
faculties, she would have been like a caged
lion. DBut she had abundance to do—
occupations important and valuable and
necessary, not the things done for the
mere sake of occupation which are the
lot of so many women, and indeed also of
many men. The work of the estate, taken
up for the first time for many generations
with genuine enthusiasm, exercised all her
powers; and as she had the advantage
over most reformers of being able actually

to execute a great many of the reforms
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she had planned, her work kept her going
as perhaps no other work could have done.
A reforming despot, eager to set every-
thing right, and really able in many cases
to enact the part of Providence, redress
wrongs, and do poetic justice among men,
—what position could be more sustaining
and encouraging to a vigorous and fanci-
ful soul? Diana’s “work” occupied Ler
like o profession. She was rich, for what
use but the good of others? The most
extravagant expenditure possible to her-
self personally, she thought, could not
amount to half of her income—though she
loved to have Dbeautiful things about her,
and to spend liberally with the generous
habit of her nature. She never meant to
marry, she never meant to save. The
next Trelawny who should succeed her
would find an wnencumbered “estate, and

an improved one, please God, but hLoards
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of mouey noune.  This was the intention
of her life.  You may believe, if you
please, that some disgust of youth with
the ordinary arrancements of humanity,
some horror of false love, or unforgot-
ten outrage of the heart, was at the
bottom of the system upon which she had
formed her future existence.  But what-
ever this was, she had swmounted the
pain of it, and her imagination had
been caught by that ideal of the virgin
princess, which has something captivating
in 1t, though it is rarely recognised by
the world.  Then she had herself been
poor, and knew lLow to give succour and
who nceded 1it.

But she kept the family lawyers of
the Trelawny house, I allow, in a state of
fever and exasperation very prejudicial to
the health of these respectable gentlemen.

They thought Ler mad, no less, when she
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proposed to them to give large slices of her
income to this one and the other—not ““the
poor,” in the ordinary sense of the word.
Subseriptions to hospitals, to orphanages, to
charities in general, that they understood ;
but a civil list of pensions like the Queen’s
—sometimes more liberal than her Majesty
is permitted to give! “The young woman
is mad!” said Mr Seign and Mr Cachet.
But it was in favour of Diana’s sanity that
she had her dresses from Paris, and drove a
beautiful pair of horses, and hought pic-
tures, and saw a great deal of society. Her
conservatories were the pride of the county;
her head gardener a man of such erudition
that professors quailed before him. This
did not look like insanity; neither did the
great Christmas party which gathered in
the Chase, when Mr Cachet was one of the
guests, and was forced to acknowledge that

things had not been carried on with any-
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thing like so much splendour in old Siv
John's time.  She was not a hermit nor an
anchorite nor a monomaniac. As for her
resolution not to marry, of course that
meant solely that she had mnot yet been
addressed by the right man; and when he
appeared, no doubt he would make short
worl with the civil list.  This calmed the
tone of DMessrs Seign & Cachet’s remon-
strances.  They protested on  principle
against any new ‘ eccentricity 7 of the
feminine Squire of Trelawny; but they
trusted 1o time and the chapter of accidents,
and Diana’s Dbeauty and her youth—for
naturally when she has a lurge property,
however 1t may be under other circum-
stances, o woman of thirty has by no means
ceased to be young.

Thus Diana occupied herself through the
dulness of the winter; hut when spring
began to thrill nature with its first touches

VoL, I. E
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through the gloom her energy flagged.
There was no one with her. Were I to say
that these two silly little women in the Red
House had been “company” for Diana it
would be folly; and yet she missed them
and their chatter and their soft voices.
How much domestic comfort there is in
pleasant looks and smiles and soft tones,
even when unaccompanied by high qual-
ities! They had gone away without
thinking much of her who was so much
their superior, accepting her favours with
light hearts, but quite easy in the thought
that Diana liked to give. And she, foolish,
bigger, nobler ereature, missed them ! How
absurd it was, yet true! And she missed
also the Hunstantons, her nearest neigh-
bours, and her strength of winter flagged ;
and all those imaginations to which ““in
spring a young man’s fancy lichtly turns”

awoke in Diana’s mind—not to thoughts of
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love, but to those unnamed and unnamable
disturbances, longings for something other
than what we possess, which are not con-
fined to youth alone. “ Folk are longen to
gon on pilgrimages,”—old characteristic of
human nature never changed! Diana got
up onc morning with a sudden thought in
her mind. She, who for these last two
years had been helping all sorts of people
to all sorts of pleasure, she had never heen
anywhere herself, except in the last months
of old Lady Trelawny’s life, when she went
to Cannes with her in an invalid pursuit of
the warmth and sunshine. She made up
her mind all at once to go to Italy too.
“T don’t know whether it was fortunate
or unfortunate for her, but it was the fact
that her first rapid glance round all her
horizon to try to remember if she knew

any one who would like to he tuken there

with her—came to nothing. If she chose
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to go she must make up her mind to go
for herself. Well, she said after an inter-
val, why not go for myself? There was
nothing unlawful in it, no more than in
getting dresses from Paris, which she did
without hesitation. Therefore, accordingly,
with her uswal rapidity, having placed
everything on a safe footing that none of
her enterprises might be arrested, Diana
set off. She sent no warning letters be-
fore her. Perhaps this was rash: but it
was not as if she expected any special
warmth of welcome. She knew exactly
how she would be received by all her
friends,—how Sophy and her aunt would
flutter about her; how Mrs Hunstanton
would raise her eyebrows, and proceed to
immediate but probably silent speculations
as to what had brought her; how Mr Hun-
stanton would claim her interest in the

histories of all his friends ; even how sickly
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Reginald would inspect her to see what
she had brought him.  All this Diana knew
beforchand.  She went rapidly across the
sea and land on the last wild days of
March, and found herself whirled through
the Tuscan plain among the almond-trees
n the beginning of April.  What a flush
there was everywhere about of those almond-
trees, uscful and meant for fruiting, not
kept merely to be the earliest ornaments
of the garden, like ours! She seemed to
be wandering through the backgrounds of
all the Italian pictures she knew, seeing
the soft evening light strike upon the
little cones of hills, the old castles and
convents. Was this the Val d’Arno, the
country of dreams, and were thesc the
Apennines?  There was a vague elation,
a sense of wondering joyous unreality, in
the very names.

The Hunstantons “lnew themselves” In
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all these places which are frequented by
invalids, and knew where to go. They
were established in an old palace on the
sunny side of the river. There they had
saved wood and kept themselves warm all
the winter, and now began to talk of the
risks of too much heat and the necessity of
closing the persicoiis.  Reginald was better,
and as for Sophy’s couch, no one had heard
it since she left Lngland. It had been
cured too soon; but only Mrs Hunstanton
recollected this fact, or ever had mentioned
it. The Hunstantons had the second floor
of the palace, heing economical people ; the
Nortons had a little appcairtemento above.
They lived separately, yet together; and
Reginald had been so much happier with
the Nortons to full hack upon, to find out
conundrums for him, and play games with
him, and fill up his idle moments, that his

mother had forgotten all her objections to
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her fellow-travellers.  Reginald was  her
very dear son, but he was not an interest-
ing boy.  Somectimes even fathers and
mothers are conscious of this fact, but kind
little Mrs Norton was quite unconscious of
it.  “I do really Delieve that Diana, who
thinks of everything, saw what an advan-
tage it would be for Reginald, and that she
sent them for that, as much as for Sophy's
ridiculous little pretence of a cough,” Mrs
Hunstanton had been saying on the very
evening of Diana’s arrival.  This was when
she and her husband were alone after
dinner on one of their “offnights.”  On
alternate  evenings  they  held  small  re-
ceptions,—little gossiping friendly parties
which were not parties, and to which the
English—of whom this lady had said that
the less said of them the better—constantly
came.  One stranger only interfered on

this evening with the conjugal tlte-a-tite.
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He was an Italian—a Florentine—of the
great house of the Pandolfini, but not a
wealthy scion of the race.

“Yes; Sophy is an unselfish little thing.
I always told you so. She likes to be of
use.”

“I observe,” said Pandolfini, who hore
the title of Cavaliere, but was invariably
addressed, according to Italian use and
wont, by his Chrstian name. He spoke
good but formal Imglish, avoiding the
contractions with which we break the
solemnity of our specch. “I observe that
it is the epithet for the young lady—
unselfish. Al the English say so. TIs
there not, then, another epithet which will
mean something more large, more fine ?”

“What could be finer than unselfish-
ness?” said Mrs Hunstanton, raising her
eyebrows. “Mind, 7 don’t apply it as so

many people do; and I was not talking of
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Sophy, whose chief claim is that she is
young and pretty, but of her aunt: or
rather, indeed, of Diana.”
>
“Al, Diana!” said her husband ; ¢ that
1s a different thing altogether.”
“ And who, then, is Diana ?” said Pandol-

fini

great many times; but that any one should

, smiling. He had heard the name a

be ignorant who Diana was seemed so
unlikely to the little party, that the Italian,
thouch a constant visitor, knew nothing of

her but her name.

“Oh, Dianat Why, you know she
Who is that, my dear, at the door? We
don’t expect any one, do we, to-night?”

“I don’t expect any one—unless you
have forgotten what night it was, as
I've known you to do, and asked some-
hody——"

“Why, why!” said Mr Huustanton—

“ God bless me ! listen : if I did not know
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she was safe in England I should say that

volee

My dear !—why, it is! Diana,
her very self 17

The Italian stood behind backs, smiling
and looking on. The room was large and
but partially lighted, with frescoes on the
walls shining out here and there where
there was light cnough to sce them. IHe
saw a lady come in against one of thesce
illuminated bits of wall, relieved against
a mass of dark-crimson drapery, holding
out her hands. She was in Dblack, with
a lace veil wound about her head. The
smile faded off his face as he stood and
gazed. He had been thinking of Sophy's
type of Inglish womankind, which was
what he had seen most, with that same
amused, indulgent, Lkind semi-contempt
which had been in Diana’s mind. But
here he was stopped suddenly short. The

beautiful face which met his look without
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being aware of it was pale, partly by
nature, partly by fatigue. Her hair was
dark, shining with a soft gloss, yet ruffled
over her forehead by a tendency to curl
which had often disturbed Diana : her eyes
of that lustrous and dewy grey which is
so rare : her face as perfect in its somewhat
long oval as if it had been painted hy
Lwm, but not weak as Luini’s faces some-
times are. She stood smiling, putting out
her hands, which looked like snow through
the cloud of drooping lace. ¢ Yes, it is
Diana—the last person in the world you
expected to see!” she said.

