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DIAN A

CHAPTER X
THE TWO LITTLE WOMEN,

Mes Norton and her nicce had received
the tidings of the Hunstantons” approaching
departure with consternation almost more
profound, and certainly more simple in its
cxhibition, than had been exhibited by
any of the other members of the party.
Surprise, which at the first moment took
the form of angry petulance and offence,
had Dbeen the manner in which it showed
itself in Sophy ; and as her aunt lived only

VOL, IL. A
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in her and her wishes, the girl's angry
vexation resolved itself into a mixture of
offence and resignation in Mrs Norton.
She calmed her child and soothed her,
and then repeated Sophy’s sentiments in
a more solid form. My darling, you
must not blame Diana. Diana has been
goodness itself. We never could have had
this pleasure at all but for her thought-
fulness,” she said, and then added: I
think, however, that Diana might have
managed to let us know delicately what
she meant—not foreing it upon us through
the Hunstantons, if that 1s what she wants
us to know.” Sophy did not think whether
Diana had or had not taken this underhand
way of warning them that it was time to
depart ; but she was angry beyond measure
and beyond reason. They both cried over
the thought, shedding hot tears. < Just

when we know everybody and are really
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enjoying ourselves ! ” said Sophy. “Oh ! how
are we ever, ever, to put up with that nasty,
windy Red House among the trees, with no
society, after all that we have had here 2”
“Oh hush, my darling!” said Mrs Nor-
ton; “this is what it is to be poor, and
to have to do as other people like. Those
who are 1ich can please themselves — it
1s only the poor who are shuffled about
as other people like; but we must re-
member that we should never have come
at all if it had not been for Diana.”
“Would 1t have been worse not to come
at all than to be sent away now?” said
angry Sophy, at that height of irvitated
scepticism  which would rather not be,
than submit to anything less than perfect
satisfaction in being. Could any onc say
they were ungrateful ¢ Did not the ascrip-
tion of praise to Diana preface everything

they said, or at least everything that the
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most reasonable of them said? For as
for Sophy, what was she more than a
child? and a child, when it is crossed,
allows no wisdom or kinduess even in
God Himself, who ought to know better
than to expose it to suffering. They made
up their little plans together on the very
morning after that momentous night. They
would go to Diana, and find out what her

intentions were—whether she meant them

to go, whether they were to accompany
her wherever she might be going, or go
back with the Hunstantons. ‘She must
at least see that it 1s reasonable we should
know,” Mrs Norton said, with a dignified

and restralned semse of Injury

as one
above making an open complaint, what-
ever reason she might have. When it
came to the moment of going down-stairs,
Sophy indeed began to hesitate. She was

afraid of Diana.
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“] am sure you will talk to her better
without me, dear auntie,” she said. ¢ When
any one 1s cross I cannot bear it.”

“That is because you are too sensitive,
my love,” said Mrs Norton. ¢ Poor darling,
who would be cross to you? and you are
only afraid of Diana because of the time
when she was your governess,” she added,
with a mild sense of superiority as of one
who never was, nor had in her family any
one who required to be a governess. But
nevertheless, half by moral suasion, half
by authority, Sophy was made to come
and back up the clder lady by her presence.
They went down-stairs slightly nervous
it must be allowed. They knew that they
were braver behind backs than when Diana
looked at them with those large eyes of
hers; but having made such a strenuous
resolution, they could not withdraw from

it now. They found Diana taking her
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morning coffee with a book hefore her,
as is the use of lonely people, and she
received their visit quietly as a not un-
usual incident. She was not an early
riser — that was one of her weak points
—and they were early risers; and they
naturally looked at each other with a glance
of commentary and gentle moral indignation
at her late hours.

“You are so like a gentleman sitting
there with your book,” said Sophy, with
a sense of pleasure in finding something to
find fault with. Diana closed the book and
smiled.

“] suppose I should take that as a
compliment,” she said, « for Sophy, I know,
has the highest opinion of gentlemen. Clan
one do better than copy them? You have
been up for hours, and have done a great
many things already, while I have been

idling here.”
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“Yes—Dbut then we have no maid to
do anything for us; and if we want to
have our things nice, we must get up
early,” said Mrs Norton. ““We thought
most likely you would be at breakfast, and
that we should be sure to see you alone for
a few minutes—you are always so much
engaged now.”

“Am [? T thought I was generally at
my friends’ disposal,” said Diana, with a
smile; and then there was a little pause.
For even her smile when she looked up
at them expectant, perceiving something
that was on their lips to be said, alarmed
the two little women. However, Mrs
Norton, feeling the situation to be too
serious for silence on her part, took cour-
age and began—

“Diana—we don’t want to disturb you,
dear. We know you are sure to do what

is best and kindest for cverybody; but



8 DIANA.

we should just like to know, if you don’t

mind, what your plans are

“My plans! I don’t think I bave any
plans,” said Diana, surprised, and then
she laughed and added, “To be sure, we
can’t stay here all the summer, can we ?
We are not at home, are we? That 1s
what T always forget when I get settled
anywhere.”

“And not much wonder: for you can
surround yourself with all kinds of com-
forts,” said Mrs Norton, looking round her
wistfully. To be sure, the third floor up-
stairs was not like the picno nobile: but
she did not intend to seem to make any
injurious comparison. The idea was sug-
gested however, and Diana, who was very
quick, took it up, and she coloured, and a
pained look came upon her face. This was
the kind of reproach to which she was most

susceptible. It was as if she had been
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accused of making herself comfortable at
some one else’s expense.

] hope you are not uncomfortable up-
stairs,” she said. I thought the house was
the same all the way up—no difference but
the stairs.”

“Oh no, Diana, dear!” cried Sophy.
“Qur drawing-room is not half so big as

this. It is divided into two. This part

)

is auntie’s room in our apartment

“But that does not matter a bit,” cried
her aunt; “you must not think we are
anything but comfortable, and quite happy,
Diana, and most grateful to you.”

“Never mind about being grateful,” said
Diana, “the comfort is much more import-
ant.”  She launghed and shook off her
momentary offence. “If there is anything
I can do to secure that, you must tell me,”
she said, kindly; “the Hunstantons’ rooms

perhaps might be better when they leave.”
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“Qh!” cried both the appellants, with a
common Dbreathlessness. ¢ That was just
what we meant to ask you about,” Mrs
Norton went on— Sophy, so to speak,
running behind the skirts of the elder and

more skilful operator. “We wanted to

what

know if you thought—if you wished
you think we ought to do? We came with
the Hunstantons; and Pisa is not a place
to stay in, in summer. But on the other

hand, to go back to the Red House when

you were away, Diana

“Yes, I understand; but shall T be
away ? If Pisa is not a summer place, I
cannot stop in Pisa more than any one
clse.

“But you can go where you like, dear.
There are a great many other places to go
to. There is Florence, which you would
like to see, and the Bagni di Lucca; and

there is Switzerland, Diana.  You can do



THE TWO LITTLE WOMEN. 11

whatever you please ; but we can’t afford,
can we, to do anything but go straight
home ? —if you think we ought to go
straight home.”

Diana looked from one to the other.
There was a point in which she was the
foolishest of women. She liked to satisfy
other people, to give them the things they
wanted. When she saw a secret coveting
in anybody’s eyes, instead of disapproving
and reproving, the immediate thought in
her mind was how she could get them what
they wanted. Perhaps this was a tempta-
tion which she would not have felt had she
always been Miss Trelawny of the Cbase,
accustomed from her cradle to be better off
than other people, and feeling 1t natural.
But the new power of giving, and of
gratifying those wishes which she remem-
bered to have entertained herself without

being able to gratify them, was very
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pleasant to her, and she could not resist it.
She was not strong enough to deny herself
in order to preserve the independence of
Sophy and Mrs Norton. She looked from
one to another, and saw the suppressed
eagerness in their eyes.

“And you would like to go to Florence

too—and Lucca—and to go home by
Switzerland 7 Why not? It seems a very
reasonable plan.”

“ But we cannot afford it, Diana.”

“Oh, as for that, I can afford it. Don’t
say anything,” said Diana.  “Don’t you
sec 1t would be no pleasure to me to go
alone %—and evidently that is the natural
thing to do.”

“To be sure,” said Mrs Norton, gravely.
“It is not nice to travel alone: but then
the expense. How could I put you to so

much expense? I don’t think it would he

quite—right. I don’t think 7
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“As for the right and the wrong, I think
we may take them in our own hands,” said
Diana, with a smile. “You must get the
Bradshaw—that is what you must do, and
settle the routes. Of course, we must go
by Switzerland. And I had never thought
of 1t! It is evident I want you to put
things in my head.”

“You are very kind, Diana. I am sure
if I can be of use in any way to you who
are so good to us—and, of course, it would
not be nice for you to travel alone, I allow
that: even for gentlemen, it cannot he so
nice. But for a lady, and so young as you
are still—-"

Diana laughed. She was half ashamed
of herself for sceing so clearly through
this little air of reluctance and difficulty.
“EBvidently,” she said, “I am too young
to take care of myself. Any one who

thinks differently does me an injury. Then
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that is settled, is it not ¢ It will be a great
deal more pleasant having your company.
I never like to do anything alone.”

“(Qh, Diana, what a darling you are!
How good you always are!” cried Sophy,
throwing her arms round her friend.  ** And
[ am such a nasty little thing ! I thought
you would not care a bit: that you would
send us away with the Hunstantons by
that horrid long railway, and never think
——  Obh, I am so ashamed of myself! and
you do love us, you do like to have us with
you, Diana, dear ?”

“Do you expect me to make protesta-
tions 7 said Diana, shaking herself free
with a little embarrassment, feeling com-
punctions on her own side that she could
not be more effusive. “1 ought to have
thought of it before, but it did not occur
to me. Yes, to be sure, we must sce the

snows.  We have our time in our own
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hands ; we are not compelled to be at home
by a certain day like Mr Hunstanton.”
“Oh, Mr Hunstanton! he is so fussy,
always interfering with everything—what
does it matter when he gets home? I am
tired of Mr Hunstanton!” cried Sophy.
“You should not speak so rashly, my
dear. Mr Hunstanton has been very kind.
She has never liked us much. She has
always been jealous of Diana’s Jove for you,
never seeing how natural it was: but My
Hunstanton has always been kindness itself.
Oh, I am sure she will make disagreeable
remarks now ! She will say we don’t mind
what expense we put Diana to. I know
exactly how she will look. But do not
think anything of that—/ do not mind,
Biana. Do not imagine that I would take

the pleasure out of your journey, dear, for

bR

anything any onc could say

“ And spoil our own pleasure, too, when
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Diana is so kind,” cried Sophy, with frank
delight.  “Oh, do you think my old tra-
velling-dress will do, aunt ?—or should I
have another grey alpaca? Switzerland:
I never, never thought of such happiness :
though indeed,” added the girl with a sigh,
“I shall be very, very sorry to leave Pisa,
too. I have never been so happy as here.”
What was it that had made Sophy so
happy ¢ Diana looked at her with some
curlosity, patting her softly on the cheeks.
“ 8o many parties,” said Sophy, “or at
least as good as parties. We have never
been at home for a whole week. There has
always Dbeen something going on; and
expeditions; and dances now and then.
I have never been so happy in all my life
before.” .
“ Hush, hush, my darling ! you would be
just as happy at home. [ Zope my Sophy

does not want constant amusement to make
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her happy; but still it has been very
pleasant, and, of course, we could not hope
to have so much in a quiet country place.”

“And in England! where, as Colonel
Winthrop says, the skies are always grey,
and the company bumpkins,” said Sophy,
with the sublime contempt of a traveller.
What could Diana do but laugh as they
played their little pranks before her. They
were as good as two little white mice in a
cage.

“You had better look into that serious
question of toilet,” she said, “and quite
make up your mind whether another grey
alpaca is mnecessary; for if we do go to
Switzerland, there will be a great deal of
travelling to do.”

“What shall you wear, Diana?” said
Sophy, growing serious; “for you know
your merino that you came in will be too
warm. I wish you would think of that a

VOL. 11. B
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little more. Yes, auntie, indeed 1 must
speak.  You know you always say that
Diana never does herself justice.”

“Do I?” cried Mrs Norton, colouring
a little, while Diana laughed with great
amusement. “I am sure Diana always
looks well whatever she puts on. You
have heard me say so a hundred times.”

“Don’t take any trouble on my account,”
sald Diana. I shall find something, never
fear.”

“And we are wasting all your time,”
sald Mrs Norton. “Sophy, we must run
away. If Diana has not the little things
to do which we occupy ourselves with,
she has other matters to think of Dear
Diana! how can I ever say all T think
of your kindness! Nothing would make
me accept 1t except the thought that we
can perhaps, in our little way, make it

pleasanter for you too.”
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She was very strong on this subject to
everybody to whom it was mentioned
afterwards.  “ Yes,” she said, ““we are
going to Switzerland. Dear Diana does
not like to travel alonme; and, indeed, it
1s scarcely proper, for she is still quite
what 13 considered a young lady, you
know — though, of course, a very great
deal older than my Sophy; and Diana
has been so very kind to us that I like
to do all I can to be of use to her. Sophy
will enjoy it too. Ob, it is not at all dis-
agrecable to me, I assure you,” she said,
smiling with gentle friendliness and resig-
nation. The chaplain’s wife, if no other,
thought it was “so kind” of Mrs Norton
to go to Switzerland with Miss Trelawny.
“It took them all by surprise, I believe,
and they had made their plans to go
home : but they arc such good creatures, so

unselfish ! They have changed all their
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arrangements rather than that Miss Tre-
lawny should have the annoyance of travel-
ling alone.” This was repeated over and
over again that afternoon in the little
church coterie at a choir practice, where
there was quite a flutter of admiration
over the unselfishness of the two little
ladies. The glee-party was all there, with
the exception of Mrs Hunstanton, whose
absence, perhaps, was fortunate in the cir-
cumstances. As for Mrs Norton, she never
departed from this ground even in her
most private moments. “I am so fond of
Diana that nothing is a trouble,” she said,
“she has always been such a friend;” and
then it got whispered round, to the great
admiration and surprise of everybody, that
Miss Trelawny, though so great a lady,
had once been Sophy’s governess. What
2 wonderful thing it was! everybody said ;

exactly like a romance in real life!
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The Snodgrasses, who were also at the
choir practice, heard, like the vest, of Miss
Trelawny’s plan, and the excitement of the
mformation brought the curate out of his
corner. I don’t really care about going
to Florence. I never did care,” he said
hurriedly to his uncle.  “Switzerland 1s
what I should like most.” The rector
shook his head, and called his dear Bill
a goose; but yet, reflecting within him-
self that dear Bill was six feet high, and
a fine specimen of a man (though not
perhaps what is gencrally called hand-
some), and that Miss Trelawny had a fine
fortune, and that Perseverance was the
thing which carried the day, Mr Snodgrass
thought that perhaps, by chance, so to
speak (if it were not an impious thing to
speak of Chance), he might direct his steps
to Switzerland too. So that a whole party

of people were moved, and their intentions
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and destinations changed, by the impati-
ence and disappointment of Sophy Norton
at the prospect of an abrupt conclusion
of her holiday. She thought herself, and
with justice, an insignificant little person,
yet it was she who had made all this
commotion.

In the meantime Sophy’s own head
was full of her wardrobe, to the exclusion
of other ideas. Should she have dresses
enough for the summer ? should she want
another grey alpaca? or could she get on
with what she had, with a new white
frock, perhaps, and a dust-cloak ? “There
is nothing looks so mnice as white,” said
Sophy, regarding her wardrobe with an
anxious pleasure.  “In fine weather, my
darling : but it always rains among the
mountains, and a white dress, or a cotton
dress of any kind, looks poor in bad

weather.”  This was a very serious ues-
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tion: for indeed she had a grey alpaca
already, which was too good yet to bhe
taken merely for a travelling-dress. Tt
was the one which had been made up on
the model of Diana’s beautiful new silk
from M. Worth’s. This was a very per-
plexing problem, and one which gave them
a great deal of trouble; but yet it was a
happy kind of care.

As for Diana, she had the faculty of
putting aside the points that jarred in
her friends’ characters. She was aware
that they were not perhaps so unselfish
as they took credit for being, and she could
not but laugh softly under her breath at
Mrs Norton’s solemn conviction that she
“could be of use” to Diana. But what
then 2—what did it matter after all? It
would be pleasant enough to go to Swit-
zerland, and travelling alone was not very

pleasant. So far the Nortons were right.
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Diana feared (a little) the innuendoes of
Mrs Hunstanton when she heard of the
project ; but otherwise it amused her (she
did not put it on any higher ground) to
see their pleasure, to indulge them with
every luxury of a journey made eir prince.
To have everything you can desire, without
ever having to think of the expense, how
pleasant it was! How she would have
liked it when she was poor! She did
not say to herself that she had been as
independent as she was poor, and would
not have lightly taken such a pleasure at
any one’s hand. Why should she have
remembered this? Sophy was mnot like
her: and after all, to make these two little
women perfect, to reform their characters,
and mould them after her own model, was
at once a hopeless proceeding and one al-

together out of her way.
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CHAPTER XIL
THE PROPOSAL.