Pandolfini felt the words echo down to
the very bottom of his heart. Surely the

very last person in the world he had ex-

pected to sec,—such a woman as he had
been looking for all his life! Fortunately
he was in the shade, and she was occupied

with her friends and the welcome they
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gave; aud though she saw there was a
stranger present, could not see, and there-
fore could not he offended by, his gaze.
And an Italian can gaze at a woman with-
out impertinence as a man of no other
nation can. If she is beautiful, 1s it not
the homage he owes her? and if she is
not beautiful, it 1s kind to make her think
so—to give the admiration due to her sex,
if not to her. Presently, however, he
awoke to the recollection that English
susceptibilities were sometimes shocked by
this simple homage. He did not go away
as an Englishman would have done, but
he went to one of the distant windows,
and, half hidden in the curtains, looked
on still while they put her in a chair,
discharging volleys of questions — while
they offered her everything, dinner, tea,
wine, all that a traveller might be sup-

posed to require, and she replied with soft
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laughter and explanations, declaring her-
self fully vrefreshed and vested. Then
there was a flutter and a rush, and the
two little ladies from the third floor came
rushing in, called by Reginald, and Dlotted
out the beautiful new -comer with theiwr
embracings.  When the party remembered
Lim at last, and brought him out of the
shadow and presented Lhim to the stranger,
Pandolfini, much against his will, had to
go away. Not even his Italian simplicity
was proof against the little clill that came
over the English group as he was Dbrought
(of cowrse by good Mr Hunstanton’s otlici-
ous kindness) into the midst of 1t. 1
must not disturb the happiness of the re-
seeing,” he said in his formal IEnglish, care-
fully pronouncing every syllable. Sophy
had been sent by her aunt to fetch some-
thing as he got his hat in the anteroom,

and lingered a moment in the great gloomy
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staircase, lighted only by the little coiled
taper she caried, and by the lamp of the
servant who stood ready to show him the
way down that dark cavern of stairs. It
made a curious picture, — the light all
centring in Soply’s whiteness, her muslin
dress, and the flower face that Dbloomed
over it n all the Inglish glory of com-
plexion. She lingered to say good-night
to him, putting out her soft little hand.
“You are happy to-night ?” he said, look-
ing at her with that kind smile. * How
can I help 1t?” cried Sophy, but with a
curious wistful look in her eyes;  Diana
has come.” Then she ran with a thrll
and vibration of light and Dbrightness up
into the dark, carrying her taper, and he
more heavily went down to the night and
the outside world.

Diana has come! He kept saying it

to himself all the way back to his lodging,
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trying to harden the soft syllables in the
English way—then melting, softening over
them, taking them back to his own tongue.
The moon was large in the sky, stoopine
out of the blue, wondering at him-——she,
too, who was Diana. Ile laughed to him-

felt his

self softly, and then—-strange!
eyes full of tears. Why, in the name of
every sylvan goddess —because an Eng-
lish lady whom he Lad never seen hefore
had suddenly appeared in the big, dim,
painted room, where her country - people
were staying—the most natural of inci-
dents.  What could he do but langh at
himself thus suddenly startled into—sen-
timent.  Yes, that was the word—a foolish
word, meaning a foolish thing. But why
that filllng of the eyes? He was an
Anglo-maniac, and it vexed him to feel
how southern he was, how unrestrained,

overcome 1in that foolish Italian way by
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feeling. An Englishman would not have
been capable of these absurd tears. And
as he pursued his way in the moonlight
all the length of the Lung Arno the bells
began to stiike their prolonged Italian
twenty-two hours, for it was ten o'clock:
and every chime all over the city (for
need I say every clock was a little behind
its brother?), prolonging the twenty-two

into half a hundred, struck out the same

sound that was in his heart: Di—ana

Diana—Diana! She had come—she whom

no one had heard of till to-day.
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CHAPTER IV,
THE TWO LITTLE WOMEN.

“No you have been happy,” sald Miss
Trelawny. She was in Ler room at her
Lotel, lying upon a sofa, not because of
fatigue so much as to please the two little
wowmen who were futtering about her, and
to whom it was a matter of conventional
necessity, that having just “come off a
journey,” o lady ought to be fatigued and
should “lie down.” Diana, in her perfect
health and vigour, had thrown off’ all her
tiredness in a night’s vest; but Mrs Norton
did not think this possible, and was doubt-
ful even whether it was right.

VoL, I F
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“Oh, very happy,” said Sophy; “every-
body has been kind to us. We bhave
had the most delightful parties — little
dances even: and almost everybody has
a reception one night in the week. And
it is so beautiful ! and all the churches and
things to go and see; and the alabaster
shops: and Mr Pandolfini has been so
kind.”

“Yes, Diana, it has lbeen very nice in-
deed,” said her aunt; “everybody i1s kind,

as Sophy says. So interested in her, see-

2

ing that she was delicate

“0Oh, auntie, I am not delicate now—
my cough is quite, quite gone. I feel as
if I could do anything. Tancy, Diana, Mr
Pandolfini took us all over the Cathedral
and up the Leaning Tower, and to see
everything; and then there was a little
impromptu  dance at the Winthrops —

and I danced —-

Americans, you know
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I danced with /Ziom alone four dances. I
was quite ashamed of myself——"

“Is Mr Puandolfini /Zum alone?” said
Diana, laughing; “but what does all this

mean ?  For I thought Mrs Hunstanton

13

said there was no society in Pisa

“She must have been in an ill temper
that day,” said Sophy; ““there never was
such delightful society anywhere, never!
Oh, Diana, you will enjoy it so; every-
thing is so lovely! The Cathedral alone,
when you go over it as you ought, and
the Campo Santo, and all the pictures.
Mr Pandolfini knows them all, every one,
aud tells you everything. Ob, Mr Pan-
dolfini is so kind!”

« Ah, little one, 13 1t 80?7 said Diana,
looking up at her with a smile.  But Mus
Norton interposed hastily—

“Sophy always thinks everybody is sv

kind that shows a natural interest in her.
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She is so ridiculously humble-minded. But
even a virtue should not he carried too far,
should it? We must not say a word against
Mrs Hunstanton, who has been a very good
friend to us; but what she said about
society was quite a mistake. The society
1s very good. I need not tell you, my dear
Diana, that Sophy is a little goose, and
knows nothing : all society is good to her
when people are kind to her; but I have a
little more experience. The Hunstantons
themselves, of coursc we know what they
are—very good friends to us and very nice,
and everything one could desive—but not
perhaps, you know, the very créme de la
créme.”

“Alb, indeed,” sald Diana, with a smile ;
“and who then ave the eréme de la
créme 2”

“Ob, we must not try to prejudice you,”

said Mrs Norton; “you will see for your-
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self.  Everybody of course will be glad to
see yor, Diana.  But I must say I think it
is the greatest testimony to people’s dis-
interestedness that they have been so good
to us.  We are not wealthy, you know, nor
great ladies; but everybody has seen my
Sophy’s sweetness, Diana.  That is what
goes to my heart. They do all so ap-

7

preciate Sophy

“ Ob, auntie, how can you say so?” cried
Sophy, rosy with blushes, running to her,
and clasping lLier arms round her. ¢ Fancy
anybody thinking of poor little me! They
like me because I am yorur child.”

Diana lay on her sofa and laughed very
softly to herself. The mutual admiration
amused, and it did not displease her. Mrs
IHHunstanton would have taken it very
differently, but Diana could not but be
amused. < Come,” she said, ““1t 1s not kind

to leave me i so much lower a place. 1
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am ouly to be reccived, because T am Miss
Trelawny ; that is hard upon me. I should

like to be liked for myself too.”

“0 Diana! you!—as if any one would
look at me when wyou are there!” cried
Sophy, with a Llush and flutter, running to
kiss her friend ; while Mrs Norton remon-
strated more gravely—

“My dear Diana, you are a person of
mmportance, we all know, in every way.
You are so clever, very different from either
Sophy or me: besides being a great lady,
which, of course, opens every door. You
must not grudge us, dear, a little interest
that people take in us, because we are quite
unimportant. It i3 her innocence, you

such a

know, that intcrests everyhody

little white dove of a creature

and partly,
too, because you have been such a friend to
usg, Diana.  LEverybody knows how kind

you have been.”
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This silenced Diana, who had no mind to
be commended for her kindness. She told
Sophy where to find certain little boxes of
gloves and trifling ornaments which she had
bought in her passage through Paris, and so
turned the course of the conversation. They
were much delichted as a matter of course
with their presents, and most cager to get
a little information about the fashions,
which Diana, who got her dresses in Paris,
must be so well qualified to give.  Then
Diana’s maid was called, and the last gown
was broucht out, and examined with the
greatest interest, Diana looking on from her
sofa, always with a smile. They were not
rich enouch to have their dresses from DML
Worth; but they were not at all disposed
to wear things that were out of fashion.
Why should they ? and both the aunt and
the niece were very serious in their con-

viction that it was a great advantage to
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be able to study Diana’s things, and see
exactly what was the newest trimming,
and how “a really gnod” gown was made.
Mrs Norton was very clever with her needle,
and thought nothing of altering the trim-
ming of a dress when she saw a newer
fashion, or even of changing the cut of
the garment itgelf (if the stuff would allow).
“It is so much more easy when you have
a pattern before your eyes instead of only
the plate in a fashion-hook,” she said.
Diana’s maid, Morris, had her own opinion
about this, and was indignant that her
mistress’s things should be copled; but
Diana threw open her wardrobe with that
absurd liberality which shocked Morris as
much as it chocked Mrs Hunstanton.
They did mnot understand how it was
possible that she could be amused by the
sight of those two heads so closely bent

over her bhest dress, pinching the flutings
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with their inquisitive fingers, and examin-
ing with such precision the way in which
it was looped up. “What a Dblessing that
your new grey is not made up!” said the
aunt to the niece ; “I see exactly how this
i1s done.”  “You are so clever, auntie,” said
Sophy, admiringly. ¢ The front width forms
a tablier)” said Mrs Norton, “and the back
18 in a pouff.  See! nothing could be more
simple ; and yet how handsome it looks!
To be sure, yours is not such handsome

silk as Diana’s; but with your light little

figure “And, dear auntie, don’t you
think your plum-colour could be altered to
look like this, with a new flounce at the
bhottom? I must not be selfish, and let
yvou think always of me,” said Sophy.
How angry Mrs Hunstanton would have
been, and how Maria Morris gloomed at

the two little ladies! DBut Diana, in the

backoround, was amused and pleased on
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the whole. How could it be supposed to
harm her? And it pleased them; and to
see them fluttering over it, consulting, and
putting their little heads on one side, and
examining all the seams, and looking as
if something much more serious than affairs
of the State were in hand, was as good as
a play.

She had bought a box of gloves for
Sophy, and a pretty parasol and ribbons
for Mrs Norton. The first of these had
created a slight disappointment, she could
see, gloves being then cheap in Tuscany.
“But I am sure it was most kind of Diana
to think of you at all: and they are such
beautiful gloves,” said Mrs Norton, in a
reassuring tone. Diana felt a little morti-
fied to find that she had thus brought, as
1t were, coals to Newcastle; but even that
amused her more or less—for her little

protégee was already more learned than
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she in the smaller necessities of the toilet,
and where things could be got cheap.
Diana got up from the sofa while they
were occupied with her wardrobe, and be-
took herself to her letters. Hers was not
the usual lady’s budget of not very neces-
sary correspondences: already the cues-
tions, the references, the applications which
weary out the absent who are involved in
the real business of life, and make a holi-
day almost more troublesome than a work-
ing day, had begun. She had to write to
her steward, to her lawyer, and to more
than one of the pensioners on her civil
list, who thought it their duty to make
deferential communications to her about
their families, and consult her as to the
steps to be taken for placing Willie in an
office or Fanny at school. No one could

lelieve that it was not personal love which

made Diana good to them—a perception
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of their own excellences, not general in the
world ; and this sentiment in her mind no
doubt made all the trouble she teok a
pleasure to her.  This conviction arose
from no protestations of affection on Diana’s
part; but simply from the fact of her
beneficence, which otherwise no one could
understand, not even her friends.  She
replied as best she could to those appli-
cations about Willie and Fanny, approving
generally of what was Dbeing done, and
sending a little present to make up for the
deficiency in interest which she felt rather
guilty about, but which no one suspected.
“ How you can be fond of so many common-
place people is a thing I don’t understand,”
said Mrs Hunstanton, swho came in while
she was thus oceupied.  “I am not fond
of them,” said Diana, humbly. Her friend
shook her head with undisguised impatience.