THE rooms on the third floor of the Palazzo
del Sogni were not like those in Diana's
beautiful  appartamento.  The drawing-
room, which was so spacious and lofty
in the piaio nobile, was low, and divided
into two; one half of 1t was Mrs Norton’s
bedroom. In moments of excitement, and
in the early part of the day, the door of
communication was sometimes left open,
though 1t was against all the English
idcas of micety and tidiness, i which
these little ladies were so strong, to leave

a bedroom visible, But what else could
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be done, when Sophy was seized with
that anxiety about her toilet, and the
delightful sense of preparation for a further
holiday whirled them both out of their
sober routine? DMrs Norton had her ex-
cuse all ready if anybody should call—
that is, if any lady should call—for the
thought of a masculine foot crossing her
threshold did not occur to her. “We
have no maid,” was what she would say,
“and of course there are a great many
things which we must do ourselves. For-
tunately, I am quite fond of needlework,
and Sophy is so clever, and has such taste.
You would never think that pretty dress
was made at home? hut I assure you it
is all our own work. The only thing
is that we keep the bedroom door open,
in order to keep this one as tidy as pos-
sible.”  Every visitor (being a lady) sym-

pathised and understood : and gentlemen,
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except the clergyman, never came. A
clergyman, by virtue of his profession,

has more understanding on these points

has he not?—than ordinary men; he
is apt to understand how poor ladies have
to employ themselves when they have no
maid ; in short, he has the feminine ele-
ment so strongly developed as to be able
to criticise without rushing into mere ig-
norant censure, as probably a gentleman
visitor of another kind would have done.
And no profane male foot cver crossed
Mrs Norton’s threshold.  They were at
their case therefore mnext morning, after
their interview with Diana, when they
got up to the serious business of the day.
There was no hurry; but the work was
agrecable, the excitement of preparation
agrecable, and then, to be sure, a hundred
things might happen to hasten their de-

parture, and it was always hest to he
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prepared.  The door of Mrs Norton’s
sanctuary was accordingly standing wide
open, revealing not only the Italian bed
with its crackling high-piled mattress of
turchino, but a large wardrobe standing
open with all kinds of dresses hung up
inside. The alpaca which was in question
was spread out upon the sofa in the little
drawing-room, and formed the foreground
to the picture. They were both standing
at a little distance contemplating it with
anxious Interest. Mrs Norton had her
head on one side. Sophy had a pair of
scissors in her hand. It was almost the
most dificult question that had ever come
before them.

“It is very elaborately made,” said Mrs
Norton, doubtfully. “ The flounces would
be very awkward in a travelling - dress.

They are so heavy to hold up, and they

2

get so full of dust



THE PROPOSAL. 29

“But, auntie, I have heard you say it
made all the difference to a dress when it
was nicely made.”

“Yes, that is very true; but a travelling-
dress ought to be simple—it never ought
to have a train, especially for a young
person.  You ought to be able to jump
out and in of carriages, and never think
of your dress. Besides, that would be
so useful at home. You could wear it so

nicely for Diana's little parties, or when she

2

is alone

“Qh, auntie! I shall never carc for these
horrid little parties again.”

“ Hush, my darling ! at least you must
never tall like that. You will be very
glad of them, Sophy, when winter comes.”

Sophy shook her head : but the present
matter was still more important. “Some-
thing new would be better, no doubt,”

she said, “for the cvening—onec of those
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light silks that are almost as cheap as
alpaca.  When one has to get a new thing,
isn’t it better to have it for one’s best?
whereas an alpaca is never very much for
a best dress, and would look nothing in
the evening; and making a new common
dress is just as troublesome as making a
handsome one. And I might cut this a
little shorter, or loop it up : and it would
look nice when we stayed anywhere for
a few days. Diana will insist on staying
everywhere for a few days: I am sure she

cannot really like travelling : and this with

bRs

my white frocks when it is very fine
“I see your heart is set upon a new
sill.”
“No, indeed, auutie,” said Sophy, half
offended.  “The only thing is, what should
I do with two grey alpacas? If T were to

take off the trimming here, and change

)

this flounce
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“Run, Sophy, run! there is some oue
at the door. Filomena has no sense—
she will show them in at once.”

“What does it matter?” said Sophy.
“It can only be Mrs Hunstanton—I don't
mind at all what she says. I should like
her to know. She ought to be cured of
her interfering. It will let her see who
Diana cares the most for. It will show
her ?

“DMr Hunstanton!” cried DMrs Norton,

with almost a shriek. A gentleman! and
actually the bed visible, and all the things
hanging up. She made a dart at the door
and shut 1t, then turned round breathless
but bland. “This is a pleasure!” she
said ; “but you find us in great disorder.
I am so sorry. We were just arranging
a little against our journcy.”

“What journcy ?” sald Mr Hunstanton.

“Don’t apologise. I like to have a finger
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in the pie. You shall have my advice
with the greatest pleasure. But what
journey 2 Were you thinking really of
returning with us? That would be good
news: though I think I have perhaps
something to say that may make a differ-
ence. Don’t take away the dress: I am
a great authority about dress—though my
wife snubs me. Don't take it away.”
“We are going with Diana,” said Mrs
Norton. “If we had been going home
there is nothing I should have liked so
much as going with your party. You
were all so kind to us coming. But our
first duty is to Diana. She has never
been abroad before—she thinks she would
like to return by Switzerland, and sec as
much as possible; and, of course, I could
not let her go alone. And Sophy will
enjoy it—though, indeed,” said the little

woman, with a sigh, “it will not be un-
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alloyed pleasure to me. My circumstances
were very different when I was there hefore.
Still T must not be selfish ; and, of course,
I could mnot let Diana go alone. After
all her kindness to Sophy, that would be
too ungrateful —it is what I could not
do——"

“Whew!” said Mr Hunstanton under
his breath : and then corrected himself,
and composed his countenance. ““So you
are going to Switzerland with Diana.
Ah-h!—with Diana! That is a new idea.
Bless me! I wonder what Diana will say
to me if T spoil her trip for her? Mg
Norton, I have come to say something
very important to you. It 1s not on my
own account exactly. I am come as an
ambassador; as—plenipotentiary. I have
oot something to say to you. Well, of
course I don’t know what you will answer;
but it is not disagreeable. It is the sort

VOL. IL ¢
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of thing I have always heard that ladies

3

like to hear

Mrs Norton looked with unfeigned amaze-
ment at the Dbeaming ambassador, whose
enjoyment of his office there could, at least,
he no doubt about. The smile on his face,
the knowing look, the air of mingled fun
and flattery which he put on, with a comi-
cal assumption of the aspect which the
wooer he represented ought to have worn,
half alarmed her. Though she was con-
sclous to the bottom of her heart of lher
dignity as a married woman, with a late
“dear husband” to refer to, vet the mild
little lady was as old-maidish in her prim-
ness and over-delicacy as the most pro-
nounced specimen of that type. What
could Mr Hunstanton mean? Had he
gone out of his senses? or was there any-
body so rash and foolish as to think of

addressing her, a clergyman’s widow, in
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this way ? A momentary recollection of Mr
Snodgrass flashed across her mind, and a
slight blush came upon her matronly cheek.

“Oh, shall I run away ?” cried Sophy,
still more surprised, and most unwilling
to go.

“No, no! Sophy must not go— why,
it 1g all about Sophy!” cried Mr Hun-
stanton. ““She must not go on any ac-
count. Mrs Norton, you know it isn't
our English way; but whether i1t is that
I have lived so much abroad, I don’t know,
but I think it a very rational way. In-
quire first if there are any objections ; and
then if there are any objections, withdraw
without humiliation. Oh yes, I have a
great opinion of the good sense of an
English girl; but still you know, Sophy,
you are fallible, and sometimes a man 1s
drawn on—and then sent to the right-

about, as if he had no feelings at all.”



36 DIANA.

Mrs Norton had taken time to compose
herself during this speech. She dismissed
the rector out of her mind abruptly, with
something of the feeling with which she
would have turned an impertinent intruder
out of doors—indignant: though, indeed,
it was not at all Mr Snodgrass’s fanlt that
she had thought of him. The excitement
was scarcely less when the case was that of
Sophy : but still that personal suggestion
took the edge off her flutter, and made
her listen more calmly. But there are
limits to patience. She interrupted Mr
Hunstanton with all the weight of author-
ity. Here certainly she was mistress of
the position; though it was not very
clearly apparent what that position was.

“T have no objection to you as an ambas-
sador, Mr Hunstanton,” she said, “and I
think it very right that any gentleman

should address me Afirst rather than to
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disturb my child. But Sophy, pardon me,
had hetter withdraw. The only reason for
telling me would be that Sophy should not
know—execept afterwards, if I thought fit,
through me.”

“Obh, auntie !” said Sophy, under her
breath.  She stood, holding the dress in
her bands, in natural curiosity and excite-
ment, her pretty round face all flushed. She
did not want to go; but she was dutiful
thouch she was excited, and thought of
nothing beyond remonstrance. My IIun-
stanton, for his part, lost his head alto-
gether.  He got up and took the dress out
of her hands (not so awkwardly for a man,
they said afterwards).  When he had laid
it down with clumsy care on the sofa, he
took Sophy’s hand, and drew her forward.
“Sit down here,” he said.  “Come, Sophy,
you needn’t blush.  Tam not going to make

love to you.  We'll leave Ziin to do that;
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but I can’t let you be sent away. It is her
affair.  Let her hear it.  After all, there 1s
nobody so much interested. Well now,
look here—guess ! You ladies have eyes
more than we have for that sort of thing
especially.  Who do you suppose has sent
me here to-day?”

Sophy sat where he had placed her, and
looked at him, her soft little face crimson
with excitement and pleasurable expecta-
tion, her blue eyes round and eager. She
was a pretty little thing, and a man would
be very well off, the ambassador thought,
with such a fresh soft innocent creature
always looking up to him. Mr Hunstan-
ton was sensible enough to feel that a wife
always looking up to you might be, on the
whole, Inconvenient now and then: but
still it would be pleasant; and it would
just suit Pandolfini, who was a solemn sort

of personage. Where is the man that would
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not like it ? though the other sort of wife
is of more use, perhaps; and he was con-
tent with his own lot. Sophy looked quite
ready to accept any love-making that
should come lier way. Her lips were a
little apart, her breath coming quick, her
little heart all a-flutter, her whole mind
absorbed in inquiry.  Who could it be?
Pandolfini was the romantic hero of Sophy’s
imagination, but there were two or three
others whom she would not have frowned
upon.  Which could it be?  Her eyes fixed
upon Mr Hunstanton with growing eager-
ness.  She made a pretty pieture — all
glowing innocence and ignorance, the
most charming blank sheet of paper on
which a man could desire to inscribe his
name.

“Mr Hunstanton!” said AMrs Norton,
shocked; “indeed I don’t approve of my

child being exposed to this.  Sophy, you
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had really better go away. It is quite 1m-
proper—it is a sort of thing—ie are not
accustomed to——"

“T should hope not, I should hope not,
my dear Mrs Norton ; though I don’t doubt
that you knew all about it in your day.
But Sophy iz young enough to begin her
experiences, and I trust we shall bring them
to a close very suddenly. Now I am not
going to keep you in suspense. Mrs Nor-
ton, you know him very well. You have

had ways of seeing how much we think of

him. My wife has the very highest opinion

and vou know in many things Mrs Hun-
stanton 1s perhaps more difficile than 1 am.
His means are not great. He has enough
to be very comfortable, but not enough to
make a great show according to our English
notions” (here Sophy’s countenance fell a
little, for, to be sure, where everything was

so vague, it was casy to add riches to the
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fabulous unknown wooer) ; “but Sophy is
not the girl to mind that: and he belongs
to a very good family. She will be able to
call cousin with half the princes in the
Italian peerage.”

“Mr Hunstanton!” cried Mrs Norton,
breathless ; ““what is all this in comparison
to more essential things? It depends en-
tirely upon Sophy’s feelings; and how can
we tell till we know—not what he 1s, hut
who he 1877

“ My dear lady, am not I just going to
tell you? Sophy knows who hie is.  She
has found it out in his eyes, as I did.
Why, who should it be but Paundolfini?
And a man any gir]l might be proud of—
a fellow—though I say it that shouldnt—
who knows English as well, and is as fond

2 most

of it as of his own language
accomplished fellow! I verily believe just

the best man living, and so modest you
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would never find it out. There’s the lover
[ bring you, Sophy; and if you dont
appreciate him, you are not the girl I took
you for. He deserves—simply the most
charming wife in the world.”

“The Cavaliere!” cried Sophy under her
breath.  In the first moment of awe the
colour fled from her cheeks.

“Mr Pandolfini!” cried her aunt. Then
she paused and looked at Sophy, who sat
breathless, the Dlush coming back again.
“Mr Hunstanton, I am sure you will not
doubt we are very sensible of the honour he
does us.  Not that my Sophy would not
be an ornament to any family; but till
I know her feelings——  Yes; he is a
very charming person indeed. I have the

oreatest respect for him—and admiration

aman that any one might be proud of,
as you say; but till I know my Sophy’s

feelings——my darling ?” the little woman
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grew tremulous. It was a situation which
she had never realised.

“Oh, auntic!” eried Sophy, throwing
herself into Mrs Norton’s arms.  The girl
laid her head upon her aunt’s shoulder, and
melted into sobs. “Oh, I am not good
enough! I am not clever enough! It
cannot be me he caves for.”

“My darling ! when My Hunstanton tells
you—--

“0Oh, 1t must be some mistake—it must
be some mistake!” cried Sophy, hurrowing
with her head in her aunt’s bosom.  Mis
Norton encireled her with tender arms.
She felt that her child was behaving her-
self at this wonderful emergency exactly as
she ouglt.

“You see how much overcome she 1s!
You must let us have a little time, dear Mr
Hunstanten.  You can imagine the excite-

ment, the agitation. She is so young. And
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when T am so much upset myself, what
should she he—at her age? But, indeed, it
is 1 who have the most occasion,” said the
little lady, beginning to cry : for what shall
I do without my Sophy?—not that I
should think of that when her happiness is
concerned.”

“Oh, auntie ! eried Sophy, clasping her
close, and burrowing more than ever, “I
could never leave you—Mhow could I ever
leave you? You must always—always stay
with me.”

My Hunstanton rubbed his hands. <1

see—I see!” he said, “it is too early for a
direct answer; but I don’t think Pandolfini
need be cast down. T think there are indi-
cations that Le will gain the day.”

At this moment it became apparent to
Mrs Norton that Soply’s agitation was too
sacred to he witnessed by strange eyes,

especially by a gentleman’s eyes.  En-
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circling her child with one arm, and holding
her close to her breast, she extended the
other hand to Mr Hunstanton. It was too
exquisite a moment for ceremony. ¢ Dear
friend,” she said, amid her tears, *“ you see
how it is. Leave me alone with her, and if
you will come later—or I will write you a
note : yes, that is the hest, I will write
you a note. No, I do uot think he nced
despair.”

“] understand—1I understand—a note

will be the Dbest, which I can show him,”

cried Mr Hunstanton, delighted. ¢ Good-

bye—good-bye, Sophy. Yes—yes, I shall
take myself off.  Let her have 1t out;
but it will not be long till Miss will be
turned into Madame, I can see. Never
mind the door. I hope I can open it for
myself.  Yes—yes, 1t 1s she that wants
you most, poor little soul!”

Sophy raised herself from her shelter



46 DIANAL

when the ambassador was heard to go;
her pretty little face was all stained like
a child’s with tears. < Oh, auntie!” she
cried, looking her aunt in the face, then
giving her a still closer hug; and then
there followed a moment of mutual en-
dearment, sobs, and kisses. “Oh, auntie,
do you think it can be true? Him. I
thought him so far above me. I never
thought he would look twice at a little
insignificant thing like me.”

This was selon les re¢gles too; and Mrs
Norton felt with unfeigned satisfaction that
Sophy was fully equal to the circumstances,
and was saylng and doing exactly what
she ought. She pressed her to her breast
with mingled love, respect, and admira-
tion.  Nothing inappropriate or out of
place had come from Sophy’s lips. In
everything she had comported herself as

the most anxious of aunts could wish;



THE PROPOSAL. 17

and all the girls of England micht have
been there to take a lesson. Mrs Norton
breathed a sigh of content as she pressed
her child to her heaxt.

“My darling, you are too humble—not
that I wish you different, Sophy. 1 like
to see that my child is the only one that
15 unconscious of her own merits, DBut
Love sees further.  Dear fellow! ObL, what
a happiness for me, my pet, to think, if
anything happened to me, that I could
leave you in such good hands!”