She was rather shocked even by the idea.
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“You are either the most affectionate
person in the world, or you are the greatest
deceiver,” she cried, in her non-comprehen-
sion, stung to warmer energy than usual
by the sight of Mrs Norton and Sophy in
the background, still examining the new
mode.

“l am either a fool or a humbug: is
that what you would say?”

“Not a humbug, perhaps, not a conscious
humbug : a cynic, that is what it is.  You
despise everybody, therefore you can manage
to he good to them. ILook at that now!
I would not put up with it for & moment—

turning over all your things—making your

22

Very gowns comimon

This is a sort of desecration that goes to
a woman’s heart—to bring down her newest
fashion to the common level—to copy in
poor materials the very finest and newest

cuts!  “I could not away with it!” said
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Mrs Hunstanton, and she meant what she
said.

Diana laughed, which was quite exasper-
ating in the circumstances.  “They like
it,” she said, “and it does me no harm.
[ am very glad to see Sophy looking so

22

well

“My dear Diana, Sophy never looked
the least ill, except in your anxious eyes.
Well, I don’t mtend to say anything more
about it; you chose to do it, and that is
enough. Tom is as ridiculous as you are.
He insists that I should take them every-
wlere, and introduce them to all the people
we know. I allow that they are very good
to Reginald—oh, very good. They actually
make his life happier, and of course I am
grateful. It 1s not that I dislike them or
grudge anything I can do; but you, Diana,
you! to waste so much affection upon two

little selfish———-"
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“ Unselfish, you mean.”

“It comes to the same thing,” said Murs
Hunstanton, in her fervour. <Ol yes,
they are always giving in, thinking what
you will like, and deferring to cach other;
and the result is that they have everything
they wish, which, rich as you are and clever
as you are, Diana, 1s more than could e
said for yon——"

“I have a great many things I like,”
sald Diana, quietly ; “mno one has more ;
and I have my own way—jyou don’t con-
sider the Dlessedness of that. Above all
things in the world, one likes one’s own
way.”

“You have your own way by letting
every one have theirs,” said her friend.
“ What is Sophy about? Are you going to
copy all Diana’s things, one after the other?
But you must allow for the difference of

style: Diana’s things will never suit you.”
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“Indeed Sophy is a great deal more sen-
sible than to thirk she could be like Diana,”
said Mrs Norton, with dignity ; * there s
a great difference of style; and different
people like different things,” she added,
oracularly, ““some one, some another.” Mrs
Norton felt herself able to show fight with
the backing up of Diana behind her, and
even, with that moral support, felt strong
enough slightly to under-value Diana: a
whimsical way, yet a very genuine one,
of proving unbounded faith in her. For
the moment indeed she had an easy victory,
for Mrs Hunstanton was struck dumb by
the audacious idea that Sophy’s “style”
should be identified in opposition to Diana’s,
and was silent against her will, finding
no words at Ler command to say. And
the others gathered up their presents, while
the little scratch of Diana’s pen was the

only sound clearly audible. Sophy turned



THE TWO LITTLE WOMEXN. 97

over her gloves half regretfully, half pleased.

They were beautiful gloves—some of them
twelve - buttons ! which was wonderful —
much better than she ever would lave
hersclf bought; but then the Tuscan gloves
did very well, and if it had only occurved
to Diana to bring her something more
useful I “ Dut how good of Diana to think
of you at all!” Mrs Norton was whispering
in her ear.

“1 dow't hear you talking,” said Diana,
“IOf it’s out of consideration for wme, never
mind. You don’t disturb me, and my lctters
are almost done.”

“You must go over all the sights,” said
Mrs Hunstanton; “my husband will give
us no peace till you have scen everything.
How pleased he will be to have a new
person to take about! He will not spare
you a single picture or a single chapel.  He
likes to do things thoroughly.”

VOL. T. G



98 DIANA.

“But Diana must not do too much,”
said Mrs Norton, “after such a long jour-
ney. She must keep quite quiet for a day
or two, and lic on the sofa. Indeed I
should have the blinds down, if she would
be guided by me. She must not try her
nerves too much.”

“Have I any nerves?” sald Diana,
laughing; “to lic on the sofa would make
an end of me. But I don’t think [ am
good for sight-seeing. It is quite enough
at present to say when one wakes, This is
Italy. Fancy being in Italy! What could
one desire more ?”

“But, dear Diana, that is nothing!”
cried Sophy, great in her superior know-
ledge.  “Wait till you have seen Pisa
properly — oh, ouly wait a little! You
don’t know-—you can’t imagine how nice
it 1817

Mrs Hunstanton cast a look of impatience
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upon this outburst of enthusiasm. She
bad put up with these little women good-
humouredly enough hitherto, and had been
rather grateful for their good oflices in
respect to Reginald; but Diana’s presence
made a change. Their little ways exas-
perated her as soon as their protectress
and patron appeared on the scene. They
were Diana’s folly — they were the one
thing unaccountable in her, at least the
most prominent thing; and as soon as
Mrs Hunstanton saw that familiar smile
of kindness on Diana’s lip, she became
censorious, critical, impatient, as when she
was at home.

“There are much finer places in the
world than Pisa,” she said. “ We need
not raise Diana’s expectations; but still

there is something to see, and Mr Hun-

b4

stanton

“Qh, but please, Diana, let Mr Pan-
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dolfini go too!” cried Sophy, lrrepressible.
“No one knows so well as he does; and
he is so clever and so good-natured. He
will take you everywhere. I never under-
stood anything till he explained it. Oh
please, Mrs Hunstanton, let Mr Pandolfini
take Diana! He 1s the best.”

“Sophy!” said her aunt in an under-
tone, raising a warning finger. “It is not
that she does mnot appreciate dear Mr
Hunstanton—he 1is always so kind; but

bb

Mr Pandolfini being a stranger

“Ob, I am not jealous for my hushand,”
said Mrs Hunstanton, with a laugh.

Sophy did not appreciate either the
warning or the displeasure. She babbled
on about the sights she had seen, while
Diana listened and admired. She knew
a great deal more, and had seen a
great deal more than Diana, not only

the Cathedral and the Campo Santo, but
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an alabaster shop which Mr Pandolfini
had told her was very good, and not so
dear as some of the others; and where
Sophy had hought the deavest little pair
of oxen with a funny waggon, “just like
what you sce the peasants have,” she said,
with a sense of knowing all about it which
was very pleasant.  Diana put up her
letters composedly, and let the gitl run
on. Mrs Hunstanton felt that she herself
would have been quite incapable of so
much patience, and this made her still
more angry in spite of hLerself. DBut she
had made up her mind to stay them out,
and got rid of them at last trinmphantly,
by reminding Sophy that there was choir-
practice that afternoon at the Winthrops,
who had ““interested themselves very much”
in the English service, and were very
musical. This master-stroke left Mrs Hun-

stanton in possession of the field.  She
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breathed a sigh of relief when they were
gone.

“That little Sophy is beyond anything,”
she eried. ¢ Why, she patronises you,
Diana, for being foolish enough to send

her to Italy when she had no more need

”

to go

“Hush,” said Diana, putting up a hand
as if to close her friend’s mouth; “but
tell me, who is this Mr Pandolfini? Sophy
does not seem able to talk of anything
else.  Poor child! has she come out here
innocently to meet her fate ?2”

“Diana, don’t be so ridiculous about
You

do nothing but encourage her in every

that child ; you make me so angry

J

b

kind of nonsense

“Is love mnonsense?

ATTPVIN G 2
and  marrying ?
I thought you were always preaching their
advantages.”

“Abh, to you! that is a different thing
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altogether — except that there is no one
half good enough for you. You! Yes,
of course we shall all be too happy to see
a Prince Consort.”

“There will never be a Prince Consort,”
said Diana; “if you knew what it is to
be free, after being under somebody’s orders
all your life 17

“But a good hushand does mnot give
you orders; only men in novels, so far
as I can sce, call upon their wives to obey
them in that melodramatic way. If Tom
were to do it, I cannot say I should be
angry : it would be too comical—I should
langh.  Marriage 18 not slavery, Diana.”

“PBut if T don’t mean to try it, why
should I? there are quantities of people
in the world to marry and be married.
It is no sin, is it? but rather a variety.
Now, acknowledge that I am convenient

now and then, from the mere fact that
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there is only one of me! DBut it is the
whole duty of woman in Sophy’s case.
To marry and to marry well—to get a
kind good man, who will not object to
lier aunt. So T repeat, Who is Mr Pan-
dolfini?  To ecall her by such a Dbig-
sounding name would bhe very droll. DBut
Ttalians are kind. Tell me who he 1577

“He is—well, he is not for Sophy, if
that is what you mean. The ridiculous
idea! NSophy—a little nobody, a blanche
Misst If you knew the man, you would

IR}

laugh

2

“But you don’t laugh
“No; Dbecause men are such fools! and
you never know what absurdity they may
be guilty of when a gl has that little
admiring manner, and looks up to them.

Still, the Cavaliere has Detter taste — he

has more sensc. He might die for yor,

a

Diana; but that little thing
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“For me!” Diana laughed, but a faint
colour came npon her face. ¢ That means,
I suppose, that a tall dark woman seems
more in this hero’s way than a little light
one? Let us hope that the law of con-
traries will bring them together. I should
not like little Sophy to be disappointed—
and her aunt.”

“You are really too absurd about Sophy
and her aunt. s a man to marry both
of them? But he is my friend, and I
can’t have him brought down to such a
fate. If that is what you mean, Diana,
it must be a stand-up fight between you
and me. I shall not give in if I can
help it; and T am sure he is not such a
fool.”

“There 1s a wavering in your voice which
sounds like alarm,” said Diana, laughing;
“but I have no evil intentions in respect

to your Mr Pandolfini. T shall not stand
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up and fight. If Sophy cannot do it for
herself, T shall not interfere.”

“Sophy !” said Mrs Hunstanton, with
vast disdain ; but nevertheless there was

a slight quaver in her volce.



CHAPTER V.
THE PALAZZO DEL SOGNI.

A GREAT many things happened in the
next few days. The first floor of the
Palazzo dei Sogni, where the Hunstantons
lived, being vacant, Diana was made by
her friends to take it for the remainder
of the season; and they brought her in
trinmph from her hotel, where indeed she
had felt herself out of place, to the vast
magnificent faded rooms, so bare and yet
so noble, in which the Marchesi dei Sogni
had vegetated for generations. There were
few things left in them except mere furni-

ture which could he made money of; but
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the furniture itself would have gone long
ago, had it not been for the more im-
mediate advantage of letting the piano
nobile, and the immediate disadvantage
of buying other chairs and tables in
modern taste. Accordingly, the beautiful
rooms were still furnished as became them,
with artieles which, if not so old as the
walls, had at least lived there for more
than a century.  And there was one
Vandyke — indiftferent the dealers said,
but very splendid still to be in the

private enjoyment of an English lodger,

a full-length of a melancholy dark Di
Sogni of two hundred years ago, which
threw still further dignity upon the lofty
rooms, all opening upon one another, in
which his ancestors had lived and died.
Sophy and her aunt were overawed Dy
the splendour of this presiding deity, yet

ventured to suggest that a new drawing-
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room suite in blue satin would be “sweet,”
and make everything look quite different
—which no doubt was very true.

Diana, however, was entirely in her
place in these rooms, and enjoyed them
with that thrill of her heing which she
herself laughed at as a sign of super-
annuated  youthfulness and romanticism,
and which, to tell the truth, none of her
fitends comprehended at all.  For, after
all, what was [taly more than any other
place® A better climate, a good many
things to see, and, as Sophy thought,
delightful society, and many little parties,
balls, and other gentle diversions which
she had mnever before attained to. In
their hearts they all thought Diana a
little absurd.  DBut at the same time it
was very pleasant to have her there, and
to get the advantage of her large rooms

as it grew hotter, and of her cariage, in
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which Mys Norton and Sophy went about
everywhere.  They had felt often that
Mrs Hunstanton was not very hospitable
in respect to her little carriage, which
had only onc horse, and no very great
accommodation.  “I suppose she thinks
she cannot ask one of wus without the
other,” Mrs Norton had said; “but I am
sure, as long as my darling had a drive
now and then, I should not mind.” “If
she would only have taken auntie some-
times — that is all I should have cared
for,” said the girl.  They were very un-
selfish, always preferring each other. Dut
Diana’s carriage made everything smooth.
When she went out, she had the chief

oo, DMis

seat; but when she did not ¢

Norton and Sophy were quite happy.
Sometimes they would take pretty Mrs
Winthrop, the American, and her little

daughter, and then their airs of gentle
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patronage was delightful. They were very
kind, always ready to be of use. ¢ What
were our blessings given to us for, but to
be shared with others ?” Mrs Norton would
say; “I am sure dear Diana is of that
opinion.”  And no doubt there crept by
degrees o certain confusion into her mind
on the subject, and she ceased to be quite
surc that dear Diana’s opinion on this sub-
ject was more important than her own.
All this Mrs Hunstanton beheld with hos-
tile eyes. She had no patience with Diana’s
supineness. “You demoralise everybody,”
she cried at last, wound up to desperation.
“They were good enough little silly crea-
tures, but now they are unendurable.”
Was there perhaps a consciousness in her
mind, behind this warmth of righteous
indignation, that the additional importance
which the two little ladies had taken upon

them, and the carriage and Diana’s backing,
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had made a difference in their attentions
to Reginald ¢ If so, Mrs Hunstanton would
no doubt have felt that she was quite right
in finding fault with such selfishness, for
had not they puaid court to herself assidu-
ously until such time as they needed her
no longer? Mercenary little things, both
aunt and niece!

No one, however, could shake Diana
out of this supineness, or could drive her
into a fiery round of sight-seeing such as
her friends desired. She went out and
walked, roaming about the sacred places,
making slow acquaintance with the things
she wanted to see, spending the cool hours
nnder the shadow of the Vandyke in these
great cool melancholy rooms, sitting out
in the balcony, where a faint waft of
orange-blossom out of the necarest convent
garden came upon the soft evening air.

Fortunately there was a moon, which, so
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long as it lasted, whitening the loggias and
high roofs of the tall houses on the other
side of Arno, and casting a long silvery
gleam along the course of the river be-
tween, pleased her more than anything.
They said she was lazy, aud they said she
was sad; but Diana was no more sad
than a nature fiuely touched is apt to
be by moments everywhere, and she had
wore occupation every day than good Mr
Hunstanton, who was the chief supporter
of the lazy theory, got through in a weelk.
It was only her friends, however, as so
often happens, who found fault with her.
The general community looked with pro-
foundest admiration upon this beautiful
young woman (“though not so very
young,” some people said), who was so
rich, and in her own country such a
aveat lady.  Again, Diana had the advan-
tage over a young Squire Trelawny of

VOL. L H
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her own age and wealth.  DMuch as that
personage would naturally have heen prized
in an English colony, she was looked up
to still more. She was so rich; she had
so much power to give pleasure to others,
and such goodwill to do it. And then
to pay court to her injured no ounc’s amour
propre, neither that of man or woman.
To want to marry her even, had it gone
so far as that, would have been no shame
to any one. She rose easily, without any
effort of her own, into something of the
same princess position which she held at
home. The English chaplain went to her
at once, you may be sure, and got the
largest subseription from her that had ever
been known in the records of the church
at Pisa. If she did not huy alabaster at
Sophy’s favourite shop, she bought hetter
things, and befriended everyhody, which

was the best of all.  On the ground of hav-
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g bheen once poor herself, her sympathy
for all who were poor went the length
of absurdity, Mrs Hunstanton thought.
And even Mrs Norton remonstrated gently.
“We have no right to say so, but you
must not be too good, Diana,” she said.
Diana was a puzzle to the people who were
so familiar with her, who felt authorised to
find fault with her, to lecture her, to point
out a great many better ways of doing
everything.  Sophy, indeed, took upon her-
self to allow that perhaps dear Diana was a
little eccentric.  ““ But then she is so good!
we all love her so!” eried the little ginl,
with a certain indulgence and patronage.

Diana was aware of all this, more or
less.  She knew that they were conscious
of a mild superiority, even while they took
everything, and a degree of importance
above all, from her.  DBut she only smiled ;

they meant no harm. It was nature. They
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could not bring out any more than was
in them : they were good, if they were not
wise. They meant no harm. And if her
own little world was more puzzled than
respectful, the outer world had a great
respect for Diana.  She was so vich! What
a thing that is ! And if it makes the home-
liest persons interesting, how much more
must it do for those who are not homely,
who are interesting by gift of nature?
Miss Trelawny was on everybody’s lips—
all the more, perhaps, that she did not dvive
about constantly, as her companions wished,
and show herself in evervbody’s eyes.

Thus the first week or two passed; and
insensibly the little receptions of the Hun-
stantons began to take place down-stairs
on Diana’s floor.  The rooms were so much
handsomer ; and what did it matter which
of them 1t was that gave the simple re-

freshments required ?  Thus it was settled,
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though not without a little feeling on Mrs
Hunstanton’s part that she too was making
use of Diana, as she objected to all the
other people for doing. DBut then it was
good for Diana to see people. Somehow
the rustle and murmur of the little society
acquired dignity in the lofticr and more
splendid rooms of the piaino nobile, where
the little coterie of the English Church
party—the people who had choir-practice
every week in Mrs Winthrop’s rooms, and
who flattered themselves that their “simple

K

heautiful service” must be a revelation

to any belated Italian who stumbled across

the threshold of their chapel—could rub
shoulders with worldly-minded travellers
and with Italians pir saig, without either
coterie coming in the way of the other.
For Sophy’s sake, there had even been
a dance one evening in onc of those fine

rooms. Everything had widened and grown
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larger since Diana came. She neither danced
nor did she join in the cholr-practice; but all
kinds of people came and bowed before her
as she sut opposite the Vandyke.

One of those who ventured least to
occupy her attention was Pandolfini, though
he came with the rest, and never missed an
occasion. Diana had noticed him a great
deal on his first introduction to her. She
had, indeed, almost watched Lim; and he
had been vaguely aware of the scrutiny,
although quite at a loss to know why
it was; but after a few days he had been
conscious that 1t relaxed, and that Diana
watched him no more.  Had she heard
something of him that interested her? He
had done things in his day that might have
intercsted a woman. He had conspired,
as everybody had done in his time in
Italy, and had fought for his country, and

had got the usual reward of the disinter-
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ested.  What did 1t matter? The country
had heen saved, and what was an 1ndi-
vidual in comparison? But the idea that
this beautiful noble Englishwoman, the first
sight of whom lad so deeply touched his
own 1magination, should have heard of
him, and should think him worthy of
observation, went to Pandolfint’s Leart.
Once more he felt the tears come into his
eyes, and was ashamed and grieved at him-
self secretly, as a demonstrative Italian,
how unlikely to please her in her national
reticence ! DBut yet she noticed him, kept
an cye upon him when nobody observed
but himself—alas! and in a few days gave
it over, and wnoticed him, except as she
noticed everybody, no more. Had Pan-
dolfini known that this was merely for
Sophy’s sake, the little Tnglish mees of
whom he had never thought twice, who

was to him only a pretty child, a little
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nobody ! It is well in this life that our
knowledge of what other people think of us
is happily so circumscribed.

But he did not know this, and as his
secret pleasure had been great in seeing
her attention turned towards him, so was

it bitter to him now to find it withdrawn.

She had heard good of him, which had
iterested her; and then she had heard
something less cood. This must be how it
was.  The consequence was, that he had

at first

kept studiously away from Diana
in hope, thinking that she might perhaps
turn to him, call him, make him feel that
her interest in him was more than the
common; and then, in fear and discour-
agement, searching the depths of his recol-
lection to see what thing he could have
done by which he could have been dis-
credited in her eyes. This thought was

appalling to him.  Had lLe ecver looked
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like a coward or a traitor? had he done
anything of doubtful aspect, which could
be told against him ? or was some traitor
at work behind-backs defaming him? He
had made himself so sure at first that
there was something which had specially
attracted her attention to himself.  And
so there was, poor Pandolfini! But Diana
had very soon found out that he was as
innocent as a child of any thoughts of
Sophy ; and that the frank admiration and
confidence of that little simpleton had not
even affected his vanity. He was perfectly
imnocent and unaware of it.  She was
almost glad to make the discovery, though
she could scarcely have told why; but it
changed her interest in the grave Italian
with bis blue eyes.  Why should she think
more of him? Sophy was to be discour-
aged ecvidently in her too great appreci-

ation of his kindness, and unless Diana
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kept him outside of her circle of acquaint-
ance, it would be difficult to do this. So
thus it happened that the intercourse be-
tween them was checked, and that he
knew less of Diana than the newest and
least notable member of the little society.

On one special evening, towards the
middle of April, it bappened at once that
this distance became the object of remark,
and that 1t ccased to exist, almost at the
same moment. Diana, in her usual seat
opposite the great picture, had been left
alone for the moment by the ebbing of
the little crowd, most of her guests hav-
ing strayed towards the next room, in
which music was going on. Stranded in
the same way, and quite alone, stood
Pandolfini.  He was in front of the por-
trait, holding up a hook to the light,
which fell full upon his face: and it was

a remarkable face—mno longer with the
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beauty of youth, but with that heauty of
expression which comes with years. His
dark hair, ent short a langlass, showed
touches of white at the temples; his face
was long, the oval but slightly sunken of

the checks, the forehead white in com-

parison with the rest—and the eyes blue.
Blue eyes in an Italian face ave not like
blue eyes anywhere else.  There is a pathos
and sweetuess in the very colour, some-
thing of simplicity, poetry, almost child-
hood in the midst of the dark fervour and
force of the rest. Mr and Mrs Hunstan-
ton, standing together, as it happened, near
the door whichh led into the musie-room,
remarked, at the same moment, these two
left almost altogether alone.

“Can’t they find anything to say to cach
other, I wonder?” said Mrs Hunstanton,
almost under her breath.

“T thought these two would have been



124 DIANA.

friends,” said her husband. ¢ Why shouldn’t
they be friends? they ought to have taken
to each other. Somebody must have pre-
judiced ler against him. T have told her
half-a-dozen times what a nice fellow he

was; but she has never taken any notice.

I am surprised at Diana—to take up such

a prejudice

“Why do you suppose she has a pre-
judice?”  Mrs Hunstanton thought she
knew why Diana did not care for their
Italian friend.