“PBut oh, auntie, fuin! I thoucht it

O
o

PR

was Diana he would care for

“Diana, Sophy ? My dear, Diana 1is

very handsome—for her age: but she is
not like you. You know how fond I am
of Diana; but gentlemen don’t care for
such clever women. They like some one
to look up to them, not a person who is

always standing on her opinion. No, my
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darling, Diana will never attract a man of
fine feeling like dear Mr Pandolfini. It
is not just an equal he wants. He wants
a clinging, sweet, dependent creature.
And then youth, my pet, youth! that
always carries the day.”

“But oh, auntie, fancy any one being
with Diana, and preferring poor little
me!”

What more natural than that a flutter
of gratified vanity should thrill through
the girl! DMrs Norton shared it to the
fullest extent. She said, “I never expected
anything else. Though I don’t set up for
being clever, I know the world, and I
know gentleimen. 1t is not talent that is
necessary for that—you know I don't
pretencd to talent—hut experience, and
perhaps a little insight. Ok yes, I know
what may be looked for. I know what

gentlemen are; and you may take my



THE PROPOSAL. 49

word for it, Sophy, a woman of Diana’s
age has no chance—especially when they
look their years as dear Diana does fully,
whatever your partiality may say.”

“She 1/l dress in such an old-fashioned
way. I have spoken to her about it so
often, and she never pays any attention.
But oh, auntie! what will Diana say ?”

“I don't know what she can say, dear,
but congratulations. Dear Diana, she will
be so glad of your good fortune. She
always 1s so generous. She will be sure
to want to help with your ¢rousseai; and
1t 1s evidently such a pleasure to her that
one never knows how to vefuse.”

“Qh!” cried Sophy, hiding her face,
“it is too soon surely, surely, to think of
anything of the kind. A trowussec, auntie
it searcely seems-— proper, —it scarcely
seems—delicate.”

“My darling, you are so sensitive!’

VOL. IL D
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said Mrs Norton, taking her child once
more into her close embrace.

It was not, however, till several hours
later that she wrote her note to Mr Hun-
stanton. It was quite a model of what
an acceptance should be: dignified, yet
not too dignified; cordial, yet mnot too
effusive.  She appreciated Mr Pandolfini,
but she kuew the value of the treasure
she was giving. “I shall be happy to
see him this evening or to-morrow,” she
wrote. ““‘They will be hetter able to un-
derstand cach other when they meet by
themselves; and I too shall he glad to
have a talk with Mr Pandolfini.” Jr
Hunstanton rubbed his hands as he put
this epistle.in his pocket-hook. I knew
they would be delighted,” he said to him-
self, “and with good reason. Why he
should have made such a fuss I don’t

know ; for, of course, it’s a capital match
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for Sophy. And she'll make him a nice
little wife, and give him a tidy, comfortable
English home, which is a thing not very
common in Italy. My wife, Ly the by,
will be in a pretty way ! She never could
bear these two harmless little bodies.  Why
are women so queer? They never judge
as we do. DBut here’s a settler for them
all;” he said, chuckling and patting his
breast-pocket.  Certainly it was all done
and settled, and put beyond the reach of

uncertaiuty now.
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CHAPTER XIL
THE HOUSE OF DREAMS.

Paxporrint scarcely slept at all that night.
His mind was full of dreams and visions,
and an agitation beyond his control. IHe
let himself in to his sombre appartameinto,
which was all empty, echoing and vacant,
and lit his lamp from the taper which he
had carried with bim up the dark stair-
case. The rooms he inhabited were in an
old pualace which helonged to his family,
but of which he had ounly a corner now.
Up-stairs lived an old couple of his kindred
who had their terzo piano by right of

blood. In the higher storeys there were
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gsome suites of smaller rooms let to smaller
people.  Down below in the puno wobile
was an English family, the usual tenants
of everything worth tenanting. His second
floor contained some handsome rooms,
and there was one at least which showed
more signs of being lived in than seems
natural to Italian rooms. It was some-
what richly hung with old tapestry. There
was o carpet—unusual luxury !—covering
the centre of the floor, and the walls which
were not tapestried were clad with book-
shelves. Books, too, were in all the corners,
piled even on the floor, hut carvefully piled
and in order, arranged by a hand that

loved them. There was no sign of any
one living but himself in the dark silent
place, where his little open lamp with its
three slightly flickering flames made a
mere speck of light in the darkmess, and

his foot on the marble of the floor made
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an echoing sound all through the house
till it veached the sanctuary of the old
soft Turkey carpet, from which long usage
had worn the pattern here and there.

He put down the lamp on the table
and  threw himself into a chair.  The
ficures in the tapeztry were undecipher-
able in the dim light, except just opposite
to it where o shepherdess and shepherd
sat 1 eternal dalliance upon the little
green mound beloved of such art. The
soft and worn tints gave a certain faint
cheerfulness to the wall, but all was dark
around and as still as the night itself.
Old  Antonio, his faithtul servant, slept
m a corner somewhere, peacefully undis-
turbed by the master’s comings or goings.
The donnc da facceinda, or woman-of-all-
work, had long ago gone home to her
family. This was all his establishment.

The conversation he had just had, awak-
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Ut
Ot

ened, as may well be supposed, a thoeu-
sand thoughts in the Italian’s mind. It
had been all fervent poetry as he stood
outside ler door and walked home along
Arno, hearing the bells chime her sweet

name : Di

ana, Di-an-a, with its long,
soft vowels, such as an Italian loves. But
when he reached his own house, other
thoughts mnot less thuilling or sweet,
though more real, came into his mind

Was 1t possible that she should sct foot

here even—take up her abode here? He
rose up from his chair when that fancy
came to him, and stood with lis hreast
expanded and his lhead held bigh, not

fecling that he had breath enough for

such a thought. Diana—and /lere; and
then it occurred to him, perhaps for the
first time, how poor and dark and silent
it was, how worn and faded, how unlike

a shrine for such a saint! What could
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he do to it to make it bhetter? Pandol-
finl was not of so peor a spirit as to think
that Love (if for him such a thing could
be) would despise hLis condition and sur-
roundings.  No; if, profoundest wonder
of wonders, Diana should lore him, as his
friend took upon himself to promise, what
to her would be the circumstances external
to him? Nothing! He had forgotten
that he had heard it said she was a great
lady in her own home— forgotten even
the superior wealth of lLer surroundings
here.  He cared nothing about these, and
Diana would care nothing. If only the
tivst might be true, there was nothing else
to be taken thought of. The wonder of her
loving him could not be greater if she were
a queen.

But supposing then what could be

done to make the faded things bright, to

renovate, and warm, and light up his
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house for her coming? He dropped back
lto his chair and began to think. Could
any magic make these apartments worthy
of her? Then he rose hastily, unable to
be still in his excitement, and took up his
lamp in his hand again, and began to go
over the room, his head throbbine with
agitating thoughts.  Every new door he
opened sent a thrill of echoes through the
place, until at last they disturbed the rest
of old Antonlo, who sallied forth in alarm,
Lis grey locks tumbled from his pillow,
his eyes fiery yet full of sleep, a coloured
counterpane wrapped round him for want
of better. “Ah! it is only the padrone,”
cried Antonio, turning his back without
another word, but with muttered grum-
blings in his throat. He was angry to
be disturbed. ¢ Surely he walks cnough
in the day to leave onc tranquil at night,”

the old man grumbled, as lLe restored the
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counterpane to his bed. Then a momen-
tary thought struck him that 1t might
not be the padrone at all, but his double,
presaging evil.  But after a moment’s
thought, Antonio dismissed that idea; for
had not his quick eye caught that very
thin place, not yet a hole, on the right
leg of the peadirunc’s pantaloons, which he
had brushed so carefully that morning’
No ¢host risen from the grave could know
about that thin place.  So Antonlo went
grumbling yet calm to bed.

Pandolfini took little notice of this old
grey apparition. He gave the old man a
nod, and passzed on.  There were many
empty rooms to go through, all furnished
after a sort, all with cold glistening marble
floors, dim great mirrors, into which his
lamp gleamed with mysterious reflections,
dark pictures, bits of tapestry, here a

frescoed wall, there a richly decorated roof.
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The remains of wealth, or rather the ghosts
of wealth, were there standing with a for-
lorn pride in the midst of the cold and
of the dim reflected lights.  Of all the
rooms he went into, only his own library
could he called inhabitable, much less
comfortable ; and yet there was a faded
grace and dignity in everything.  Would
she prize that and understand 1t? he
wondered. Al yest  Could it be possible
that Diana did not understand everything,
sce cverything with the noblest gentlest
comprehension of all that Lad been noble,
then she would not have been the Diana of
his thoughts.  She would understand.  She
would learn the story of the house, and its

decadence, and its pride

all In a glance.
But—would she prefer her English comfort,
her warmth of carpets and close-drawn
hangings, and the insular way of cushion-

ine and smoothing over every sharp corner
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—to this old chill gplendour and poverty ?
He could not answer himself with any
satisfaction ; and his thoughts carried him
further to his little farm in Tuscany, and
the villa with its bare rooms and terraces,
which had not even any trace of old
splendour to veil the present poverty.
Would it be better to dismiss the forestier:
down below, who paid so good a rent for
the piano nobile, and so make more room
and a more seemly habitation—something
more worthy of Zer? But then his foreign
lodgers gave a very agreeable addition to
his funds; and how could he do without
that ? or how adapt the villa for an English
lady without spending of money which was
mmpossible to him ?

When the vague raptures of a dawning
love change into plans of intending matri-
mony, the difference is very great. Had

he known how rich Diana was, the simple-
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minded Italian might have taken matters
more easily perhaps than an Englishman
would have approved of ; but he was an
Anglomane, and had picked up some reflec-
tions of English thoughts, which made him
try anxiously now if there was any way
by which he himself on his own finances
could accomplish all this. And the ques-
tlon was grave, very grave, deepening the
furrows on lis forehead. When he paused
from these reflections, and the first initial

thought of all, —the idea that Diana

Dicna! loved him, —came back to his
mind, Pandolfini’s heart recovered itself
with a great throb of happiness beyond all
imagining, an incredulous triumph of joy,
which took away his breath.  But then
he fell back again into his anxieties, his
questions.  To realise this crown of all
possible gladness and delight, what cares,

what anxious sclf-discussions, what elab-
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orate caleulations must he go through!
how could he make her life fair, and bright,
and free from the pinchings which were
in so many Italian houses, which he had
learned by heart in his own life, and which,
if they no longer existed for him now,
might come back again were he to launch
into greater expenditure and luxuries hith-
erto unknown ?

He sat up half the night pondering all
these strange new thoughts, which were
penetrated now and then as by a sudden
golden arrow, by that flash of consciousness
which made everything glow and shine.
But this very consciousness, this ecstasy,
was the occasion and beginning of the care.
After he had deliberated and deliberated
till his very brain ached, he took paper and
a pen, and began to put down his calcula-
tions. The very act of doing so, putting

this wonderful hope, so to speak, into black
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and white, and making bis visionary pre-
parations into a tangible thing which he
could look at, thrilled him through and
through again with touches of delight.
He leant back in his chair, and laughed
softly, so softly that the low utterance was
more like a tone upon an instrument than
the commonplace happiness of laughter.
To him, to come to /Zim! he who had
never expected it, never hoped for it, since
his first youth.  Love! IHe was incredulous
of 1t, yet believed in it to the hottom of his
profound and passionate soul.

Thus he sat through the long night,
feeling mneither cold nor weariness, nor as
if he could ever want such vulgar consol-
ations as slecp, until Antonio’s first stirring
in the blue chill of the morning aroused
him from his arithmetic and his thoughts.
He started guiltily, and saw the flicker of

his poor little lamp reflected in the dim
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mirror at the end of the room, in the midst
of a soft clearness of the day, which
confused him, and gave him a sense of
shame, as if some cool and calm spectator
had suddenly Iooked over his shoulder and
seen the follies that occupied him. Quickly
and abashed he extinguished the lamp,
gathered up all his papers carefully, opened
the window to let in the morning air still
somewhat chill : and feeling for the first
time a little stiff and cold, crept noisclessly
to bed, afraid to be found out by Antonio,
who, however, was not deceived by this
stealthy retreat, and knew very well by the
smell of the suddenly extinguished lamp,
and the creak of the opened window, that
his master had been keeping unholy vigils,
“Had he slept when all Christians ought
to sleep he should have got up now,” said
Antonio, “instead of stealing to bed like o

thief lest I should find him. Ab, padrone
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imio ! 1f you could but learn what was for
your truc advantage!”  But that is what
young men will never learn till it is too
late, Antonio reminded himself: for his
master was yet young to Antonio, a fit
subject for lecturing and good advice still.

Pandolfinl came out of his room at a
respectably carly hour after all, and with
innocent looks that did all but deceive his
old servant.  “I hope I did not disturb
you last night,” he said, with hypoeritical
amiability ; I was looking for—a—book.”

“The padrone did not disturh me last
night,” said Antonio, severely; “but this
morning when I found the lamp still hot,
and the i/lustrissiino’s chair warm ! padrone
mnio, it 1s not good for the health. There is
a time to sleep, which is the night ; there 1s
a time, if you will, to make calculations to
amuse one’s self—to play, if it is necessary
—and that is day.”

VOL. II. E
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“] am going to make use of the day,”
said Pandolfini, taking the cup of coffee
which was his cheerless breakfast.  And
then he added, “Don’t you think, my old
Toni, that the olives at the farm might
yield a little more oil? Marchese Rolfo
has no better land than I have, and yet
he sends more flasks to the market.”

“Marchese Rolfo 1s an old miser; he
wrings the trees and the poor men that
keep them,” cried Antonio; “and Gigi at
the wvilla is as honest a man as any I
know. The padirone foreets that it has
been a bad year.”

“It 1s always a bad year,” said Pandol-
fini, ruefully. I never knew it otherwise
since I was a boy.”

“Praised be God, yet we live! we are
not, after all, at the mercy of the olives,”
said  the old man, eleverly shifting his

oround ; then he added, in more insinuat-
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ing yet judicial tones, < If, instead of mak-
ing calculations on the tombole, as I sce
you have been doing, whether numbers or
colours I know not, the padrene would
make himself beautiful and marry one
of those rich English ladics, who have
more money than they know what to do

bh

with

“Tie, Tonino! 1s it better to be at the
merey of a lady, than of the olives?”

“That is quite different.  They are only
women at the best, however rich they may
be:; and a man 1s no man who cannot
manage a woman; but the Providence of
heaven which is inscrutable, which will
send a frost when it is sunshine that is
wanted, and torrents when one has but
asked for showers, that is what no man
can manage. The padrone may be sure
that I give him good advice.”

“And why not?” said Pandolfini, with
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that smile which is confusion to all givers
of advice. “Why not?” Was that an
answer to make, as if it were some baga-
telle ? Antonio began to sweep cnergeti-
cally, careless of his master’s coffee; and
Pandolfini sallied out into the fresh morn-
ing. He was not a man so objectless as
not to know what to do with himself when
he happened to be earlier than usual.  But
to-day, what was there to do? He crossed
the strects, and went and looked over the
low wall at Arno sweeping on  below.
There had been rain, and the stream was
very full. The hwry and sweep of the
yellow water scemed to carry his soul with
it as 1t flowed and flowed. Dut it carried
everything with indifference, not to be
diverted from its flowing !—all kinds of
waifs and strays, and even a common hoat
which had got loose, and was Dblundering

heavily down-stream, like the blind thing
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it was, bumping here and there, carried
along with a sort of labouring, piteous
appeal for guidance. Pandolfini watched
it with a kind of half amusement, half
sympathy. It caught at last in a muddy
corner under the first arch of the bridge,
the only gloomy and divty spot, so far as
could be scen, in all the hurrying stream.
Was this what Antonio called inserutable
Providence ? — that strange, impersonal,
half-heathen deity, to whose operations all
Christendom attritbutes cvery cvil with a
sort of plous resentment?

When the boat was thus arrested in its
course, Pandolfini roused himself from his
fascination. He went into the little Church
of the Spina, close to the river, and heard
a Mass, though 1t was not his custom ; and
then he sallied forth again, and performed

a multitude of little duties which he had

neglected—a curious jumble. He paid a
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fow little debts; he went and looked at
some pictures which he had long forgotten;
he paid a few visits—to an old canonico
in the eathedral, who had taught him when
he was a hoy, to an old servant, to a friend
whom he had almost lost sight of—such
visits as might be made any morning. It
scemed to him afterwards that everything
he had dene was like the half-conscious
act of a man taking leave of his old life.
When the thought occurred to him it did
not make him melancholy. It is only sad
to take leave of a phase of life which is
ending, when that to which you look for-
ward is less happy. When it is the other
way, 1s there not a sceret exultation, a
concealed happiness, even in the farewell ?