“We must bring them together. I am
determined to bring them together. Here
is the very opportunity, and I'll do it at
once. Music! what do I care for the
music ! Music is the greatest interruption
—Dbut only one must not say so

Look here, Di——"

“Tom, for heaven’s sake let them alone !

They are beginning to talk of their own
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accord.  Don’t meddle, I tell you!” eried
his wife, grasping him by the arm, and
giving him an impatient shake. Mr Hun-
stanton was obedient for once in his life,
and stopped when he was told.

“Well, T am glad they are taking a
little notice of each other,” he said; “not
that they will ever get any further. A
nice soft little creature like Sophy 1is the
richt person for such a fellow as Pan-
dolfini.”

“T think you are all out of your senses
about Sophy,” said Mrs IHunstanton, in-
dignant.

“Well, well, let us sce what 1s going
on,” said he, with all his usual eneroy,
“in the next room.”

While this colloquy was going on,
Diana, raising her cyes Dby chance, had
heen suddenly caught by a resemblance,

real or imaginary, between the portrait
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opposite to her and the man who stood
immediately beneath. Having been once
aroused, she looked again at Pandolfini,
in whom she had taken a passing interest
as the possible lover of Sophy, but whom
she had ceased to notice for some time
back. And he felt her eyes upon him,
felt that she was at last looking at him

and his

fairly, her interest awakened
heart began to beat. He felt, too, that
they were alone, though the others were
so near. It was the first time they had
really been brought face to face.

“ Mr Pandolfini,” said Diana, at last, “1
wonder if it 1s only a trick of the light or
of my eyes, but I seem to see a resem-
Llance between you and the Vandyke.
Has it ever been noticed before 2”7

ITe turned to her instantly, with a smile

which lighted up Lis face like a sunbeam

a sudden, sweet, ingratiating, Italian
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smile

trying hard to keep the tremulous
cagerness of response down, and Jook as
calm as she did.  “I do not remember,”
he said, in his slow and elaborate English ;
“but it would mnot he wonderful. My
mother was dei Sogni—of the house of the
Dreams,” he rvepeated, with some humour
in his smile.

Diana was dazzled by the look he gave
her. It is the only word to use. It was
not the ordinary smile, but a lighting up
of the whole man, face and soul. “In-
deed 7 she said, ashamed of the common-
place word.  “Then I may believe I am
richt. 1 did not know there was any
relationship, so it was clever on my paut.
But if you helong to the race, Mr Pan-
dolfini, what poor intruders you must feel
us all to be! Invaders, Goths, Furesticr
—that . means something like barbarians,

does it not ?2”
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“ Perhaps —in  the ancient  days,” e
suid; ““Dbut now it has another significa-
tion. What was that anecdote which
finds itself in all your histories >—Anglo-
rum, Angelorum.”

“Ab, we are but a poor Lkind of angels
nowadays,” said Diana; “DLlack often, not
white, I fear; and when we rush over your
beautiful places, and crowd your palaces—
like this—you must he firbearing indeed,
to think well of us. I feel myself an in-
terloper when I look at your ancestor: he
1s the master of the house, not 1.7

“That is—pardon me,” said the Ttalian,
“because the Signora Diana is of the house
of the dreams too.”

Diana looked up at him surprised.  She
was half offended too, with the idea of a

oer who

o

certain presumption in the stran
ventured to use her Christian name on

such short acquaintance.  But Pandolfini’s
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anxious respectfulness was not to be doubted,
and she remembered in time that it was the
[talian custom. Besides, Diana was but
human, and to be addressed in this tone
of reverential devotion touched her some-
what. “You mean of the house of the
dreamers, I suppose. I have nothing to
say acainst it. I suppose it is true.”

Then there was a momentary pause.
Pandolfini, like other men, was absorhed
and struck dumb, when the moment he
had looked forward to, the moment when
he could speak to her and recommend
himself, really came. Iis mind was full
of a hundred things, and yet he could
not think of one to say.

“You have been pleased — with our
Pisa,” he said at last, with a sense, which
made him hate himself, of the utter im-
becility of the words.

“What shall I say?” Diana looked

VOL. L I
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up at him with a smile. I don’t know.
Something has happened to me; but I
am not sure if you will understand my
loss. Italy was a wonder and a mystery
when T came here: and now it is a place
to live in, just like another. Do you
understand ? T know, of course, it is non-
sense.”

“Jt 18 not non-sense—it Is true-sense,”
said the Italian ; and the blue in his eyes
moistened. “I do know what you would
say.”

“Yes; ecverything that was impossible
seemed as if it might be here. It was
Italy, you know,” said Diana, growing

rapid and colloquial. “And now, yes, it

15 [taly—a place more beautiful than any
other, but just a place like any other. It
15 very absurd, but I am disappointed.
You must think me very foolish, 1T am

- bal
sure.
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“I think,” said Pandolfini — and then
be paused. It is that I know the mean-
ing of it. Did not I say the Signora

Diana was der Sogni too 27
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CHAPTER VL
NEW ARRIVALS.

ArTER this “these two,” as Mr Hunstanton
called them, **got on,” to make use also
of his expression, very well. Pandolfini
was very modest, and he was not in love
as a boy of twenty falls in love. DMen
take the malady in different ways. His
imagination had not rushed instantly to
the point of marrying Diana, appropriat-
ing her, carrying her off, which is the
first 1mpulse of some lkinds of love. Her
appearance to him was like the appearance
of a new great star in the sky, dwindling

and dimming all the rest, but at the same
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time expaunding and glorifying the world,
making a new world of it, lighting up
everything bhoth old and new with its
light. Darkness and despondency would
have covered the earth had that new glory
of light suffered eclipse; but he had not
yet realised the idea of transferring it to
his own home, and making the serene sweet
star into a domestic lamp. Ie was too
humble, in the beginning of the adoration
by which he had Dbeen seized without any
will of his own, to think of anything of the
kind. He was so grateful to her for having
come, for shining upon him, for not disap-
pointing him or stepping down from her
pedestal, but being what he had supposed
her to be at the first glance. Women do
not always do this, nor men either. Some-
times, very often it must be allowed, they
not only come down from the pedestal on

which we have placed them, but jump
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down, with harsh outbursts of laughter,
spurning that elevation. But Diana lost no
jot of her dignity to the imaginative Italian.
Still and always she was deic Sogni, one
of the dream-ladies, queens of earth and
heaven. Sometimes her lavish liberality
startled him in the habits of his poverty,
for he was economical and careful as his
race, not knowing what it was to be rich,
and unfamiliar with the art of using money.
Few of his delights had ever come in that
way. He had been kind to his friends and
to his inferiors in a different fashion, in the
way of personal service, of tender sympathy,
and the help onec mind and heart can give
to another; but it had never been in his
power to lavish around him things which
cost actual money as Diana did, and he
was puzzled by her habits in this respect,
and not quite sure, perhaps, that this was

not a slight coming down from her high
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ideal position. But the fault, if fault it
was, tended at least towards nobleness, for
Diana’s personal tastes were simple enough,
notwithstanding a certain inclination to-
wards magnificence, which did not displease
him.

He watched her as narrowly as a jealous
hushand, though in a very different sense,
to make quite sure that she was everything
he believed her to be. But Pandolfini was
subtle as his race, notwithstanding that
he was an Anglomane, and declared his
enthusiasm for all the English virtues of
openness, candour, and calm. He did not
show his devotion as a blundering English-
man would have done. No one suspected
him of his worship of Diana—no one—
except two very acute observers, who made
no communication to each other, but on the
contrary avoided the subject—to wit, Diana

herself and Mrs Hunstanton.  As for Diana,
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she was unconscious as long as possible, and
denied it stoutly to herself as long as pos-
sible ; yet nevertheless had the fact con-
veyed to her in the very air, by minute
and all but invisible indications which she
would not admit but could not gainsay.
And her friend divined, being his friend
also, and a silent observer, the very reverse
of her kind busybody of a husband, to
whom the idea that Pandolfini had any
special admiration for Diana would have
been simple food for laughter, neither less
nor more.

Thus the course of events went on.
When “these two” had a little talk to-
gether, Mr Hunstanton would chuckle and
rub his hands with pleasure. ““Yes, I
think they are getting on a little better,”
he said. “Why they should not have
taken to each other, is a thing I cannot

comprehend.  With so many things in
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common ! But you see the Italian does not
understand the Englishwoman, nor the
Englishwoman the Italian. She is too

independent for him; and he is too—too

too everything for her. The more they
sec of each other, the more they will re-
spect euch other; but there will never be
any real understanding between them. A
pity, isn't it —for there are not two better
people in the world.”

“Dear Diana,” said Mrs Norton, to
whom he was talking. “It is not that
she has really any strong - mindedness
about her; Dbut there is no doubt that
gentlemen always do prefer women to he
dependent : they don’t like a girl to say
like Diana that she does not want assist-
ance, that she can manage her affairs, and
all that sort of thing. That is what I
think is such a pity. Of course it would

be a great deal better if there was a
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gentleman at the Chase to look after
everything.”
Y

land marched with the Chase, and there

well,” said Mr Hunstanton: his

were matters in which it did not appear
so very clear to him that a gentleman
would be an advantage. ¢ To be sure she
never will give in to prosecuting poachers
or that sort of thing, which is positive
quixotism and folly.”

“And  there are matters which a
gentleman must understand so much the
best.”

“W—well,” said Mr Hunstanton again.
“ Arguments don’t answer, you see; it 1s
not a thing that can be argued about.

Natural propriety and all that, and abstract

justice—ancd Diana knows what to
say for herself; but then the fact is, that
this must be treated as a practical ques-

tion. It don’t bear argument. I'm glad
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to see them talking to each other a little;
but it will never go beyond that.”

“Did you wish it to go beyond that?”
said Mrs Norton, quickly.

“Who—1? Oh mno, dear no; why
should I wish 1t? DBless me! that was not
what 1 was thinking of. I thought they
might be friends. I like my friends to
take to each other. Now, you appreciate
Pandolfini: why shouldn’t Diana? that is
all T say. But people are wrong-headed ;
the best people in the world are often
the most wrong-headed,—even Pandolfini
himself.”

“I have never seen anything that was
not mnice in Mr Pandolfini,” said DMrs
Norton. “He has always Dbeen so good.
How kind he has heen to Sophy and me!
Indeed you are all kind. I don’t wonder
at it so much among those who know my

child’s sterling qualities, though, T trust,
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I am always grateful. But when a man
like Mr Pandolfini, who knows next
to mnothing of her, is equally kind, as
kind as her oldest friend, why that, I
must say, is remarkable. It shows such

a kind nature — it must be so disin-

”

terested

sald Mr Hunstanton.

?7}

“ Disinterested
“Do you think that is the word ? When

a man, who is not an old man, pays at-

well, 1t
but I

don’t think disinterested is the word I

tention to a pretty young girl

may be very kind, and all that

should use.”

“What could we do for him ?” cried
Mrs Norton. “You may say Diana, too;
but then she knows us, and I hope she
is fond of us; but Mr Pandolfini, what
could we do for him? It must all be
kindness — pure kindness —-for we never

can pay him back.”
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“Aba! 1s that how it is?” said Mr
Hunstanton to himself.

“Is that how what is?” she asked, a
little sharply.