It was too early yet to go to Hunstanton,
to inquire into his success.  Englishmen are
not so early as Italians, and Pandolfini re-

membered with a smile all the ceremonies
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that bis friend had to get through hefore
commencing any enterprise out of doors.
First his breakfast—a meal unknown to
the abstemious Tuscan, whose coffee was
swallowed 1n two minutes: then the letters
and newspapers which the post brought
him ; then his “business” in his study
apart from the vulgar cye, a formula Mr
Hunstanton went through reliciously, as
if he had his estate to manage on the
sccond floor of the DPalazzo dei Sogni
All these had to bhe gone through—and
who could tell how many more? He
gazed at the great house from the other
side of the river before there was any sion
of waking save in the rooms under the
roof, where the tenants were out upon the
loggias, and busy with their morning
occupations like the rest of their country-
folk, Jong hefore the drowsy English bad

opened an eyelid.
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Then the persicnrs began to open one
by one, and the mist of dreams cleared
off. On the first floor the persicns had
not been closed at all.  How he knew
Diana in that! how she loved the air,
the morning sunshine, not yet too hot for
pleasure, the soft gay shining of the morn-
ing, even the sounds beneath which more
fastidious foresticit objected to! Nor hers
the ear that was ready to be offended by
lively voices of common life, by the morn-
ing noises and cries of humble traffic.
Pandolfini’s heart swelled, and a soft mois-
ture of exquisite feeling came to his eyes.
Though she was of the family of the
Dreams, as he had said, no artificial gloom
of drawn curtains, of hushed movement,
was natural to Diana; the early sunshine,
the morning bells, the herb-gatherers’ cry
in the streets, were no disturbance to her.

The sweet homely stir of living was the
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best call for her. He felt that it was in
her to rise lightly as the lak to all the
duties of that blessed common living, were
they necessary ; and the more homely they
were, the more noble would Diana appear
in them. So he thought, looking across
from the other side of Arno with that
exquisite molsture in his eyes, in that
glory of the morning. As a matter of
fact, the first English head that appeared
at the windows of the Palazzo dei Sogni
was Mrs Nortons, who pushed the per-
steents open with her own hand to air the
rooms, and looked out like a little brown
hen-bird, the grandmother, if there could
be such an official, of the nest.  She called
to Sophy to make haste, to get ready,
while she made the tea, and to come and
look at the market people coming in from
the country—or rather going away again,

as they were by this time: and then



74 DIANA.

Sophy looked out with all her curls. Dut
the watcher did not so much as notlce
these two, and Diana’s balecony remained
vacant. Notwithstanding all these beauti-
ful thoughts about her, and notwithstand-
ing that these thoughts were all true,
Diana, as a matter of fact, was not, at
this period of her life, an early riser, as
has been already said.

Poor Pandolfini! He knew no more
than the least interested passer-Dby the
disastrous business his Inglish friend was
doing for him a little later on—nor how
his fate was getting decided, and all the
miraculous sweetness over which he was
brooding, being turned to gall.  He waited
through all the long morning, remember-
ing English habits, with a shrug of his
shoulders, till ¢ luncheon ” — mysterious
word ! —should be over; reflecting, per-

haps not quite justly as he did so, on
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the portentons English appetite which
demanded two meals so carly in the day.
Then, with a heart which did something
more than Dheat, which gave leaps and
bounds against bis breast, and then paused
breathless to recover itself, he rushed up
the long stairs. Diana was on her hal-
cony as he approached, and after a little
wave of ler hand to him, disappeared
suddenly.  What did that mean? His
heart sank, then bounded again with ex-
citement, anxiety, suspense. He rushed
up to the Hunstantons’ second floor like
a whirlwind, and found himself in his
friend’s room, breathless, speechless, hreak-
ing in, he supposed, like a thief.

“Well 27

and all the fever of emotion, came forth

all the breath left in Lim,

in the one word.
“My dear fellow!” cried Mr Hunstan-

ton, with both hands held out, “my decar
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Pandolfini! 1 congratulate you! Well?
—yes, of course, all's well as T told you.

say they

They are as pleased as possible
never thought of such a thing, as all women
do—Dbut fecl sure there never was anybody
so good, and so perfect and delightful.
Bless you, I knew it! They are as happy
as you are, all in a flutter ; and you are to
go up at once.”

Pandolfini’s eager countenance was as a
gamut of all emotions as his friend spoke
—the blank of utter anxiety, the leap of
hasty delight, the cloud of doubt: and
withal a touch of fastidious and troubled
dissatisfaction impossible to describe. He
grasped and held ITunstanton’s hands, hold-
ing himself up by them, body and soul,
and gazing at him with eyes that grew
almost terrible in the strain.

“They!” he said, still breathless, with

a long-drawn gasp, in a voice husky
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with agitation. “They? Who is—the
other ?”

“My dear fellow! You to ask such a
thing with your Italian notions! Of course,
her aunt! You might have done it, being
the lover; but you don’t suppose I, an
ambassador, could have made my proposals
to little Sophy all alone! Love has turned
your head.”

Pandolfini dropped his friend’s hands:
a sudden darkness scemed to come over
him and swallow him up. He staggered
to the window, and stood there silent for a

moment, looking blankly out.
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CITAPTER XIIL
A SURPRISE.

Diaxa had begun to feel the influence
of the Ttalian warmth, and that sweet
penctrating  sunshine which is  happiness
enough without any more active happiness,
when there 1s no active suffering to neu-
tralise 1t.  She spent the whole morning
in her balcony, or close by it. The bal-
cony was full of flowers; the sounds out-
side came softened through the golden
warmth of the air, in which voices and
sounds of wheels, and clatter of hoofs and
tinkle of bhells, were all fused together

into a homely music. It filled her with
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a sense of activity and living, though she
was in reality doing nothing. As she sat
idly among the flowers in the balcony,
raising her head now and then, with the
curiosity of true do-nothingness, when some
special movement, something flitting across
the level of her vision, attracted her, she
could not but smile at herself.  Dut 1t was
not a common mood with Diana; 1t was
a summer mood, to be indulged now and
then, and bringing novelty with it.  Sum-
mer in the depth of her own woods was
still more sweet; but this affluence of
life and movement, so magically hushed,
soothed, harmonised by the warm atmos-
phere, was new to her. She leant Dback
in her chair and trifled with a Dook,
and indulged the curiosities of the mo-
ment, Jike any foolish idler capable of
nothing better. The soft air held her

entranced as in an atmosphere of screne
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leisure and pleasantness. DBut 1t was not
the afternoon languor of the lotus-eater,
through which there comes a vague sad-
ness of renunciation, a “we will return
no more.”  Diana had never felt her life
more warmly than as she sat, with an

unconscious smile, absorbine into herself

o
all that cheerful commotion of movement,
idle if you please, but in sympathy with
all the life and activity which was going
on about. A friendly fellowship, a sense
of kindness, was in her mind. It was all
new and sweet to her, this quiet amid
the world of sound, this soft spectator-
ship of humanity. She had toiled along
these common paths in her day, and there-
fore understood it all Detter than any
ordinary favourite of fortune could do:
and this made her enter into everything
with a genial fellow-feeling which it is

difficult for those who have spevs all their
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life on the higher levels, to possess. Had
any cmergency happened, Diana would
have been as ready to help as any busy
woman 1in the street. But this dolee far
niente overcame all her usual activities,
and lulled her very heing. She had seen
Pandolfinl come in, and had waved her
hand to him, not going back within doors,
as he thought, but only subsiding among
her flowers. After that little movement
of friendly salutation she saw him go out
some time after, rushing, with his head
down, and without cven a glance at her
balcony. Was anything wrong? had any-
thing happened? She was sympathetically
disturbed for the moment; but, after all,
she knew nothing of My Pandolfini’s affairs,
and the idea floated out of her mind. She
had the friendliest feeling for the Italian
—more, she had that half-flattered, half-
sorry seuse that he thought more of her-

VOL. II. F
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self than could ever be recompensed to
him, which often makes a woman almost
remorsefully tender of a man for whom
she has no love. Dut that he did not
look up, that he rushed out of the room
with his head down, might not that mean
only that he was more occupied than
usual 2 T hope there is nothing wrong,”
she said to herself; then dismissed him
from her thoughts.

But a few minutes later Mrs Hun-
stanton came in also, with a little rush.
There was care, and many puckers upon
her Trow.  She got quickly over the usual
salutations, kissed Diana with an air dis-
tradt, and dashed at once into her subject.
“Have you seen Pandolfini this morning ¢”
she said. It was a Dbad habit she had,
and which a woman, if she is not very
much on her guard, is likely to take from

her husband, to call men by their sur-
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names. DMrs Hunstanton was not particu-
lar on this point.

“] saw him come in some time ago—
and I saw him go out,” said Dima. 1

sec cverything here. I have taken a lazy

fit this moerning : it is so pleasant

“Buat about Pandolfini,” her friend ecried,
mterrupting  her.  “Diana, I am  dread-
fully frightened that Tom has been mak-
ing a muddle. I am sure he has got a
finger in the pie.”

“In what pie?” Diana was inclined
to laugh, but restrained herself —for did
not Mr Hunstanton manage to get a
finger into every possible kind of pie?

“You kuow what I think of Pandolfini:

you remember what I said to you the

1

other night

but

“You sald—nonscnse : pardon me
you know all that is utterly out of the

question. It 1s unkind indeed to supposc
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anything of a man which he does not betray

himself i

“As if he had not betrayed himself!
As if you did not know as well as I do,
and a great deal better! Diana, I am
going to put it to you once more. Is
there the slichtest chance for him? Now,
don’t keep up your Nocs from mere con-
sistency’s sake. I am sure some women
do—till they repent it: but I should
have no paticnce with you, who ought to
know Detter!  You are not a fool, Diana.
You know something of life.  You under-

stand that a good, faithful, honest, honour-

bR

able man—who loves you

The tears had come to Mrs Hunstanton’s
cyes. Tom was a great trouble to her
often. He was always having a finger
-she felt

as he did that it was something to have

in everybody’s ple—-but still

a good, faithful, honourable man by your
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side. Her view was perhaps cven higher
than his, though she was frank in owning
that a married woman’s life was no path
of roses. She felt disposed to press mat-
rimony upon Diana even more warmly,
more sentimentally, than her hushand had
pressed 1t upon Pandolfini—but her hopes
of success were a great deal lower. She
looked wistfully at her friend through the
moisture in her cyes.

“Must I reply to you seriously,” said
Diana, “as if there was really somecthing
in 1t? And yet you know so well what
I must say. No, there could not he any
chance—not if I wished it myself, which
I do not.”

“Why, in the name of heaven!—ily
should there be no chance?” cried Mis
Hunstanton, vehemently.

“Because—raust I explain further 2—I

have got a trade, an occupation. Women
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with that are better not to marry; and
this would make me refuse any one.”

“Everybody says that men are bhetter
managers than women, do business better,
could look after your estate better than
you could.”

“Hush! I dow’t mean to try,” said
Diana, with a smile, “ whatever anybody
says; and I should not wish it, even
without this reason,” she sald, with the
ghost of a sigh.

“You sigh, Diana; vou Dlushed the
other mnight; you don’t dislike Pandol-
fini ?”

Diana put her hand lichtly on  her
friend’s cager mouth. “How can I dis-
like,” she cried, with a voice full of emo-
tion, “one who—cares for me? Obh, don’t
speak of it—don’t make me think of it!
I have—done as much myself, once. Yes,

I need not blush to say it”—though she
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did blush, down to the edee of her white
collar and up to the roots of her hair.

“No that I know. And I am grateful to

2}

him, but no more

“He would be content with that, Diana,”
sail Mrs IHunstanton, ved herself to her
very finger-tips in the confusion and dismay
of this sudden and utterly unexpected
confidence, into which she felt that she
had betrayed her fiiend.

“Hush! not another word. It is pro-
fane,” said Diana, below her breath.

Mrs Hunstanton was standing behind
her.  She gave her a sudden hug with
tremulous fervour, and kissed her forchead.
She dared not ask any questions, nor,
indeed, in the sudden shock and surprise,
say anything on this wonderful new sub-
jeet, which filled her mind with questions
and sugeestions.  With a half sob she

restrained herself from specch, and the
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effort was no small one, as Diana felt.
She turned half round in her chair, and
met her friend’s eyes.

“You sce I am not without under-
standing, nor cven earcless,” she said.

“I never thought so—I never thought
so, Diana! I am too bewildered—I won't
attempt to say anything. DBut that only
makes 1t all the worse. I know Tom has
been doing something. Tom has got him
into some scrape or other. I saw him
rush out, with his face like ashes, looking
more dead than alive.”

“1 could have nothing to do with
that.”

“Heaven knows!” said the poor lady;
“but Tom has. Of that we may be cer-
tain. Tom has a finger in the pie.”

But Mrs Hunstanton knew nothing morve.
Her husband had been mysterious and

lofty all the morning, breathing hints and
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mferences, <1 could, an if I would;” but
he had been somewhat afraid of what his
wife would say had he made her aware
that he was ambassador for Pandolfini to
Sophy.  To Sophy! Mr Hunstanton knew
that his wife was capable of snatching his
credentials, so to speak, out of his hand, if
he had hetrayed their destination.  Dut he
had not been able to refrain from hints,
which she had received with eager yet
impatient cars. < Don’t you meddle with
Pandolfint’s love affairs,” she had said with
uritation ; but it was not to be expected
that this vague caution could produce any
cffect.

Diana  remained in her balcony after
her friend had gone, but no longer in the
same mood. She was agitated, not pain-
fully, yet not happily. The past was
long past, and she did not brood over it;

but yet there was something as strange
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as sad in this oft vepetition of the same
theme.  Why should it Le to the wrong
people that love was so often given, vain
love, not sweet to any one, cither to those
who felt or those who called it forth?
By what strange fate was it that some
man or woman should be always making
his or her heart a oift to some one who
cared nothing for it ? Diana was in mosbt

ways happy

at least, happy enough —
happier far than the greater part of human-
ity, and than many a woman who had got
the desire of her heart. She was neither
afrald to look back into the past, nor
dissatisfied with the present. DBut yet,
there had been hard moments in her ex-
istence ; and when she thought of Pandol-
fini, the tears came into her eyes which
she was no longer tempted to shed for
herself.  Poor Pandolfini! but he would

get over it, as one must. There was noth-
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g unworthy in it, nothing to he ashamed
of. A man does not break his heart for
such a mistake, though it might be, she
added to herself sadly, the turn of the
tide for him, and change the colour of his
days, as it had changed her own more or
less.  She was too wise to throw herself
back iunto the personal phase of the ques-
tion, or endeavour to revive within herself
the feelings of the time when happiness
secmed 1mpossible for her, and all the
glory of life over. Life was not over;
she felt it and its greater purposes, and
all that was best in it, rising strong and
warm in her heart. And so would Pan-
dolfini after a while.  He was a man, and
had compensations upon which women
could not fall back; but yet she was
sorry with a tender fellow-feeling, which
brought tears to her eyes.

Late in the afternoon she received a
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visit of a very different description. The
Nortons had not known what to do. Pan-
dolfini did not make his appearance as
they had expccted at once, and Sophy
had even seen him hastening along the
street, away from the Palazzo dei Sogni—
with a mixture of surprise, consternation,
and incipient offence.  Fortunately she
had not seen him come and go as the
others had done, for it was lLot up-stairs
in the terzo piaio, not shady and em-
Lowered as Diana was in her loggia, and
even the most curious gazer could not
spend the morning at her window. They
supposed he would come in the evening,
something must have occurred to detain
him. DBut in the meantime, Mrs Norton
was of opinion that it would never do to
keep dear Diana in the dark, or to delay
breaking to her the important intelligence

that their plans were now changed : “Of
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course, it must quite depend on circum-
stances whether we can go with her to
Switzerland or not.  Most likely dear My

2

Pandolfini will wish

“Oh, auntie! how can you talk of such
things 7 7 said Sophy, givine her a vehe-
ment hug.  DBut she was very willing to
carry the news to Diana. Indeed, the
two little ladies were in a state of exeite-
ment which precluded oceupation.  They
could do nothing hut sit with their two
little heads together and talk; and what

was the good of having such a wonderful

thing happen if they did not tell some-
body ¢ * Besides, Diana has always been
so kind, and always so fond of you, my
darling,” Mrs Norton said.  “She has a
right to know.”

Accordingly, they fluttered down-stairs
very important, though blushing and hreath-

less, as became the kind of news they had



94 DIANA.

to tell, charging Filomena, their maid-of-
all-work, to fetch them at once if Signor
Pandolfini came. Somchow or other by in-
stinct they hwried past the Hunstantons’
door.  “You may be sure she will not like
it at all: but that, of course, is nothing to
us,” said the aunt; and they drew their
skirts together and made a little run past
the dangerous place.  Diana had been out
in the meantime, and coming back had sat
down at her writing -table to read her
letters and to ponder some proposals from
her lawyers which required thinking of.
Her lawyers, as has been said, were in a
state of perpetual resistance to her schemes
of liberality, holding back with all their
might, and throwing cvery obstacle they
could in her way: and her correspondence
with them was interesting by reason of this
long-continued duel, which was carricd on

now on their side with a respectful con-
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sclousness of her power and ability to hold
her own in the argument, which had not
existed at first.  She put her papers away
when  her visitors came with a certain
reluctance, yet with her usual sympathy
with other people.  Probably it was nothing
of any importance that those two little
people had come to say: never mind—no
doubt it scemed important to them : and it
would have wounded them had she looked
preoccupicd.  So she pushed her papers
aside, and gave them all Ler attention. It
did not occur to them that Diana could
have anything to do more interesting than
to hear their communication. They came
in with a flutter of delicious exeitement.
This was the hest of 1t: indeed it was
scarcely so delightful to receive Pandolfinis
declaration, as it was to tell Diana that
Sophy was engaged,—cestatic word !

“We have come to tell you of something

o
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very important, Diana,” said Mrs Norton.
“When anything happens to Sophy she
never can rest till you know : and this is
so important, and it may alter your plans

too: for of course it may not be possible

2

for us to carry out

“Oh, auntic! Diana will think us so

bR

strange, so little to be relied upon

“What is this important news?” said
Diana, smiling; “do mnot keep me in
suspense.”

And then, speaking bhoth together, and
with a great deal of blushing and hesitation,
and choice of appropriate words on Mrs
Norton’s part and interruption on Sophy’s,
they managed to get out the wonderful
plece of information that Sophy was “en-
gaged.”

“Sophy—engaged ! eried Diana, with
all the surprise they had hoped for; “this

isnews indeed ! Engaged ! how cleverly she
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must have done it, to raise no suspicions.
Yes, of course I wish her every kind of
happiness—Dbut with whom ?”

“0Oh, indeed I was never decelved—I
have seen all along how things were going,”
cried Mrs Norton. “Yes, to whom? I
wonder if Diana would ever find out—I
wonder ! but no, no one, I feel sure, ever
thought of such a thing but L.”

Diana looked from onc to the other,
really puzzled and full of inquirvies. “Is it
—ryou must not be angry, Sophy—but I do
hope it 13 the best man in the world, though
we have laughed at him so much— William
Sunoderass ? Nay, don’t be angry. He is
the only one I can think of—I am at my
wits” end.”

«“fWilliam Snodgrass! dear Dill!” said
Sophy, mimicking the tone in which the
rector spoke of the curate. “When you
know I never could bear him, Diana!”

VOL, M, G
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“Then, who is it ?” said Diana, shaking
her head, yet with all the calm of perfect
serenity.  She drew the girl towards her,
and kissed Sophy kindly. I need not
wait for my good wishes till I have found
out,” she said. “If you are as happy as
I wish you, you will be very bappy. You
wicked little thing, to steal a march upon
us like this!”

“QOh, I did not steal a march upon you:
oh, ask auntie,” cried Sophy, burying her
head on Diana’s shoulder.  The only thing
that tried Diana’s temper and never-failing
indulgence was these clinging embraces, in
which she did not know how to take her
part.

“The fact 18,7 said Mrs Norton, “that
we have strained a point in coming to tell

you so soon. But I could not hear that

you should not know at once—you who

have always been so fond of Sophy—indeed
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I am sure a mother could not have heen
more kind. I said to her, Diana must
know: I cannot put off telling Diana:
especially as perhaps it may make a differ-
ence 1 her plans.  Yes, indeed, I have
scen what was coming. I have felt all
along that more was in his ways than niet

the eye. DBefore you came over, Diana

when we were here first, and feeling a little

strange—ob, o you remember, Sophy, how
kind, how very kind, he used to be?”

Diana looked at them more and more
surprised.  Who could it be ?  Some young
Italian whom she had not remarked—or
some travelling Englishman, perbaps, who
had just come back after “doing” Rome
and Florence, as so many did. DBoth of
these classes were to be found among Mr
Hunstanton’s friends.

“Yes, he always distinguished us—not

cven Sophy only, but me for her sake.
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Just what such a chivalrous man would do.
You will divine now, Diana, who 1t is.
Dear Mr Pandolfini!  And he is so modest.
He had so little confidence in himsclf that
it was Mr Hunstanton who came to us first
to brealk the ice. He was so afraid she would
say No.”

Diana listened confounded. She looked
from Sophy to her aunt with lips falling
apart in her wonder and consternation.
She did not hear anything Mrs Norton said
after his name. ““Mr Pandolfimi ! A7r Pci-
dolfini '—are you sure there is no mistake 7”7
she said with a gasp.

“Mistake ! oh no, there 1s no mistake!”
they both ecried in a breath. Diana came
to herself with a sudden sense of shame, for
all the very different sentiments she had
been putting into his mind. Her face
was suddenly covered with a vivid blush.

What an absurd mistake to make! She
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had been so sorry for him; and all the
time 1t was Sophy, and he was the happiest
of men.,  She blushed, and then she laughed,
but there was a kind of agitation in both ;
for to feel that one has so entirely mis-
judged a man, and heen so vain, so secure
of one’s own superior attractions! It was
too ridiculous ! She felt anory and ashamed
of herself. And then there was something
so utterly incongruous, so absurd, in the
conjunction—3Mr Pandolfini!  Could any
one believe 16?7 The two little women
opposite enjoyed her swprise.  They en-
joyed cven the discomfiture which they
did not comprehend.  Could Diana have
thought of him herself ? This was the
thought that flashed across both  their
minds.

“I am sure I beg your pardon,” said
Diana.  “You have indeed taken me en-

tively by swrprise. I never would have
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thought of Mr Pandolfini. JIr Prndol-
fini! Nay, you must not be angry, Sophy ;
but he is so much older, so much more
serious, somehow so entirely different from
you!”

“Is it not this harmony in diversity
that makes the sweetest union?” said
Mrs Norton, rising into eloquence. “Oh
yes, it 1s so!  Ah, my dear, I am not so
clever as you, but there is something in
experience that is never taught in hooks.
I saw it all along. I perceived that dear
Mr Pandolfini’s delightful mind felt the
refreshment of innocence like my Sophy's.
He always kept his eye upon her. Often
I have been surprised at it, how he should
find out just when we wanted anything,
just when he could be of use; not always
at her side, as a young man would have
been, but keeping his eye on her. Al!

that unobtrusive unselfish love is always
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the deepest, and 1t is but few eoivls that
call it forth. She ought to be very proud
of such devotion : but I saw it all along.”
Diana listened with her mind in a maze.
Perhaps it was all true.  Mrs Norton’s
instinets, her watchful maternal eye, and
that minute observation in which gentle
gossips  excel, how  should these have
been deceived?  Yes, yes, no doubt she
must be right; and in that case what a
vain self - alinirer, what an absurd self -
deceiver must Diana be! She was filled
with such lively shame that it closed her
lips.  That she should have thought it
was hersell on whom DMr Pandolfini’s
heart was set, and that it should turn
out to be Sophy ! That she should be so
sorry for him, diiven to betray herself
out of tender pity for him, when, lo, it
turned out that he was the happiest man

in the world!  Once more Diana laughed,
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coming round to see the comical aspect
of her own confusion—for, after all, this
did not matter to anybody but herself.
And there was the greatest relief as well
as a little disappointment n finding that
the object of her unnecessary pity could
so casily make himself happy, and had
no need to he pitied — which was the
drollest conclusion.  “ Pardon me for
langhing,” she said; “indeed I hope they
will both be very happy. It is not ridicule
but surprise.”

“Ridicule! Oh no, there is no ground
for ridicule,” said Mrs Norton. “It is
the most natural thing in the world to me.

I have seen it all along.”



CHAPTER XIV.
DESPAIR.

PaxporriNt rushed out of the louse in a
state of misery and despalr impossible to
describe. He had not made any explan-
ation to Mr Hunstanton of the real state
of affairs.  Ile was struck dumb; the
carth geemed to open under his feet, and
everything solid 1 the world to melt
away. He stood giddy and miserable on
the edge of this precipice, feeling that he
did not dare to take any farther step oune
way or another. The dilemma in which
Lhe found himself seemed more terrible

than anything that had ever befallen mor-
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tal man. In the first place, Diana was
lost to him, there had never heen any
hope for him; all his delicious fancies
of last night had been dreams founded on
a le. She had never thought of him,
never considered him as more than an
acquaintance: it was all a fiction, all a
delusion, upon which his momentary but
cestatic hopes had been built. For the
moment this crushed him almost more than
the other practical side of the mistake,
which he did not realise. Twenty - four
hours before he had known equally that
Diana was out of his reach, that for him
to seek her was folly, that, however he
might love, he must go upon lhis way,
and make no sign: and that this brief
climax of life to him, this love-dream, this
unexpected undesired revelation of a some-
thing in existence which might have been

higher than his sweetest hopes, and dearer
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than his dearest dreams—was no'thing, a
passing vision of no real importance to
him or to any one. He had known this
very well yesterday ; but it was infinitely
more bitter to him to-day. Then indeed
he had felt as if everything worth living
for would oo away with her, as if life
would be utterly Dlank to him, without
meaning or grace—but he had faced the
blank, mournfully yet manfully, knowing
that nothing better could be.

Now, however, after he had been led to
decelve liimself, had been forced into it,
after such resistance as he was capable of
making to an apparent joy which was the
crown of all possible and impossible wishes,
now !'—— The bitterness, the keen sting
of disappointment, the resentment with
himself for ever having consentec to this
delusion, all mingled with and intensified

the insupportable pang that tore him asun-
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der, the scnse that it was all illusion, that
no one save himself in his folly had ever
thought of Diana as his object: that she
had known mnothing of his love, and had
not even given him the hearing, the con-
sideration, which were implied in a refusal.
This it was that wounded him most wildly,
driving him almost mad with its sting.
Had she refused to listen to his suit, yet
she would have known it at least, would
have been awarce that he loved her, obliged
to carry the knowledge of that fact along
with her wherever she went; and, being
courteous and sweet, and full of tenderness
for others, Pandolfini knew that in that
case she would have given him many a
compassionate and gentle thought.  But
even of this he was robbed, for she did
not know. The very possibility of a hear-
ing, the suggestion, had never been his.

Diana knew wnothing of his heart, had



DESPAIR. 109

never thought of him at all, would never
think of him more. Could it be possible
that any man lad ever had such a wrong
done him? To be buoyed up with hopes
which were dashed by a refusal, ah, that
might have been hard to bear! but how
much harder to know that these hopes
had never existed, that they were delusion
and mistake and nothirg more!  There
was a stifled rage and mortification in
bis misery, rage with himself for ever
having believed it, mortification beyond
words at the depth of vanity and folly in
himsclf which was thus revealed to him.
Poor Pandolfini ! it had not been vanity:
but this was how in his misery it ap-
peared to him. Fool! to think that Diana,
Divner ! could waste any thought upon
such as he!

This faney drove him forth wildly from

Mr Hunstanton’s presence. He dared not
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speas, or make any answer, in case of
betraying feelings which the good Hunstan-
ton could not understand ; and it was some
time before he rcalised the real practical
effect of his good Hunstanton’s proceedings.
A vessel cannot be filled above 1ts measure,
and Pandolfini was too much overwhelmed
with the absolute loss of Diana to take
mmto his mind the fact that this loss
involved something else equally appalling.
He was not to have the gentil donne, the
princess of his dreams; but that was not
all.  Something had been thrust into his
arms instead. Something? What? He
stood still in the middle of the street when
the fact burst upon Lim, and gave a sudden
wild ery of despair. 1t was not so wonder-
ful there as it would be here that a man
should cry aloud in the extremity of suffer-
ing.  What was this that was thrust into

his arms instecad 2 When he stood there
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and fairly contemplated what had hap-
pened to him, any car of Juggernaut that
had driven over him and crushed him into
a shapeless mass upon the stones would
have done Pandolfini a kindness—or so at
least in his wretchedness he thought.

Mr Hunstanton did not understand his
visitor’s strange change of mood. To come
in go eager, white with anxiety, breathless
with excitement,—and then, when the good
news was told hLim, to stand aghast for a
monient, to walk away to the window, to
make no reply. These were all the acts
of a madman. Was his head turned %—
was there a screw loose somewhere, as was
the case so often with “these Italians”?
Next time, no doubt, he would be laugh-

ing and crying with joy—always excitable,

always In one extreme or another. Mr
Hunstanton forgot the peculiarity of his

friend’s character, and classed him thus
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summarily with his race, by way of getting
ridd of a cold shiver of doubt, a momentary
uncomfortableness on his own part, as to
whether he had, as he had intended, carried
out Pandolfinl’s instructions to the letter,
and acted for him according to his wishes.
ITe quenched out this alarming thought
by the vreflection that a foreigner, and
especially an Italian, acted exactly opposite
to what an Englishman would do in the
circumstances.  He felt it so much, that
was how 1t was. It overpowered him.
These foreign fellows, even the best of them,
let themselves go.  They gave 1n to their
feelings,  They had not the self- control
which 1s peculiar to the Briton, and did
not even think self-control necessary.  That
was all about it. Pandolfini was so much
overcome by his success and happiness that
it took all power of speech from him. He

was (no doubt) actually struck dumb from
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excess of fecling. DBy-and-by he would
come hack and throw himself on his friend’s
neck, and thank him for his exertions.
There could bhe no doubt that this was
how 1t would he.

Yet, nevertheless, it must be acknow-
ledged that there was a cold shiver, a
cloud of doubt, an uncomfortable sense of
uncertainty in Mr Hunstanton’s mind. He
did not fecl at his ease, or happy. There
was something in his friend’s look, in the
blank misery of his eyes, that discomfited
him.  He sat in his study for an hour or
two, very uncasy, listening to all the steps
that went up the stairs. He cven posted
(Gigi, his servant, at the door, to bring him
news if Pandolfini should came back., And
when there was nothing to be heard or
seen of the truant, and the day began to
decline, and the hour of the Ave Maria
approached, which was the end of all

VOL. II. I
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things, the good man could dissemble his
anxiety no longer. He went out stealthily
(for it was time to dress for dinner) to
look for his friend; and found him after
a long walk very mnear his own house,
standing by the parapet looking down into
the Arno. The early moon had come out
into the sky, while yet the glories of sunset
werce not over. Pandolfini was staring in-
tently at the reflection of the moon in the
water — he was entirely absorbed in it
When Hunstanton touched him on the
shoulder, he woke slowly, as one in a
drcam.

“I say, Pandolfini, my good fellow, this
won't do, you know,” he cried. <1 dare-
say you like to dream in this way. All
fellows in love (I suppose) dv; so they
say, at least. But you must not give
yowself up to that till you have seen

them.  You ought to go wnd see them.
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English ladies, you know, are not accus-
tomed to that kind of courtship. T took
upon myself to break the ice for you, and
they took it very well, on the score, you
know, that this was how things were done
by your country folks, and that it was
your modesty and so forth. But they ex-
pected you to go and follow it up; so
did I English ways are different.  We
don’t understand that sort of way of mak-
ing love by proxy. To tell you the truth,
I should not have let any one do it for
me. DBut you must follow it up.  You
ought to have followed it up before now.”

“Follow 1t up?” said Pandolfini. He
had returned to his gazing into the river,
after rousing up momentarily to hear what
Hunstanton had to say.

“Yes, to be sure,” cried the other, getting
more and more nervous, taking him by the

arm  in his fright and impatience, and
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shaking him slightly. ¢ My good fellow,
you must rouse up. It is not like you.
It is not quite nice, you know, after send-
g such a commission to a girl, not to go
yourself at the very first moment when
you understand she is disposed to hear
you. It is mnot — well, it doesn’t look
quite—honourable.”

Pandolfini gave a start of quick resent-
ment, and looked at his friend, who had
begun to be extremely anxious. DMr Hun-
stanton’s ruddy countenance had fallen.
He was limp and colowrless with suspense.
A ook of fright had taken the place of
that fine confidence which usually distin-
guished him. ¢ Good heavens! /Jave I
put my foot in it?” was what he was
saying to himself, and the reflection of
this question was very plainly to be read
in his face.

“What did you say ?” said Pandolfini,



DESPAIR. 117

somewhat hoarsely.  “Tollow it up?  Yes,
I understand : yes, yes, I go. You arc
right; T do not doubt you are right.  DBut

1t 15 all—strange to me

and necw,” he
added, with a kind of smile which was not
very consoling. It was a smile, however,
and  Hunstanton did  his Dest to feel
satisfied.

“To be sure, to be sure,” he said, en-

couragingly.  “This sort of thing is al-

ways new—and strange.  Don't be afraid.
You'll soon get used to it.  Youll find it
come quite natural,” he added, slapping his
friend on the back in a way that was
intended to be jocular. “ Come along,
though, you must mnot be shy. If
you make haste, you have time yet
hefore dinner—indeed they dine carly, 1
know.”

«“ Before—dinner 2 but I am not dressed.

I am not ready for the evening,” said Pan-
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dolfini, spreading out his hands with an
air of dismay.