“Nothing, nothing, my dear lady-—1
meant pothing,” sald Mr Hunstanton.
“So that is how 1t is! I must say I
thought as much. I generally can see
through a millstone as well as another,
when there is anything to he scen: and
I allow that I thought it—so that is what
is coming. Holloa! who is that at the
other end of the room ?—the Snodgrasses,
I should say, if there was anything in
the world which could bring them to Pisa:
the—Snodgrasses! I shall expect to sce
the parish march in next, in full order,
in clean smock-frocks, farmers and plough-
men.  Actually the Snodgrasses! if one
can trust one’s eyes. Excuse me, Mrs

Norton, I must go and see. I hope the
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Hall has not been burnt down, and that
there is nothing the matter with the
childven. I must go and see.”

“The Snodgrasses!” Mrs Norton said
under her breath, with something like con-
sternation.  She had once entertained a
very high opinion of the Snodgrasses.
They were the clergy of the parish, and
she had a belief in the clergy, very natural
to one who had herself belonged to that
sacred caste.  What had brought them
here at this moment? Was 1it, could
it be, a ridiculous pursuit of Diana, who,
of course, had never thought of t/em? or
was it anything else? She drew a little
nearer to the door to hear what she could.
The devotion of the Snodgrasses to Diana,
the way in which they followed her about,
the little speeches they made to her, had
always been particularly offensive to Mrs

Norton. It was on Diana’s account, who
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could not fail to be annoyed, she said;
but, indeed, Mrs Norton was more annoyed
than Diana.  And now here they were
again, leaving the parish uncared for!
How could they account to themselves for
such a dereliction of duty? She would
not approach the new - comers, or show
any interest in them, on the highest moral
grounds ; but she crept towards them, talk-
ing to the people she found in her way,
and gradually drawing necarcr the door.
It was the Snodgrasses: there was no
mistaking them, both in their long coats,
with their long faces, black - haired and
somewhat grim, as with the fatigue of a
journey. They were not very comely to
start with, and it was almost ludicrous,
their critic thought, to sce two men so
like each other, and without even the
excuse of being father and son! The

rector was slimmer, the curate stouter;
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they had heavy eyebrows, and very dark
complexions. Mr Snodgrass, senior, had
a great deal to say, and was facetious in
a clergymanly fashion.  Mr Snodgrass,
junior, was silent, and generally kept in
the hackground when it was not necessary
for him to act audience for his uncle’s jokes.
At the present moment, more abashed
than wsual by the strangers among whom
he suddenly found himself, he stood in a
corner, gazing at Diana, with a look which
specially imritated DMrs Norton always,
though 1t would have been difficult for
her to have explained why.

“Who could have thought of secing you
here ?” she said, as the rector came up
to her with that expressive grasp of the
hand which was one of his special gifts,
and which everybody remarked as the very
embodiment of cordiality and friendliness,

a sort of modest embrace. He was not
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glad to seec ler particularly, nor she to
see him ; but if they had flown into each
other’s arms it could scarcely have been
a warmer greeting than that silent clasp-
ing of hands, without even a “How d'ye
do?” to impair its eloguence.

“Wonderful, isn’t it?” he said; “but
the truth is, dear Bill was not at all well.
I can’t tell what 1s the matter with him.
But not well at all—quite out of work
and out of heart——-"

“(‘hest 77 said Mis Norton, solemnly.

“No, I don’t think so. Nothing or-
ganic they tell me.  Only want of tone,
want of cnergy.  As Baster was over so
early this year, and nothing particular
going on, [ thought I might as well
carry out an old intention and come to
Ttaly v

“This is entirely a chest place,” said Mrs

Norton, still very serious. [ don't think

VOL. L K
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it is supposed very good for other com-
plaints.”

«Al, I don’t think it will do dear Bill
any barm,” said the vector. I could
quite suppose I was in my own parish,
looking round. Miss Trclawny is bloom-
ing as usual.”

“Blooming is mnot the word I would
apply to Diana, Mr Snodgrass; but she 1s
very well.”

“Al, you were always rather a purist
about language.  Well, then, you must
allow that your niece is blooming. I
never saw Miss Sophy look so well.”

“ My niece has been very much appre-
ciated here,” said Mrs Norton. “ She has
found herself among people who understand
her, and that 15 always an addition to one’s
happiness.”

“Surely,” said the rector, to whom the

idea of Sophy as a person not understood
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by her surrouhdings was novel. He ob-
jected to Sophy and her aunt as ‘“para-
sites,” just as Sophy and her aunt objected
to himself and his dear “Bill” as annoy-
ances to Diana. It 1s too bad,” Mrs
Norton cried, hurrying across to Mys
Hunstanton after this little encounter.
“Diana hates these men—and she cannot
get rid of them wherever she goes.”

“Diana is a great deal too kind to
everybody,” said Mrs Hunstanton. **She
has a way of concealing when she is bored
which I call downright hypocrisy—but I
don’t see why she should hate them in
particular, poor men!”

“ Look at that!” said Mrs Norton, with
a certain vehemence. It was the curate
whom she pointed out, and Pandolfini,
who was Dby, profited also by the indi-
cation. He was standing straight up in

a corner, poor curate, shy and frightened
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of the voluble groups about, among whom
there were several Italians and a good
deal of polyglot conversation. Mr William
Snodgrass koew no language but his own,
and was not very fluent even in that. He
stood up very straight, as if he had been
driven into the corner or was undergoing
punishment there, and gazed over every-
body’s head, being very tall, at Diana.
The very dulness of the gaze had some-
thing pathetic in it, like the adoration of
a faithful dog. Neither for the strange
people nor the new place had the poor
curate any eyes. Mrs Hunstanton looked
at him with familiar scorn, as a person
well aware of his delusion, and treating
it with the contempt it deserved — but
Pandolfini gazed with very different feel-
ings at his fellow-worshipper. Even while
he smiled at the frightened look upon the

poor fellow’s countenance, and his evident
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dismayed avoidance of the strangers about,
his dumb devotion touched the Italian’s
heart.

“It 1s Miss Trelawny upon whom his
eyes fix themselves.”

“Yes; he does mnothing but stare at

Diana—silly fellow! As if a woman like
Diana, without thinking of her position,
would ever look at him.”

“Nevertheless,” said Pandolfini, “to turn
his eyes to the best, though it be without
Lope, is not that well ¢7

“It might be very well,” said Mrs Nor-
ton, “if it were not such an annoyance
to Diana. At home she cannot move for
him —he is always following her about
like a dog. And you know, Mr Pandol-
fini, if a woman were the best woman that
ever lived, that is unworthy of a man.”

“T do not know—no, that 1s not what

I should say. When the person is Miss



150 DIANA.

Trelawny, many things may be pardoned,”
said the Italian. He was so brown that
an additional tint of colour scarcely showed
on his face; but as his eyes turned from
the curate to Diana, a subdued glow came
over his countenance, and a light into his
blue eyes. Mrs Hunstanton, who was a
quick observer, caught him in the very
act. She looked at him, and sudden per-
ception awoke in her. And he felt it with
that sensitiveness which is like an additional
sense, and looked at her in her turn with
a pathetic half smile, explaining the whole,
though not a word was said. Mrs Hun-
stanton was touched : perhaps such a con-
fidence, made without a word, by the eyes
only, yet so frank and full of feeling, went
more to her heart than if 1t had been
accompanied by much effusion in words.
But there was nothing said, and DMis

Norton remained pleasantly unaware of
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anything that had happened, and went
on discoursing about the Snodgrasses, uncle
and nephew, with quite as much unction
as if both her companions had been giving
her their entire attention, as indeed she
believed them to do.

“In my dear husband’s time,” she said,
“the clergy of a parish were never both
absent even for a day. He would have
been shocked beyond description at the
idea. Do you think it can be right, Mr
Pandolfini, for both the rector and the
curate to be away together? If any one
is sick, what 1s to become of them ? and
they are not even married, so as to leave
some one behind who could look after the
poor. Do you think it can be right under
any circumstances?”  And this anxious
champion of justice fixed her eyes with
an almost severe appeal on the Italian’s

face.
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“(Can I tell?” he answered, throwing
up lis hands and his shoulders with a
characteristic gesture. “The curate never
leaves his parish in my country. When
Lhe would have leisure, he takes 1t among
the rest. A poor priest does not think of

villeggiatura, what you call holidays. He

1s too poor

“But even the rector,” said Mrs Norton,
insisting.  “Of course, if there is a very
good curate—yes, yes, they arc generally

poor in England as well as in other places

a poor curate, that 1s what people are
always saying; but even the rector. Of
course, I forgot, I beg your pardon, your
priests are never married, poor wretched
men! What a bondage to put upon a
man! don’t you think so, Mr Pandol-
fini ?”

He laughed ; perhaps this little woman

and her talk was a relief at the moment.
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He said: “I have my prejudices. Your
English gentleman who is a curate, I do
not know him. He is a clergyman: that
15 different.  We may not judge one the
other.”

“I don’t wish to judge any one; but
surely, Mr Pandolfini, anything so un-

»

natural

“Not always unnatural. DMe! I do not
marry myself.”

“But you will one day,” said Mrs Noi-
ton, decidedly. “Of course you will. Now,
why should not you marry ? I am sure you
would be a great deal happier. Those who
have not known what it 1s,” said the little
lady with a sigh, “cannot be expected to

vealise—ah ! the difference between being

alone in the world and having some one
to love you and care for you! Since I lost
my dear husband, how changed life has

been! DBefore that, I never did anything
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for myself ; he stood between me and every

2

trouble

“But in that way I think it would be
better for a man not to have a wife,” cried
Mrs Hunstanton. “I daresay Mr Pandol-
fin1 does not want to take a woman on his
shoulders, and do everything for her. Tom
does not stand between me and every
trouble, I can tell you. He pushes a good
share of his on to my shoulders, and gives
me many a tangled skein to untwist. I

never try to persuade my friends to marry ;

by

hut you shouldn’t frighten them

“] —frighten them!” Mrs Norton’s
horror was too deep for words. “I think
it is time for us to say good night,” she
resumed, with dignity. < Will you look
for my niece, Mr Pandolfini, while I speak
a word to Diana? I really cannot let my
child be late to-night.”

“So that 1s how it is!” Mrs Hunstanton
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sald to herself: her husband had said the
same, with an inward chuckle of satis-
faction, and determination to “help it on”
with all his might, not very long hefore;
but in a very different sense. The lady’s
surprisal of poor Pandolfini’s secret, how-
ever, was of so delicate a kind that her
conclusion was very different. She hoped
that she might never be tempted to betray
him ; and her sympathy was more despon-

dent than hopeful. For Diana — Diana,

of all people in the world! and yet Mrs
Hunstanton said to herself, though she
was not romantic, There is nothing that
persevering devotion may not do. In the
long-run, even the dull adoration of young
Snodgrass might touch a woman's heart
—who could tell? And Pandolfini was
a very different person. Could anything
he done for him? As she turned this

over in her mind, he passed ber, fulfilling
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Mrs Norton’s commission, with Sophy, all
pink and smiling, on his arm. Sophy was
looking up in his face with that pretty air
of trust and dependence which charms most
men, but fills most women with hot indig-
nation. Mrs Hunstanton, like many other
ladies, believed devoutly that flattery of
this description was 1rresistible, and was
always excited to a certain ferocity by the
sight of it.  Little flirt, little humbug ! she
said in her heart.

“Do you see them ?” said her husband,

coming up to her, rubbing his hands; ¢ the

very thing I have always wished—a nice
sweet clinging little thing, just the wife for
Pandolfini.  Why, Hetty——"

Mrs Hunstanton had a large fan in her
hand. It was all she could do not to assail
him with it in good sound earnest. ¢ Tom,”

she cried, exasperated, “hold yowr tongue,
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for heaven’s sake! Don’t be a greater fool
than you can help!”

Which was a very improper way for
a wife to speak to her husband it must be

allowed.



CHAPTER VIL
THE ENGLISH LADY IN PISA.

THE presence of the Snodgrasses did not
make very much difference to the party
in the Palazzo dei Sogni; Mr Hunstanton
introduced them to the English club, and,
as was natural, they established themselves
in the select coterie of the English Church,
and were a great godsend to the chaplain,
and attended the choir practices, and soon
became very well known in Pisa.  And
in  the evening receptions, which took
place sometimes at Miss Trelawny’s, some-
times at Myrs Hunstanton’s, these two

black figures were perpetually apparent,
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the uncle circulating among the little
society, the mnephew standing up in his
usual corner. Poor curate! he did not
get very much attention from any one.
The Hunstantons confined their civilities
to the necessary number of Good mnights
and Good mornings: Sophy flouted him
perpetually : and Mrs Norton made him
alarming little speeches about the parish,
and asked him if he felt hetter, in a tone
which inferred a contemptuous refusal to
believe that lLe had been ill at all. All
this he hore, poor fellow; lLe was not ill
to speak of. If he could have been left
in his corner staring at Diana for twelve
hours at a time, or the whole twenty-four,

had that been possible, he would have

been happy —and would have minded
none of the snubs that were freely dis-
pensed on all sides. And Diana herself

was always kind to the poor young man.
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She did not talk to him, for he could not
talk ; but she would give bim a kindly
smile when she passed him. She gave
him her hand when he came in, and
when he went away. Now and then in
heavenly courtesy she would say three
words to him. “I hope you are better,
Mr Snodgrass. I hope you like Pisa.
What have you been seeing to-day?”
One of these phrases kept him happy for
a day. He did not expect any more, nor
mdeed half so much; and with what aim
he continued to haunt and follow her,
and put all his existence into the distant
enjoyment of her sight and presence, it
would be hard to say. As for gaining
her love, marryiig her !—it seemed about
as hopeful as that he should marry the
other Diana in the heavens, the moon,
that shone with such warm Italian splen-

dour over the high house-tops. In his
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brightest dreams he could not have imag-
ined anything of the kind.

The only other person who took any
notice of poor William Snodgrass was the
one other who might have heen supposed
least likely to mnotice him. Pandolfini
toolk the poor young fellow up. Notwith-
standing the curate’s awkwardness and
shyness, the kind Italian insisted wupon
making acquaintance with him. There is
no one so kind as an Italian, endowed
with that corfesie which the old writers
speak  of as a quality of God.  “The
Lord of all Courtesy,” is not that a title
which  Daute gives to the Supreme?
Pandolfini  had this divine quality as
much as any man, even an Italian, ever
had; and his heart was touched by the
most tender sympathy for this fellow-in-
feeling, whom it was too absurd to think
of as his rival.  The poor curate was no

VOL. T. L
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one’s rival. He had given up his being
to the most Dbeautiful and noble creature,
5o far as he knew, who had ever crossed
his horizon; and had not Pandolfini done
so too? The sympathetic Italian gave
himself up to the task of cultivating this
dull but tender soul. He took him to
private gems of pictures which the public
saw only on rare occaslons: he took him
through everything that was most worth
sceing: and having his eyes opened by
the fact that the heavy young English-
man had set his affections upon the high-
est object within his firmament, saw other
glimmers of perception in him which no
one else had found out.

“There, I can’t understand Pandolfini,”
sald Mr Hunstanton ; ““the uncle, now, is
a man of the world. He is a man that
knows what he 1s about. He lhas read a

little and observed a little—as much as
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you can expect from a clergyman. But
Bill Snodgrass is a nonentity. He is as
dull as diteh-water. You can’t get a sens-
ible word out of lhim. The rector can
talk and take his own part like any other
man.”

“I do not agree with you, my friend,”
said the Ttalian, “there are some fine
things in the Stupid: there are feelings:
I do not mean feclings of the heart alone.
He has nothing to say about it; but he
will know a fine picture when he sces
one.”

“When you tell him it is fine—"

“I never tell him anything; but there
are things which Mr DBill, if so you call
him (I admire your monosyllables), can
see—and a great many people cannot see,”
said Pandolfini simply, yet with meaning,
with a half-smile at his companion, who

laughed, unabashed, and rubbed his hands.



164 DIANA.

“He means me! Yes, I know him.
The best fellow that ever breathed; but
if he can give you a random cut round
the corner! I refused to buy something
once of a friend of his—and it turned
out—what did it turn out, Pandolfini?
an enormous prize, you know. How was
a man to divine that? There was no-
body to speak up for it, and I don’t pre-
tend to be a connoisseur. By the way, if
you have friends who want to sell any-
thing, you had better send them to Diana.
She is the person. She could buy us all
up and never feel it. To see her so
simple as she is, you would never sup-
pose that she was such a great lady at
home.”

“Is she, then, a great lady at home?”

“As great as a princess in other places.
You didn’t know? Well, I don’t suppose

1t will make much difference to you, but
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that’s the truth. She is what we call a
great Squire in England. You know what
that means ?2”

“Yes; I know what that means.” Pan-
dolfini looked at him with a half-smile,
yet sigh. What difference could it make
to him? He had never thought of put-
ting himself on a level with that beautiful
princess, of securing her to be his— his
housewife, his chief possession. All that
he had thought of was the pleasure of
being with her, looking at her, like poor
Snodgrass.  Now here was something
which put a still greater difference be-
tween them, and removed her out of his
sphere. Was it not an irony of fate that
before onc woman only the doors of his
Leart should have flown wide open? and
that she should be so entirely out of his
sphere ¢ A slight vague smile came upon

his face, half at himself and his evil for-
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tune—half with a tremulous and painful
pleasure that she should be so rich, so
magnificent, so secure of everything that
was good. Whatever happened, that was
always well : that she should be a kind of
queen, regnant, and safe from all straits
and contradictions of fortune in the outer
world as well as in the hearts that loved
her. DBut he sighed. Why was it that
the world was so made that the beauti-
ful was always beyond reach, that love
must be never more than a dream? He
murmured over a verse or two of Leopardi,
as he went upon his way, with that smile

and sigh.

“ 0 natura, o natura,
Perche non rendi poi,
(Quel che prometti allor? perche de tanto,
Tnganni i figli tuoi.”

Nothing more pathetic or more poignant

than that sense of tantalised anguish and
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pleasure—supremest good held before the
cyes, but ever inaccessible, giving happi-
ness and suffering together, without blame
of any one, or wrong, can be. And Pan-
dolfini was not the kind of man who rails
at fortune. Ile went away melancholy
along Arno: yet smiled while he sighed.

Somehow or other this passing and tem-
porary life of the English visitors in the
foreign town had become too serious, too
securely established and certain with all
of them, Dbeing as it really was an affair
of a few weeks or months at the utmost,
and incapable of extension. DPerhaps this
was Diana’s fault.  Arriving in March,
she had no more than six or seven weeks
hefore her, a mere temporary visit— but
the temporary was uncongenial to her
nature. She established herself half un-
consciously, involuntarily as if she had

been at home. She made her piano nobile
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in the old palace assume a certain resem-
blance to herself, just as she, on the other
hand, perhaps unconsciously too, perhaps
with a touch of that fine vanity which dis-
guises itself under the semblance of taste,
suited herself to her dwelling-place, and
put her dress and all her surroundings into
conformity with it. If Diana had not had
the kind of lofty beauty to which utter
simplicity of toilet is becoming, probably
it might not have oceurred to her to leave
the new dress from Paris, before which Mrs
Norton and Sophy had rendered homage,
banging in her wardrobe, and put on the
old velvet gown, which, as Sophy indig-
nantly remarked, “she had worn all last

2

winter!”  But this was what she did:
though in some lights the long sweeping
folds of the velvet, which was of a very
dark Venetian blue, looked somewhat faded,

at least in the eves of lher friends. “I
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never thought Diana would be like that:
wearing out her old dresses, when she can
afford to have as many new ones as she
pleases I Sophy cried, almost weeping at
the recollections of all M. Worth’s poufs
and plisses.  “It does not matter for us,”
Mrs Norton added, with serious vexation,
“qe know her and look up to her in
any dress; but among strangers!” Thus
her friends were annoyed by her supposed
frugality : and perhaps Diana, if her French
toilet had heen more becoming to her,
would not have felt the necessity of con-
forming her dress to the style of those
great rooms, so pathetically faded, so noble
and worn, and independent of all mere-
tricious decoration.

She did other things, which perhaps were
less justifiable still, and which excited the
displeasure of another section of her friends.

In a conntry practically unconverted to the
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laws of political economy, she was but too
glad to forget them, and gave alms with a
largeness and liberality which, T suppose,
is quite indefensible.  She was even so
misled as to allow the shameless beggars
about to come to her for weekly pensions,
putting them on their honour, and talk-
ing to them in friendly, if somewhat solemn
Italian—slow as Pandolfini’s English, and
from the same cause. ““ Giving to all those
begoars,—I can’t imagine what DMiss Tre-
lawny can be thinking of,” cried the rector ;
“surely she must know that she is help-
ing to demoralise them : destroying all the
safeguards of society.” “So far as that
goes, I don’t think Diana will do them
much harm; but I object to have the
staircase haunted by Peppino and Com-
pany,” said Mr Hunstanton. “T must
talk to ler, and you had better talk to

her, Snodgrass. As for demoralising, you
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know, they're past that. 1 defy you to
demoralise Peppino.  You can’t blind a
man who has no eyes; can you, now?”
But this will be enough to show that
Diana gave dissatisfuction on both sides:
only Pandolfini and the curate stood by
with silent adoration, and thought every-
thing she did and was, the noblest and
the fairest that ever were made visible to
eyes of men.

It must be allowed, however, that neither
the disapproval nor the adoration affected
Diana.  She went on her way calmly,
indifferent to what was said, laughing,
though gently, at Mr Snodgrass’s serious
remonstrance, and at the half-crying ap-
peal of Sophy. And everything seemed
to conspire around her to give the air of
stability and everlastingness which seemed
natural to her life. She acquired for her-

sclf, without knowing it, a distinet posi-



172 DIANA.

tion, which was partly by her beauty, no
doult, partly even DLy her height and
dignity of person, and partly from the
individuality about her, and her modest
indifference to ordinary rule.  There 1s
an immodest indifference which gives dis-
tinction of a totally different kind; but
Diana—who did not come for pleasure as
commonly so called, who appeared seldom
at public places, and whose enjoyment of
her strange habitation was that of an in-
habitant not of a tourist—Diana became
known in Pisa as scarcely ever forestiera
had Dbeen before. Pandolfini felt that he
could divine why, believing, as was natural
at once to a patriot and a lover, that his
race was quick to recognise supreme ex-
cellence, and that it was natural that all
who knew her should bow down before
her. Dut anyhow, in her retirement, in

her quietness, she became known as if by
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an instinct of sympathy. The begoars in
the piazzas asked nothing of her, hut
blessed her with bold extravagance as she
passed. The people uncovered right and
left.  Quait ¢ Dbellw! they said, with that
unfeigned and heartfelt admiration which
15 pure Italian, not loudly, to catch her
ear, nor yet in whispers, as if they were
ashamed of it, but in their ordinary tones,
all being natural, both the popular worship
and its object. The curate when he be-
came aware of this grew red, and clenched
Lis fist, with an English impulse ““ to knock
down the fellow;” Dbut Pandolfini, who
knew better what 1t meunt, followed her
steps at a distance with glowing eyes, and
was proud and happy in the universal
homage. He quoted lines out of the ‘ Vita
Nuova’ to his stupid faithful companion.
Not always to his listencr’s edification.