“Dressed ! fiddlesticks ! at a moment
like this. Pandolfini, you really disappoint
me,” cried Mr Hunstanton, feeling more
uncomfortable than ever. < If you are
going to shilly-shally like this, why on
carth did you employ me? Think of that
poor eirl, after committing herself, lkept
waiting and wondering all this time, and
not knowing what to think.”

“I will ecome—I will come,” said Pan-
dolfini, hoarsely ; and he made half-a-dozen
rapid steps in the direction of the Palazzo
dei Sogni : then he stopped abruptly. My
best friend,” he said, with a smile, “you
will let me follow you after, in a little—

a very, very few minutes? This is, as

you say, a moment 1t raises the heart
—there 1s much to think of. But I will

come, almost as soon as you are there.
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Yes, I give you my word. DBut it is alone
that I must go.”

“Surely, surely,” eried good My Hun-
stanton.  “Well see you after, in the
cvening.,  God bless me! the fellow didn’t
think I meant to go with him to Sophy,”
he added within himself.  “If that 1is
manners in Italy, thank heavens it is not
in England ; and catch me makine love
for any man again! As sure as [ am a
living man, I thought he was going to ery
off,” My Hunstanton said to himself, with
a cold perspiration breaking out all over
him.  He never had, he acknowledged
afterwards, such a fright in his life.

When lie was left alone, Pandolfini re-
turned to his gaze over the parapet. He
did not venture to look at the moon in
the sky; but the reflection of her, all
broken and uneven by the crisp of the

Little wavelets which the evening breeze
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was ruffling upon Arno—that he might
still look at for a moment. His eyes were
dry and burning, and yet it was as if he
looked at that moon through the mist of
tears. Words came into his mind, words
of her language, all of which had seemed
dedicate and sacred to her in tlis sweet
dream-time that was now so fatally past.
He was not so familiar with English that
this line should return to his ear at such
a moment, as it might so easily have done
to a natural-horn subject of the greatest of
poets — but yet it came. He knew bis
Shakespeare almost as well as he knew
his Dante, and what could an Italian say
more —
“The imyerial votaress passed on,
In maiden meditation, faney free,”

He said these words over and over to

himself; and by-and-by the hells began

to chime all round him, telling the Ave
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Maria.  1ail, all hLail, oh Dblessed among
women ! This was more than Pandolfini
could bear. He put his hands up to his
cars, and crushed the sound out till it
was over.  When the tingling air was
still again, Le turned resolutely on his
way. Ie was still in his morning dress,
the excuse which had served him with
ITunstanton @ bhut what did it matter? He
did not feel that he could trust himself
cven to pause again, much less twn
back.  He went with steady determina-
tion along Arno, seeing the lights shine
in the river, with a wavering glimmer and
movement: and in himself, too, notwith-
standing his steady pace, theare was a
wavering play of giddiness, a sense of
mstability, the carth reeling under his
feet, the heavens revolving about him.
He went on all the same to the palace

of the dreams, where he had given all
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that was in him to give, for nothing—
and where now, strange flicker of human
vanity and mutual ignorance, another heart
was about to be given him for nothing—
for less than the asking. He would not
look at the light in Diana’s window, he
went straight up past the door where his
heart had beat last night with such wild
gazps of expectation and hope. Had he
obeyed his impulse then, burst into her
presence, and told her! Had he but done
it! Then at least she would have known,
and he would not have been so utterly
deceived.  This thought swept into his
mind as he passed, but he gave it no
willing entertaimment. He went up with
a resolute step, up, beyond even the Hun-
stantons’, to Mrs Norton’s door.

They bad given him up for the day,
with o little vexation, a little disappoint-

ment, and were wondering whether they
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would meet him in the cvening as usual,
and how they oucht to comport themselves.
As for Mrs Norton, she was beginning to
think she had been rash, and to regret her
acceptance of the suitor on Mr Hunstan-
ton’s word alone. It was nonscnse, she
felt, to tallk of such a man as Pandolfini
as too timid to plead his own cause. IHad
she been too rash?  Sophy, whatever
thoughts might be hers, made no sign.
A lover was like a new doll to Sophy:
it was more. It gave her importance,
made somebody of her in a momeut:
and she was not going to do anything
which could pull her down from this cn-
viable elevation. She would not say she
was disappointed or alarmed; but all her
senses were on the alert, and she heard
his step coming up the stair with a ris-

ing throb of the heart. It may be only

: - L0
a parcel—it may be ouly the newspapers,



124 DIANA.

she cried, clinging to her aunt. “If it is
him, my darling, I must rush away. It
is you he will want to sce first,” cried Mrs
Norton ; but even while she said this, Pan-
dolfini walked into the room. They both
uttered a simultancous cry of surprise. He
was very pale and excited, but ¢uite calm
in external appearance. DMrs Norton made
an effort to free herself from Sophy, and
with a smile to him, was hastening away.

“ Madam,” said Pandolfini, “what can
I say to you?! The good Hunstanton has
authorised me to come. He tells me that
you have been so kind, zo generous, as to
confide to me the happiness of one most
dear.  How can I repay such trust as you
have had in me? It will be not a matter
for words; but that I may live to show
it from year to year.”

“Mr Pandolfini,” said Mrs Norton, not

without dignity—“you are a good man,
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and a man of honour. This is why I
have not hesitated to do what might
otherwise seem imprudent, and commit
my best treasure to you.”

She could not have made a more appro-
priate specch, or one that was better timed.
“I pray God,” he said, gravely, “that this
best treasure may not find you imprudent,
nor that you have done what you will
regret.”  And he took Sophy’s hand and
kissed it. The seriousness of his face did
not relax, necither did his paleness warm
with any g¢leam of colour as he did so.
Sophy blushed in a rosy warmth of happi-
ness. She was surprised, indeed, that he
should let her hand go so easily. Not so
do the lovers in books, of whom the girl
had heard and read. And therc was a
pause, in which none of the three knew
exactly what to do or to say.

“Have you dined?” said Mrs Norton,
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to make a way of escape for herself; for,
of course, what he wanted was to get rid
of her, she felt sure. What so natural?
“You know we dine early; but I was
just going to order tea. As you are
going to have an English wife,” she added,
with a laugh which jarred dreadfully with
the portentous gravity of his aspect, “you
must learn to like such an English meal
as tea;” and pleased with this little
speech, which she felt to be both grace-
ful and appropriate, the good little woman
hurried towards the door.

“Nay,” eried Pandolfini, hurriedly stop-
ping her. “I have only come in a great
hurry to—to thank you for a confidence
so generous. I have not sufficient of time
to stay. It is to my regret, my great re-
gret.  But I could not let the evening
pass without saying how I thank you.

What I feel — what — gratitude — what
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devotion!  The evening must not pass
without this.”

“Dut cannot you stay with us?” said
Mrs Norton.

“And oh! can’t you come this even-
mg as usual? —it 18 one of Diana’s
nights,” cried Sophy, with countenance
aghast.

“Alas!” he cried, with a face in which
there was misery enough for that or a
much greater misfortune.  “ What can 1
do? I am rent asunder. I have my

heart in two places. DBut I cannot come.

I have—Dbusiness. Indeed it is not pos-
sible. I must hasten away.”

“0Oh,” eried Sophy, I call that hard—
very hard: not to be together the first

night.  You have never had business be-

22

fore
“No; I have never had business before,

It is more needful now that I put my
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affairs in order,” he said, and looked at
her with an attempt at a smile.

“0Of course we understood that,” said
Mrs Norton. “Of course, my darling!
it is quite reasonable. Dear Mr Pandol-
fini must have many things to do: hut
vou must allow it is natural that Sophy
should be disappointed — the first night,
as she says,” added the aunt, with a look
at Pandolfinl.  Once more he took Sophy’s
hand and put it to his lips.

“She 1s an angel of goodness,” he said
with fervour, kissing her hand again; but
then he Lkissed Mrs Norton’s hand (which
seemed to Sophy unnecessary), and after
a very few words more, hastened away,—
leaving them, it is ncedless to say, some-
what dismayed, they could scarcely tell
how — and  yet overawed and dazzled.
They stood and looked at cach other for

a moment or two in silence. There wag
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a half-pout on Sophy’s lips, and a look
about her ecyes, as if for small provoca-
tion she might cry; but she ventured on
no other demonstration. And then Mrs
Norton took the matter up, and put down
all objections with a high hand.

“ Now, Sophy, my pet,” she said, “T con-
gratulate you with all my heart—Dhbut you
see now you have got to deal with a gentle-
man, not with a poor old auntic that does
everything you wish whether 1t is con-
venient or not: with a gentleman, my
love—one who has Dbusiness that cannot
be trifled with, you know. And you must
just make up your mind to have him
when you can, not whenever you like.
For, my love, you have entered on a new
phase of life, and this is what you must
make up your mind to, now.”

There was something in the grandeur
of this address, and the strange thrill with

VOL. IL I
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which she felt the reality of the new posi-
tion, which silenced Sophy. She stopped
in the middle of her pout. It might
not be so satisfactory, but it was more
imposing than anything she had dreamed
of. A lover who ouly kissed your hand,
that was not according to Sophy’s pre-
conceived idea of lovers—lut it was very
mposing.  And then, of course, he was
an Italian, and this must be the dignified

Italian way !



CHAPTER XV.
THE SPOSA.

THERE was a certain solemnity about the
party in  Diana’s rooms that evening,
Sophy and Mrs Norton came down-stairs
m their best dresses, with an air of im-
portance not to be mistaken; and was it
not quite natural that they should look
important? No human circumstances can
possibly be more interesting than those
of the bridegroom and bride who have
chosen each other from the world, and
who present themselves to the world smil-
ing, hand i hand, the ever-renewed type

of human progression : primitive beginning,
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over again, of a new world. The com-
pleteness of the position was spoiled by
the fact that the firicd was not present;
but that was not the fault of the little
ladies, who knew nothing about his reasons
for being absent,—or rather supposed that
they did know all about tlem, and had
the privilece of representing their new
piece of property, and explaining for him.
“T am so sorry Mr Pandolfini will not
be able to be here,” said Mrs Norton.  © He
would have liked it of all things, I need
not say; but he had Dusiness to attend
to. It 1s casy to understand how he
should have business, looking forward, as
he 18, to a change m hLis condition — to
such a change! and he felt sure that you
would excuse him, Diana.”

“Suarely,” said Diana; “there is nothing

to excuse.”  She was looking grave, more

thoughtful than usual—or so at least two
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or three people in the room thought, who
were thunderstruck by the unexpected news
of Pandolfin’s engagement.  Mrs Hunstan-
tou, who watched her very closely, and
who was in a state of suppressed cxcite-
ment, which she scarcely could manage to
conceal, thoucht that her filend was pale.
But that was probably her own imagina-
tion, which was very lively, and at the
present moment cxtremely busy, inventing
motives and sentiments all round.

“Oh, hut mdeed he would think it
necessary to excuse himsclf.  He has such
fine feelings, and he knows all you have

been to our darling, Diana.  He knows

how fond you are of hLer—taking almost
a mother’s iuterest: and of course he
would have been here to show his grati-
tude, if 1t had heen possible.  Ivery kind-
ness that has cver been shown to my

Sophy will be doubly felt by him.”
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This the little lady said with an expan-
sion of her little person and swelling of
her bosom, which, even amid her con-
sciousness that something was in all this
more than met the eye, struck Diana with
a sense of the ludicrous which she could
not control.  She laughed in spite of
herself.

“T am sure Mr Pandolfini will fecl
everything he ought to feel,” she said;
“but you must not teach him to be grate-
ful when there is no occasion for gratitude.
You know it is not a sentiment I care
for.”

“Yes, I know, dear Diana,” cried Mrs
Norton, kissing her suddenly.  “ You never
will allow any one to thank you. DBut is
it not all owing to you? But for you we
never should have come here; and if we
had not come here, the chances are we

never should have met dear Mr Pandol-
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finl. So we owe 1t all to an ever-watchful

Providence

and to you.”

Diana could not but smile at the con-
junction.  “It is Providence you must
thank,” she said; “I don’t think I counted
for much in it. Is Sophy very happy?
That is the chief thing to think about.”

“She 1s in a maze of happiness,” said Mrs
Norton, fervently.  “She is so humble-
minded.  She thinks <o much more of
others than of herself. That he should
have thought of a poor little thing like
me, she 1s always saying : and I cannot per-
suade her that she is good cnough for any

man, and, indeed, too good for most—as

you and I know, Diana—not if I were to
tallk for a year. We know her value, but
she is too innocent to know it.  And oh,

what a blessing,

my dear, what a blessing
that one so well fitted to appreciate her

should have fallen to Sophy’s sharc!”
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“Diana!” cried Mrs Hunstanton in her
ear on the other side, drawing her away ;
“how can you have the patience to listen
to that little What is to be done

now? Oh! what is to be done? DMy heart

is breaking for that poor man: and it is
all Tom’s fault.”

“1 do not know what you mean,” said
Diana. “There is no poor man in ¢uestion;
there is a happy man.”

“Diana! how can you insult him by
thinking so? Oh, poor Pandolfini! IHe

and

is being made a sacrifice, a vietim
what can I do? It is all Tom’s fault.”
“Indeed, you are doing Mr Hunstanton
wrong. I only blush for myself that ever
took up such a foolish fancy. It is far,
far better as 1t 1s. I told you we had no
richt to comjecture a man’s feelings; and
you see for once [ am proved to be right:

though you over-persnaded me, and I am
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ashamed of it,” said Diana, with a blush
and a laugh. “Ilowever, fortunately there
18 no harm done.”

“0 Diana, how I wonder at you! It
is you who are doing poor Pandolfini
wrong. He think of that little doll! He
trusted his cause to Tom, thinking, per-
haps, there was no nced to name the
name—as, indeed, there was not to any
one with cyes in his head: and Tom like
a fool, Tom like a husybody—oh, heaven
forgive me! [ don’t meun to say any ill
of my husband, but that is how he has
behaved,—Tom has gone and pledged this
poor man's life to somebody lLe can never
care for, somebody quite unworthy of him.
Diana, you may be cool about it; but I
think it will break my heart.”

“Dut you have no evidence of this]
cried Diana, in consternation.  She looked

at the smiling Sophy, all pink with blushes
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and heaming with smiles as she reccived
everyhody’s  congratulations, and at DMurs
Norton, important and stately as hecame
the aunt of a hride-elect. The incongruity
between this little fluttering pair and the
grave and dignified Pandolfini was striking
cnough, but to imagine their casy common-
placeness entangled in such a tragical com-
plication of mistake and misery and inev-
itable suffering, seemed beyond the reach
of ordinary imagination. Diana turned
quickly to her friend, who, half hidden
behind, recarded the scene with a face
full of anxiety and distress.  Mrs Hun-
stanton’s  puckered brows, her eyes in
which the tears seemed ready to start,
her palencss and trembling, were almost
as great a visible contrast to the compla-
cent happiness of the Nortons as was Pan-
dolfini to the girl who was going to be

his wife. “Mrs Hunstanton,” said Diana,
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i a low tone, “this is the wildest fancy.

It is not possible.  You can have no proof

of 1t. Mr Hunstanton is—is he is the
kindest of men. He would not hurt a
fly. How could he do such a thing, and
make his friend unhappy? No, no; I
cannot believe it. It 1s you aund not he
who have been mistaken.”

Mrs Hunstanton caught Diana by the
arm.  She poured into her ear the whole
story, partly as divined by herself, partly
as confessed by her husband, who kept,
as  Diana  could see, prowling uncasily
ronnd the central group, and keeping his
cyes fixed upon the door. His wife had
made him wretched enough, but he lhad
done what could not Dbe undone; and
there was always the chance that his wife
might have been wrong, a supposition so
much more likely than that he was in

the wrong limsclf. Her reproaches had
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made Mr Hunstanton cxtremely uncom-
fortable, and no doubt there was some-
thing in the corroborative evidence of
Pandolfini’s very strange behaviour, which
of itself had given him a thrill of terror.
And business! What business could the
Itallan have to detain him? He id not
for a moment believe in this, but notwith-
standing Mrs Norton’s assurance to the
contrary, still looked for Pandolfini’s ar-
vival. [t was absurd! He could not
mean to stay away to-night: when he
came Mr Hunstanton had made up his
mind to ask him point-bDlank what it all
meant.  Had hLe, or had he mnot, given
him a commission? and had he, or had
he not, Mr Tom Hunstanton, carried out
his wish ?  This would, heyond all manner
of doubt, make everything clear.

Not even this hope, however, could

still Mrs Hunstanton’s nervous restless-
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ness. She went from Diana, by swhom
she had sat so long breathing out her
pains and fears, to Mrs Norton, who was
now little inclined to he questioned, and
who felt that a great deal was due to her
new position. A feeling of being attacked
had come into her mind, she could scarce-
ly tell why, and when Mrs Hunstanton
crossed over the room to come to her,
the little lady immediately buckled on her
armour.  Mrs Hunstanton was too anxious
to pick her words. She came and sat
down by the important aunt, with the
alr of troubled haste and agitation very
clearly visible in her face.