“How do you suppose [ can understand
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that stutf ?” growled the Rev. William
through the beard he was growing, and
the Italian ceased to throw about such
pearls.

But it may be imagined what a thunder-
bolt fell into this peaceful little society when
there began to be consultations among the
leaders of the party about going away.
“Our time will soon be up, you know,”
Mr Hunstanton said one evening, rubbing
his hands; “May is a very nice month
to get home in. A week or two in Swit-
zerland ; perhaps a week or two in Lon-
don, if my wife has good accounts of the
children. That’s what I like. After May
it’s sultry here and uncomfortable, eh,
Pandolfini? Off in November, home in

May, that’s my rule

and 1f you like to
take it old style, you know, as they do in
Russia, so much the better. That's my

regular rule.”
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“W —what?” said Mrs Norton, who
sometimes tried to persuade herself that
she was rather deaf, and would not hear
anything that was unpleasant; but she
had scarcely self-possession for this little
trick, being too much aghast at the idea
thus presented to her mind, which 1t
seemed 1ncredible they should all have
ienored till now.

Then there was a pause of universal
dismay, for they had all enjoyed them-
selves very much, and disliked the idea
of breaking up. Mrs IHunstanton alone
went on working placidly, and the mur-
mur of Reginald’s voice, who was playing
patience at a table, and whispering the
value of the cards to himself, Dbecame
suddenly audible. The impatience of the
whole company with Reginald cannot
be described. My dear boy,” said the

rector sharply, (in a tome which meant
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You odious idiot!) “couldn’t you just
count as well if you did it to yourself?”

“YWhat has the boy done?” said Mr
Hunstanton with surprise.  “Yes; we
must bolt. I don’t know how that may
affect your plans, Diana.”

“T have no plans,” she said. I came
Lere by the light of nature, because you

)

were all here

“And you will come away in the same
manner,” said Mr Hunstanton briskly.
Sophy turned round and transfixed him
with her eyes, or would have done so had
his middle-aged composure heen penetrable,
or had he seen her, which had something
also to do with it. But he did not see
her, and, good man, was perfectly easy
in his mind.

“Well, I confess I shall be sorry,” said
the rector, “and so, I am sure, will be my

dear Bill.  We have had a very agreeable
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visit, nice soclety, all centring round the
Church in the most delightful way, and
so many charming people! I shall be very
sorry to think of breaking up.”

He stopped somewhat abruptly, with un-
expected suddenness, and in the silence,
more audible still than Reginald’s whisper-
ing, came a sort of groan from the burdened
bosom of the curate, who stood behind-
backs i his usual place, and who had
felt himself covered by his uncle’s speech.
This made everybody look up, and there
was a faint titter from Reginald, by way
of revenge for the rector’s rebuke. It was
Sophy who had the boldness to take up
this titter in the wild stinging of disap-
pointment and dismay.

“Why should wou fecl it so much, Mr
Snodgrass —what does 1t matter to you?
You will have to go home to the parish
whether or not!” she ciied.

VoL. 1. M
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“Sophy, hush, hush! Yes, dear Mr
ITunstanton, how pleasant it has been !”
said Mrs Norton. ““What a blow to us
all to break it up! I should like to stay
here for ecver, winter and summer. It
would not be too Lot for me. For I can
never be grateful enough to Italy,” she
added, impressively, “for restoring health
to my dear child.”

This called the general attention to
Sophy, whose blooming countenauce, a
little flushed by vexation, looked very un-
like any possible failure of health. Sophy
was as near crylng as possible.  She had
to put force upon herself to keep the tears
out of her eyes.

“Let us not make ourselves miserable
before the time,” sald Diana. It is not
May yet; there is a week of April left.
Let us gather roses while we may, and

in good time here is s Winthrop and
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our musical people.  Sophy, come and
help to get the sengs out.  We can talk
of this another time.”

Sophy came, with a sullenness which no
one had ever remarked in her before.  She
made no reply to what Diana said, but
pulled the music about under pretence of
arranging 1t.  As she did so, with her
back turned to the wrest of the company,
Diana saw a few hot hail-drops of tears
pattering down among the songs.  She put
Ler hand kindly upon Sophy’s shoulder.

“Sophy, dear,” she said, “1s it the
thought of going away? is this what you
feel so much 27

“Oh, leave mc alone, please! I have
oot a headache,” cried Sophy, jerking away
from ler friend’s grasp.

Diana said nothing more.  She was
orieved and disturbed by this very strange

new development. She put down all the
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songs and music that were likely to be
wanted, and opened the piano, and greeted
with ler usual dignified kindness the new
people who came rustling in to the agitated
atmosphere. It did not seem agitated to
them. Mrs Winthrop came in all smiles
and flounces, and there was a gathering
round the piano, and much laughter and
talk and consultation, as 1s customary on
such occasions.  Diana herself did not sing
except rarely. She helped to set the little
company golng, over their madrigals and
part-songs, and then she withdrew, with
that sensation of relief which is afforded
to the mind of the mistress of a house
and chief entertainer by the happy con-
sciousness of laving set an amusement
going, by means of which her guests will
manage to entertain themselves for the

rest of the night.
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CHAPTER VIIL
AN EVENIN({ PARTY.

Diaxa seated herself in her favourite place,
in a great chair covered with dark old
velvet, which had got a bloom on it by
dint of age, such as youth somectimes has,
like the cwvet of a purple plum.  Her own
dress was made in toned white, creamy
and soft, not the hrilliant white of snow,
and of rich silk, which fell in heavy splen-
did folds. But it was “ old-fashioned”
in its cut, which Sephy had deeply de-
plored already, with a plain long skirt,
“such as was worn three years ago!” the

oirl had eried with vexation. A certain
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weariness was about Diana as she laid
her head back on the velvet, weariness
yet satisfaction in having settled all her
people comfortably in the way of amusing
themselves, and being thus herself left free.
Mr Hunstanton was talking with Colonel
Winthrop, who was the husband of the
musical lady, and two other persons who
did not care for music. Mrs Norton, who
was not musical, except in the way of
playing waltzes (of which she knew threc)
and one old set of ¢uadrilles, had taken
pity upon Reginald, and had gone to the
side-table with bhim to play piquet, which
was more amusing than patience. Diana
looked round her with a sigh of comfort,
feeling that all her guests were off her
hands.  The central group at the piano
was the brightest point. Mrs Winthrop,
who was a pretty young woman, and acted

as conductor, held the chief place, holding
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a pink forefinger in the air instead of a
baton, swaying her head, and tapping her
foot according to the measure. Arvound her
were her troupe with their musie, among
whom, most evident to Diana, was Mrs
Hunstanton, “putting 1in a second,” as she
had been adjured to do—and anxious to
escape, Sophy singing soprano, with the
half-tearful, half-sullen look gradually melt-
ing from her face under the charms of the
madrigal ; and over Sophy’s head, holding
his book high, the poor curate, who had been
forced into it, and who, with his mouth open,
and his eyes wandering, added a powerful
but uncertain hass. The soft lights of the
candles on the walls lighted them all up,
shining upon the lightness of their faces,
and the dresses of the ladies, as they stood
grouped about the piano.  Behind, Mr
Hunstanton’s darkly attired group of men

gave an agreeable balance to the picture.
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In front of Diana there were but three
figures. Mrs Norton and Reginald, with
a table between them, covered with the
glories of the coloured cards, which were
repeated in the rose-coloured ribbons of
her cap; and standing quite alone in front
of the dim profundity of a great old mirror
—Pandolfini. He was the only one who
was alone as she wag, though not by design,
like Diana. The glass was so old and so
dim that 1t almost shrouded him, giving
its background of mysterious reflection to
make even his solid figure look wunreal.
But one thing about him was very real,
which was that his eyes were fixed upon
herself. It was an inadvertent moment,
and Mr Hunstanton’s sudden announce-
ment of approaching departure had brought
a certain agitation into the atmosphere.
To Diana, who had taken root in the

friendly place, notwithstanding her con-



AN EVENING PARTY. 185

sclousness that her stay could not be long,
the feeling was painful—but to Pandolfini
1t was like the crush of overthrow. He
had known it, he said to himself—of course
Le had known it—but it had not appeared
such an utter and miserable conclusion of
all hopes, and revolution in life.  The
room had contracted round him, and the
lights grown dim, just as he felt the firma-
ment itsell would contract, and the sun
orow dim to him, when she was gone—
and he had forgotten himsclf. He had
not heen able to talk, to join in what
everybody was doing, so long as this feel-
ing that the ecarth had opened under his
feet, ready to swallow him up and all
things, was foremost in his mind.  He
had had his full of revolutions: he knew
what they were, and how men could lLive
through them, and the wvulgar placidity

of every day overcome all the violence
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that could be done in life. But here was
a revolution which could not be got over.
Yes, yes, Le said to himself drearily, as,
under cover of the music and the move-
ment, he put himself thus behind - backs,
and allowed his eyes to rest upon Diana
with a half-despairing intentness. Si/ s/
it could be got over. If a man is hacked
limb by limb he has to bear it, making no
unseemly outeries; but still the thought
of what it would be, the going out of all
sweet lights and hopes, the settling down
of darkness, the horror of something taken
away which could never be replaced, ap-
palled his very soul. What an irony it
was, what a cruelty of fate! He had
been well enough before, contenting him-
self with his existence, thinking of no
Diana, satisfied with the life which had
never known her. But now!— without

knowing, Pandolfini gazed at her out of
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the shadows with eyes that glowed and
burned, and with a longing and fixedness
very startling to her pensive calm, as
suddenly she turned to him with a half-
smile and met his loolk!

Diana drew a little Dack in her chair,
swerved for a moment, so startled that
she did not know what to do or think.
She felt a blush rising over her-—why she
could not tell : a sort of self-consclousness
seized upon her, consciousness of herself
as being gazed at, rather than of him who
was gazing. Why should he or any one
look at lier so? Then she recovered, with
a slight shake of her head to throw off
the impression, and a confused laugh at
her own vanity (as she called 1t): and
seeing nothing better to do, beckoned to
Lhim to come to her. Pandolfini was not
less confused than she. His first thought

was that he had Dbetrayed himself, and
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that nothing was to be done now but to
face his fate with melancholy  boldness,
which becomes the unfortunate. He had
made up his mind before now in moments
of peril to sell his life dearly. If this
unconscious queenly lady was to have lis
life like a flower, at least she should be
aware of what it was which was thrown
on her path for her delicate foot to tread
on. A kind of tender fury came into his
mind. He went up to her slowly, almost
solemnly, as a man might be supposed to
co to his death—not aftecting to be indif-
ferent to it, but ready for whatever might
befall.

Diana had called him : but she was con-
fused, not knowing how she was to speak
to this man, who looked at her not as
acquaintances look. In her embarrassment
she found nothing but the most banal of

nothings to say.