“I have not come to congratulate you,”
she said, “hecause I was so very, very
much swrprised. I hope you will excuse
me, Mrs Norton. You know it i1s not
from want of interest in Sophy, but—

were not you very much surprised your-
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sclf when this happencd? Did it not
strike you as very strange?”

Mrs Hunstanton took credit to herself
for putting the question so very gently,
and “saving their feelings.” It secmed
impossible to her that any onc should
resist such an appeal as this.

“Surprised ! said Mrs Norton. ““Ob,
no indeed! I was not surprised. I had
seen 1t all along.”

“You had—scen it all along 77

“Surely.  Yes, [ had scen it. Indifferent
eyes may be deceived, but nothing can
blind me where my Sophy is concerned.
Yes: our dear Pandolfini is not the kind
of man that is demonstrative, you know;
but had you asked me three months ago,”
sald  Mrs Norton with gentle pride, “I
could have told you exactly what was
going to happen. I knew it all along.”

She looked at her questioner with a
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serene  smile, and Mrs Hunstanton, for
her part, could only gasp and gaze at her
with a consternation beyond words. But
she would not give up cven for this dis-
tinct repulse.

“Perhaps you are right,” she sud, rally-
ing her forces; “but—you won't mind
my speaking frankly ? Nobody else has
thought so, Mrs Norton. He has seemed
to cntertain very different thoughts. I,
for my part, have been quite deceived.
I hope you will forcive me for saying so,
but I have been watching Mr Pandolfini
very much of late, and I never suspected
it was Sophy that was in his mind.”

Mus Norton smiled with gentle superiority.
“I don’t know what you expect me to
say, Mrs Hunstanton. I have seen it, as
I tell you, all along; and he must know
best himself, one would suppose. When

a gentleman proposes to a young lady,
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people do not usually set up their ideas
of what they expected. He is the one

that must know hest.”

“] know—I know:” said Mrs Hun-
stanton, driven to despair, and to a hu-
mility not at all in her way. What was
there to answer to such a rcasonable
statement ?  She could not ask directly
whether 1t was her husband who had done
it all, and if it was only his word they
had for Pandolfini’s sentiments. She was
thoroughly wretched, and thoroughly sub-
dued. “Have you seen him this even-
ing?” she asked, faltering. That was the
nearest approach she could make to the
question she was longing to ask.

“Oh yes,” said Mrs Norton, with smil-
ing confidence. “IHe was with us just
before we came here, and he was so sorry
not to come with us. Knowing as he

does owr obligations to Diana, and feeling
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all her kindness, it quite grieved him not
to come.”

“To Diana!”  Mrs Hunstanton repeated
the words mechanically, catching them up
without any clear comprehension of what
the other said. Then she said, somewhat
incohierently, “Dut you must have been
startled, at least surprised, yourself —it
must have taken you by surprise.”

“On the contrary,” said Mrs Norton,
mecting with a screne countenance the
cyes full of care and trouble which her
companion turncd upon her, I have
alrcady told you I had expected it all
along.”

The inquirer withdrew bafled, with trem-
bling lips and a clouded brow, leaving the
little woman victorious. Mrs Hunstanton
was not used to such utter discomfiture,
and bore it badly. She withdrew into a
corner near the door. Perhaps Pandolfini

VOL. II. I<
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would come after all, and she might way-
lay him, though she did not see what
end would be served by so doing; for
Lhow could she ask him if it was true
that it was Sophy and no other who was
his choice? But Pandolfini did not come
to answer any of these questions. He
had never stayed away before.

The little community was convulsed by
the news, but ended by accepting it, as
what else was possible? It was not the
first time that a community has been
utterly taken by surprise by the announce-
ment of a mamiage. The small coterie
at Pisa went through all the not unusual
round of refusing to credit the report,
being compelled to believe it, accepting it
under protest, then forgetting the protest,
and taking the matter for granted. At
first it was supposed that the whole party

would hasten home to prepare for an
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English wedding ; but by-and-by it was
rumoured about that Pandolfini did not
wish to go to England for his bride, and
that as there was nothing to wait for, the
marriage would take place in Pisa, and
the bride enter at once her Italian home.
Some people wondered at this, some
thought it very sensible, some were sur-
prised at the ardour of the middle-aged
lover, and some at the readiness of the girl's
friends to let her go; but, on the whole, it
was quite reasonable, and the English visi-
tors, who were all on the wing, were much
amused by the excitement of such an un-
expected event.  They were doubly amused
by the fact that DMrs Hunstanton, under
whose auspices the Nortons had appeared
i society, was evidently disturbed, rather
than pleased, by the marriage; and that
Sophy’s great friend and patroness, the

rich Miss Trelawny, did not throw her-
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self into the arrangements with any en-
thusiasm.

And, of course, there were not wanting
good-natured bystanders who averred that
these ladies were disappointed, and that
Miss Trelawny had mtended the Italian for
Lerself.  Diana was but little disturbed, as
may be supposed, by these insinuations,
which, indeed, she mnever heard of; but
she was disturbed by the complication of
affairs, which she could not refuse to see
through, now when it was fairly beneath
her eyes.

Pandolfini was a very strange lover. e
had become suddenly immersed in business
—so much occupied that his visits to his
betrothed were always hurried and brief.
This was made necessary, he told them,
by all the changes that had to he made,
and successions rearranged, in consequence

of this unexpected step in his life: and
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they were fain to aeccept the explanation.
The strancest of all was, that notwith-
standing that deep sense of oblication to
Diana which it was Mrs Norton’s delight
to set forth, he never appeared in Diana’s
rooms acain.  Once only they met by
chance in Mrs Norton’s little drawing-room,
when all was nearly settled. He came
hurriedly, secking Mrs Norton, whom Diana
also, by some unusual chance, had come to
look for; and there they met alone, for
hoth of the little ladies were out engaged n
that occupation of shopping which furnishes
the unoccupied female mind with so many
delightful hours.  Pandolfini was struck
dumb by the sight of Diana, and she, as
she hastened to explain how she came to he
there, was o startled by bis altered looks
as almost to break down in her little speech.
“They are out,” she said hwrriedly ; “I had

just come to look for them.” And then
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she paused, faltering—* You arc—ill—>Mrv
Pandolfini ?”

«111? No, I am not ill. I am as I
always am.”

“Not as you used to be,” said Diana,
kindly; and then she added in haste, “but
it is so long since I have seen you, that
you may well have changed in the mean-
time. And I have never had the oppor-
tunity of congratulating—of wishing you—
happiness.”

He looked at her for a moment with all
his heart in his haggard face; then, turning
suddenly away with an imploring gesture,
hid his face in his hands,

What was she to do or say? There was
no contesting now what she could read as
in a hook—the despair that had kept him
out of her presence, that made him incapable
either of meeting her eye or decciving her

now. He had no wish to deceive her,—if,
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indeed, there was one thing more than
another for which his forlorn heart had
longed, it was that she should know.

“Forgive me,” he said, in a hroken voice,
“I can have no disguises from you.”

Diana was too much discomposed to
know what to say. Such a tacit confidence
seecmed wrong, almost a treachery to poor
little innocent Sophy, who had no concep-
tion of this sceret, and could not have
understood it had she known. She said
gently, “You must let me wish you well
at least. I do that from the bottom of my
heart.”

He looked at her with piteous eyes,
doubly dark with a moisture which the
powerful mechanism of pain had forced
into them, but which was too bitter and
concentrated to fall and relieve the brain
from which it was wrung., ¢ Think of me

sometimes,” he said.  “You kunow how 1t
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is with me. You, who are kind to all,
sometimes think of me a little.  That will
help me to bear. T will do—my duty.”

«“Oh, Mr Pandolfini!” cried Diana, the
tears 1ising warm and sudden into her eyes.
“Tet me give you some comfort if [ can.”
The moment was too bitter, the encounter
too rcal, as of two souls in the wilderness,
to warrant any pretence on ecither side that
they did not understand cach other. “ Once
the same thing happened to me. T have
gone through the same. There was one
whom I ecared for, but who made me no
return. I do not hesitate to tell you. For
a time 1t scemed worse than death: hut
now 1t is past, and I am no longer unhappy.
So will it be with you.”

“Ab, my God, my God!” he cried, with
sudden passion, “can such things be ?
You !-——was Le mad or Llind?” Then a
smile came over his ha

ggard face, which
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was more pathetic than the previous look
of miscry. “This is to comfort me,” he
said.  “Yes, it is just; it was more pitiful
for such a onc than for me.”

“I meant—it will pass away—and all
will be  well)” eaded Diana, trembling.
“Oh, believe me. I speak who know.
It will be so with you.”

“You think so,” he said, gently shaking
his head.  “Gencrosissine ! You show
me the wound to heal mine. DBut it will
not be so with me. I wish no healing:
yet I will do—my duty,” he added, in a
low and broken voice.

“(od bless you, Mr Pandolfini!” she
sald, holding out her hand.

This overcame him altogether. Ile fell
upon his knees and kissed 1t, as men of
Lis faith kiss the holy mysteries, and then
looked at her with trembling lips and dim

eyes, as we Jook at those we are never to



154 DIANA,

see more, and stumbling to his feet, turned
and hurried from the room. The tears
were falling frankly and without conceal-
ment from Diana’s eyes. She was touched
to the heart. Oh that such things should
be! that the best of life should thus be
thrown away like a flower on somebody’s
path to whom it was nothing. She had
forgotten Sophy altogether in the anguish
of sympathy and fellow-feeling.  That com-
plication, adding as it did so much misery
and difticulty, secmed to fade altogether
in presence of the pang which she herself
understood so thoroughly, and secemed to
feel again.

She had bharely time to dry her eyes
when she heard some one coming, and
turned her back to the light to avoid a too
curious gaze. It was Sophy who came in,
complaining.  “ 0O Diana!” she cried, with

a little start, “you are herc! that was why
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Le went away. It is very hard to sec so
little of him, and when he does come to he
out and have him sent away.”

“Oh, Sophy, my pet, don’t be unjust,”
sald Mrs Norton; “how should Diana send
him away? Of coursc he must have felt
it hard that you should be out when he
snatched a moment from his business. Was
he very much disappointed, Diana? I am
sure you would say everything that was
kind.”

“Yes: he was surprised to find me here

walting for you—as I was surprised to sec
him,” said Diana, with an unconscious sensc
of apology.  “He did not—stay—I came
to ask you to look at—some patterns,” her
voice failed her.  She could not add the
trivial message which in reality, with that
indulgence which Mys ITunstanton never

could understand, was the reason of her

visit: for Sophy’s trowssecr, which was
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causing lier so much delightful occupation,
was for the most part Diana’s gift.

“Patterns !’ they both said in a breath,
in tones of interest which drove away all
recollection of Mr Pandolfini’s visit which
they had lost.

“You shall see them, if you will come to
me down-stairs,” said Diana, clad of this
casy means of getting away.

And they spent an hour or two delight-
ed and yet anxious in the perplexities of
cholce, and never noticed either of them
any traces of tears that might be lingering

about Diana’s eyes.



CHAPTER XVIL
A SYMPATIIISING FRIEND.

Tue spring days lengthened into summer
while the preliminaries of the marriage still
went on.  The Hunstantons could not
retard their uswal day of departure for
any event of such secondary importance
as the marriage of Sophy Norton. To
be sure, poor Pandolfini is our friend, and
for him one might be tempted to stay,”
Mrs Hunstanton said ; < hut the Nortons—
the Nortons are only protégies of Diana's.
But for her I should never have noticed
them. It 1s her whim to spoil these two

silly little women. Dut though T am so
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fond of Diana, I have never humoured her
in this; and for us to remain would be
absurd.” 8o, though they lingered a week
or so, that was all.  The Snodgrasses,
uncle and nephew, had gone on to Florence
and to Rome. The other members of the
little party were dispersing on all sides.
Ouly Diana remained to keep the hride-
cleet and her anxious but triumphant aunt
company. And Diana had hesitated. She

co with the Hunstantons

had wished to ¢

straight home, but for the complaints and
outeries of the two little ladies. ¢ Ob,
will you go and forsake us ?” Sophy cried.
“Will you leave me to be married with-
out one friend near me ?”7  “Indeed, Diana,
I did not expect you would leave us,” said
Mrs Norton. “I should not have under-
taken it if T had not felt sure of you. And
how can I go through it all without some

support ‘—without some one to lean upon?”
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Diana, though she smiled at these argu-
ments, remained. There were, indeed, a
great many things in which she was a
support to the fluttering and nervous pair,
who were half overjoyed by the approach-
ing clevation, half frichtened by the lone-
liness of their position. DMrs Norton espe-
cially was apt to be invaded by doubts.
Whether she ought not to have insisted
that her nicce should be married at home :
whether it was not too much of Mr Pan-
dolfini to have asked of her (thouch so
flattering to dear Sophy and lover - like
was his impatience to make her his own):
whether people might not think she was
too anxious to have everything settled: or
that 1t was not quite ladylike to allow
things to proceed so rapidly. Al these
doubts Diana had to satisfy three or four
times a-day.

And there were other difficulties still
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more important which the helpless little
pair could not have got through without
her.  Pandolfini, who was always so busy,
whose occupations continued to increase
as his marriage drew nearer (‘which, of
course, was very natural,” Mrs Norton said,
with a certain chill of doubt in her con-
fidence, while Sophy loudly complained of
it, though without any doubting), never
got into the familiar intimacy which gener-
ally characterises such moments of preface
and beginning, and was accordingly of no
more help to them than if he had been still
merely their acquaintance, Mr Hunstanton’s
friend—much less, indeed, for Mr Hun-
stanton’s friend had always been friendly
and serviceable, and full of genial help,
in those cheerful days when he was not
overpowered by business. This gleamed

across Mrs Norton’s mind dimly by times,

affording her a half-vevelation —a mo-
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mentary unwilling perception of differences
which she did not wish to fathom. But,
so far as any one knew, these perceptions
were not shared by Sophy, who went on
her way, with occasional erumblings, it is
true, but with too much thought of her-
self to think very much of Pandolfini.
Naturally, is it not the bride who is the
most interesting?  She bas her clothes to

think of, and her approaching promotion

to the dignity of a married lady—a dignity
which it was very fine to attain at so early
an age. And there were all her new
duties, as her aunt called them,—the man-
agement of her house, which she must
learn to do in the I[talian fashion, and her
servants. It troubled Sophy that she did
not know hLow many servants she was to
have, and that she had never heen asked
to go and sce the housge, or to choose new

carpets or curtaing, as other brides had to

VOL. 1I. L
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do; but then, on the other hand, it de-
lichted her to find that she might ecall
herself Contessa, and would be elevated
quite into the nobility by her marriage.
In Italy she might only be Signora, but
in England she would certainly be My
and  her whole

being thrilled with the thought.  This

Lady, Sophy reflected

was a discovery, for Pandolfini had not
cared for the bare and insignificant title,
and all his Italian friends called him by
his Christian name, according to the custom
of the country. Sophy called him Pan-
dolfo, too, though seldom when addressing
himself. It was not a pretty name. If
he had been Alonzo, or Vincenzo, or even
Pandolfo Pandol-

fini! It was like Robert Roberts, or John

Antonio; but Pandolfo !

Jones—not a pretty name ; but then, to be a
Countess! That would sweeten any name,

so that 1t would smell as sweet as any rose.
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Thus the arrangements went on strangely
enough, Sephy being the only one of all
concerned who did not, ag time progressed,
feel in them a certain strangeness and mys-
terious something behind.  The rector and
his nephew came back before the time fixed
for the wedding, though it was growing
hot, and Mr Snodgrass was anxious to
gct home. The curate was generally the
one who yiclded, not the one who led,
but he had steadily held to his determination
to come back to DPisa, and succecded, as
was natural. The rector was one of those
who had guessed Diana to intend the
[talian for herself, being of the opinion
that the aim of cvery woman, however

<

clevated, was to “catch” a man, one way
or other; and he was not without hope
now that his dear Bill’'s constant devotion
might at last get its reward. DMany a

heart is caught in the rchound, and if
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Bill was not very good-looking, he was
at least a cleanly Englishman, not one of
“those Ttalians.” To be on the spot might
be all-important for him; so his uncle
yiclded and came back to Pisa, though it
was hot, and cven volunteered his ser-
vices to perform the marriage—the Prot-
estant marriage, as it was called with
contempt by the old Canonico, Pandolfini’s
cousin, who was to perform the other
ceremony. It was a bitter pill for the
rector to hear himself called a Protestant,
but there was no help for it. The Can-
onico only took snuff, and smiled, when
the English priest called himself a Catholic.
Rome repays to the highest Anglican, and
with interest, the spurns which he is so
fond of administering to patient menrit,
when 1t takes the form of Dissent. The
Canonico had asked if Sophy was a

Protestant or a Christian, when he first
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Leard of the mamiage, and treated with
absolute cynicism all Mr Snodgrass’s pro-
testations. But, on the other hand, Mrs
Norton could not be happy without the
blessing of her own Church; nor did she
think 1t suitable that the niece of her late
dear husband, who was for so many years
a most respectable clergyman of the Church
of England, should be married without it.
How could she tell what the priest said
in his Latin? but about the Eunglish ser-
vice there could be no manner of doubt.
So the rector swallowed the opprobrious
epithet of Protestant, and declaved him-
self ready to perform the rite.  Diana
would no doubt be there. She would
Le compelled to veil her feelings, and to
witness the marriage : and, in the rebound,
who could tell what dear Bill's presence
might do?

The curate deluded himself with no such
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vain hopes. Diana’s presence was like the
sun to him. Without it he faded and
drooped, though otherwise he was not
much like a flower. He was a heavy
Englishman, not clever or endowed with
much insicht, yet he had a heart in his
capacious and clumsy bosom. And to
those who possess that organ, some things
arc visible which genius itself, without it,
could scarcely see. It has been said that
Pandolfini had chosen the ponderous silent
young Lnglishman as the object of his
special bounties, having divined him, and
the sentiment which was his soul. It was
young Snoderass’s turn now to divine his
friend, and he did 1t sadly, with a true
brotherly, friendly sorrow for the ecvil he
had discovered. He was not contented
with the plea of business which Sophy
accepted, and which all the others had

to accept. He sought the much-occupied
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bridegroom out, even in the depths of Lis
dark palace, and resisted all attempts to
send him away. “1 will wait till you
arc ready,” he said, and pretended not to
sce what miserable pretence of work it was
which his friend at last pushed away. He
got him out against Pandolfini’s will, who
went with him, as was evident, only to
get rid of him the sooner. But the curate
was not to be shaken off. Ile went again
and again; he watched with all the anxiety
of friendship. IHe perceived how little
Pandolfini saw of his bride, and how eager-
ly he scized upen every excuse to avoid
being with her. He saw how, when the
bridegroom paid the hwried visits which
necessity  demanded, Diana avoided him,
and that under no circumstances did these
two sce each other, who, when he left
Pisa, had been meeting every night.  And,

above all, the curate saw the misery in
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Pandolfini’s eyes. He said nothing for a
long time, for he was not quick of purpose,
or ready to scize what could be done;
but at length the spectacle became too
much for the good-hearted fellow.

They were walking one night by the
Arno, very silent, saying nothing to cach
other. It was after a half-hour spent
with the Nortons: Pandolfini had appa-
rently caught at the chance of the curate’s

company to carry him through this visit

and though Snodgrass was not quick of
observation, he could not but remark,
having his attention roused and on the
alert, the curious character of the scene
of which he was a spectator. Pandolfini
was not indifferent ; nothing of the ease
and calm of that unexcited condition was
in the anxious pathetic tender apology of
the tone in which he replied to Sophy's

little espicgleries and veproaches. ¢ Are
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you always to be so drowned in business
—always business? you mnever had any
business when we knew you first,” she
cried, pouting. He looked at her with a
melancholy in his eyes which went to the
curate’s heart: but it did not succeed in
reaching the observation of Sophy, who
had other things to think of than the looks
of her betrothed: he was her property,
and about him she entertained no doubt.

“No,” he said, “I had DLttle business

then: but now—have I not new objects

”»

of thought and provisions to make

“Oh, Signor Conte, if I am going to

32

be such a burden on you
“Nay, not a burden. You do me a
wrong, Sophy. If I can but provide what
will make you happy——"
“Oh, you foolish old thing; did you
think I meant it?” cried Sophy, looking

up in his face, with the pretty affectation
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which love thinks adorable, but which
chill eyes of Dbystanders sce with less
complacence.  The Italian shrank for a
moment from the cavessing gesture of the
two clasped hands which she laid upon
his arm. Then he took courage, and
stooping kissed the hands.

“If T can but make you happy, poor
child,” he said, with a suppressed sob in
his voice. Mrs Norton at this moment
called the curate’s attention, and led him
to the other end of the room to show him
something.  She was always watchful to
“let them have a little time by themselves.”
“TForgive me,” she whispered, “but, of
course, they have little things to say to
each other,” and the poor little lady cast
furtive glances over the curate’s shoulder
to see if the lovers’ interview grew more
familiar.  But Pandolfini very gently had

freed himself from Sophy’s hand. He rose
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and stood before her, talking low, but not
in a tone which angured any special con-
fidence. Snodgrass thought that the very
sound of it was enough to break any one’s
Leart. It was like the tender pitying tone
i which bad news is broken to a child.
Why was he so sorry for her, so sadly
kind and gentle? Her little follies did
not offend him, as they might have done
a more warm lover. Ie was indulgent
to ecverything — kind, with a melancholy
appeal to her forgiveness in cverything
he said. The curate perhaps was proud
of himself for his penetration. Ie had
never so divined any one before.

“You see they are not just like common
lovers,” said poor little Mrs Norton, who
felt that she had to put the best face upon
it, and now wreathed her face in smiles to

conceal the anxiety in her mind. “He

i3 so much older than she—and more ex-
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and so clever. But you can’t

perienced
think how he appreciates my Sophy’s
sweetness,  He quite worships her.  When
he talls to her in that voice it brings the
tears to my eyes. It is so tender!” cried
the anxious woman, looking for confirma-

tion in the curate’s face.

“Yes, 1t sounds very — melancholy,”
sald young Snoderass, who, notwithstand-
ing the new insight in his eyes, and the
ache of sympathy in his heart, could
not help being a little commonplace in
speech.

“Melancholy ! It is tender — that 1is
what it is! He thinks cverything is
angelical that she does or says. And no-
body who does not know her as we do
can tell what a darling my Sophy is,” said
Mys Norton, with tears in her eyes.

The curate made some inarticulate sound

of assent; but he did not himself think
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Sophy angelical, and there was something
m all this that affected him with a con-
fused pang of sympathy, different from
anything he had cver felt before. he
mystery, the concealed despair on one
side, the wistful wveiled anxiety on the
other, and Sophy’s superficial  childish
light-heartedness, her little commonplace
coquetries and affectations between, — he
was not clear-hcaded enough to discrimi-
nate these: but the whole aflected him
with sentiments he could not define nor
oet the better of.  He stood up in the
corner, as was his usual habit, a very
serious shadow, heavy in soul as in per-
son, and looked on. And it seemed to
him that he could scarcely leep silence
even here.  As they were leaving when
the strange visit was over, he made a
pause on the way down-stairs. “Do you

never ¢o to see DMiss Trelawny?” he
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asked, putting his arm suddenly within
Pandolfini’s.  The Italian started vio-
lently, turned round, and looked him in
the face, then hurried on. He was taken
by swrprise, and in his agitated condition
shook as if he had received a blow. Noth-
ing more was said for some time. They
walked silently on together side by side
in the cool of the soft summer night, for

it was late—and reached the Arno with-

out a word. It was a beautiful night.
Once more the stars were out, blazing
like great lamps out of heaven; and along
the long line of street the lights twinkled,
reflecting  themselves in the water like
stars of earth. Pandolfini’s steps gradu-
ally grew slower, till at last he stopped
altogether, forgetting and seeming to lose
himself as he gazed at those reflections in
the dark softly flowing stream.

“Pandolfini,” said the curate, “I can-
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not bear this any longer. You must not
do it; you ought not to doit. It is more
than you can bear.”

“What is more than I can hear?” he
asked, dreamily, not turning to his cues-
tioner, keeping Lis eyes fixed on the river
helow.

“ Pandolfini,” eried the other, too much
agitated by all he had heard and scen to
talkke much thought what he was saying,
“you know what I mean well cnough.
Do you think I am blind and cannot see ?
Once you divined me. I felt it, though
we said nothing about it.  And now 1t
is my turn. I am not so clever as you
are, but I would do anything in the world
to help you.  Pandolfini, you can’t go

through with this marriage; it is Impos-

2

sible to
“Not a word—not a word!” cried the

Ttalian, raising himself hwriedly.  “It is
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late, and T go back to my—Dhusiness. Yes,
it is truc: is it extraordinary that one of
my country should have business? We
have talked enough to-night.”

“We have not talked at all,” eried the
curate.  “Oh, Pandolfini, let me speak!
God Iknows what sympathy I have for
you—mniore than words can tell! But
why make it worse by this? You are
trying yourself beyond what any man can
bear.  Stop while there is time, for the
love of heaven!”

“My friend, you are kind, you are
good,” said Pandolfini, with a tremor in
his voice; ““but there are things of which
one docs not speak, not to one’s own
soul.”

“Why should there he?” ecried Bill
Snodgrass, in gencrous excitement. < Oh,
listen to me! Don't do in a hurry what

you would repent all your life. She—
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might suffer for a day, hut you for ever
Oh dow’t, for the sake of false honour, bind

yourself so!  Don’t go on with it! this

marriage-

“Nilence !'” sald the Italian, with a hot
flush on his face. ¢ Silence, silence!”
Then his tone changed to something of
the same grieved and tender sound which
it took when he addressed Sophy. ¢ Friend,”
he said, with pathetic gentleness, “why rob
me of your sympathy? I will know how
you think if you say nothing; but to
advise will make an end of all.  See!
what you are talking of will =oon be to
me the foundation of my life.  That is
sacred : that no man must discuss with
me.  No more, not a word, or I shall lose
you—too.”

You—too! Who was the other, then,
whom he had lost? The curate made an
effort to speak acain, but was silenced still

VOL. 1I. M
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more summarily ; and thus they walked
slowly in silence to Pandolfini’s house,
where they parted with only a mutual
grasp of the hand.  Young Snodgrass’s
mind was distracted with generosity, pity,
and distress.  He walked about in front
of the great dark doorway where his friend
had disappeared, with a mind torn in picees
with diverse thoughts. Should he follow
him, and make one last attempt?—Dbut
he felt that to De indeed useless. Then
a thought came into his head that brought
a sudden gush of warmth to the chill of
his anxiety. He would go to Diana. If
any one could help, surely she would do
so—she who was always ready to help;
or at least she would tell him if anything
could be done. He went back to the
Palazzo del Sogni without taking time
to think, and, all hot and hasty, rushed

into her presence before lie allowed him-
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self to consider what he was doing. Diana
was alone. She was scated by her writing-
table, on which lay a number of papers;
but she had pushed her chair slichtly away,
and had a book in her hand, which prob-
ably, at the sound of her visitor’s entering,
she had dropped upon her knee. Her
solitary figure in this attitude, the papers
neglected, the hook dropped, all scemed
to imply to Snodgrass a loncliness which
never before had associated itself in his
mind with Diana.  For the first time
in his life he felt, and wondered at him-
self for daring to feel, a kind of pity for
the princess of his thoughts.  She, too,
was lonely, solitary, no one near her to
make the world brighter; for whieh pur-
posc poor DBill Snodgrass, who knew that
lie was capable of nothing but boring her,
thought he would willingly have given his

life.
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She rose up with a friendly, sweet saluta-
tion when she saw who it was. She was
olad to see him—was it possible? For
once in his life he 7Zwd brightened her
by the sight of his heavy reverential face.

“I am very glad you have come,” she
said, in answer to his stammered salutation,
“for I was feeling lonely, which is not
usual with me. Everybody whom I know
gone—and our little friends up-stairs are
very busy, of course,” she added, with a
smile.

The curate had not time to think, as
he probably would have done otherwise,
that the idea of these little friends ne-
glecting Diana was incredible.  His mind
was too full of his mission, which filled
lis homely countenance with purpose and
cagerness.  Diana saw this almost before
she had completed what she was saying.

She added  hastily, in a different tone,
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“Something has happened—you have come
to tell me of something?  Is it news from
home ?”

“No,” he said @ ¢ Miss Trelawny, perhaps

it 1s somcthing quite foolish or more; but

you understand—and you will pardon me
if I am wrong. Pandolfini—he 1s in a con-
dition I canunot understand.”

“Is he 11?7 IHe thought she grew
paler, and clasped her hauds together as
if something moved her.

“No, not that I know of: except that
Lhe 1s hagoard and worn—a shadow of
himself. It is about this—marriage.”

Diana had made a step towards him
with warm and anxious interest at Pan-
dolfini’s name. She now drew back again,
a cloud falling over her. She did not
make any reply, but only shook her head,
and her countenance grew very grave,

the smile, which was always lwking some-
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where, ready to be called forth, fading
altogether from ler face.

“You will do nothing, Miss Trelawny,
you who Lelp every one! and yet how few
are in such trouble ? For you must see
how unsuitable it is— lhow 1t is killing
him.”

“Hush !” said Diana, as Pandolfint had
said before; “if it 1s going to be, nothing
unkind must be said—nothing it would
Lurt us or them to think of hercafter.
And it 1s not for us to discuss,” she said,
with a slight faltering in Ler voice; “they
only can tell——-"

“DBut, Miss Trelawny, it 1s not for gos-
sip, nor in the way of intrusion into other
people’s affairs.  But, Pandolfini, he has
read my heart, and now I feel that I can
read his,” said the curate, stammering and
growing red. DMust not she know what he

meant 1n both cases ¢ She stood with her
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hands clasped, Ler bead drooping, but no
consclousuess about her, thoughtful, and
almost sorrowful, as if she knew all that
he would say.  “Oh, Miss Trelawny,” he
cried, with generous zeal, ““could not you
iterfere 7 Could not you set things right ?

There are things a man must bear, and 1

don’t say you could—save him—or any
of us from: give ug, I mean, happiness.
But this is madness, despair—I don’t know
what—and it will kill him.  OL, Miss
Trelawny, will not you interfere?”
“How can I interfere ?” cried Diana,
piteously. ¢ What can I do?” The tears
were in her eyes. < Of all helpless people
on the carth, am I not the most helpless ?”
This was sald passionately, an unintended
confession of her own share in this miscry,
which she instantly repented. “IForgive
me,” she said, with a deep blush; 1

am speaking extravagantly,  But, Mr
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Snoderass, think what you are saylng.
What could T do? There is nothing,
nothing in which I can help him. God
help them both! I wish some one would
take me home,” she cried again, suddeuly.
“ Tt is too much for me, as well as for you.
But all this is uscless. There is nothing
either you or I can do.”

You or I'!' The man was generous. He
had given the last proof of it in muaking
this appeal. But when she said “You or
L” poor Snodgrass forvot Pandolfini. It

turned his head.
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CHHADPTER XVIL
THE WEDDING-DAY.

Ture marriage took place on the first day
of June—-or rather that was the beginning
of the repeated and laborious processes
which made Sophy Norton into the Contessa
Pandolfini.  What a delight it was to take
out the first handkerchief embroidered with
a covonet, onc of those which Diana had
got her from Paris.  Sophy took it out,
and shook that delightful sign of new-born
nobility into the air on the day of the legal
ceremony, which was the day before her
two ecclesiastical marriages.  She  would

not lose a moment that she could help.



186 DIANA.

And the melancholy Dridegroom, and the
occupations which took him away from
her, faded into nothing before this privilege.

Diana might be richer, and had been

always more splendid than she—but Diana
had no coronet.  As for Diana, she was en-
oaged in preparing for her journcy, and was
present only at the IEnglish or Protestant
marriage, when she managed to keep as
much as possible out of sight, and avoided
the hbridegroom entirely, notwithstanding
the rescarches after her of Mrs Norton, and
of the bride herself, whose efforts to produce
Diana to say good-bye to dear Pandolfo
were repeated and unwearying.  “ Where
1s Diana? what does her packing matter?
besides, she does not pack—why should
she, with a maid to do everything for
her?” This was said with a slight tone
of grievance, for it had not oceurred to

Pandolfini, though he furnished that poor
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little faded coronet, to provide a wmaid.
Sophy, when she had put off her bridal
dress after the strictest English rule, foruot
her dignity so far as to run down-stairs in
her own dignified person to “hunt up”
Diana.  “Mr Pandolfini does not want
good-byes,” said Diana; “and sce, I have
taken off my pretty dress. You would
not like me to present myself in this grey
garment, all ready for travelling.  God

bless you, Sophy !

and you can cxplan
to Mr Pandolfini if you like: but be sure
he is not thinking of any one but you.”

“] hope not,” said Sophy, demurcly ;
“hut you need not call Lnm My Pandol-
fini now, Diana. We did so in the old
times when we knew no Dbetter.  DBut 1
shall not permit bim to give up his title
any longer.  You might say Count, 1
thinlk.”

“T will say his Loxdship, if you like,”
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said Diana, kissing the unconsciows little
creature.  She smiled, but there was a
meaning in her cyes which heedless little
Sophy, on the heights of glory and her
coronct, understood as little as any child.

“You need not laugh,” said the Countess
Pandolfini, gravely; “of course it is not
the custom here. But I am sure a Count
ought to be My Lord in England. It is
just the same as an Earl—at least, my
title i3 just the same as Lady Loamshire’s,
and far, far older nobility. English lords
arc nothing in comparison with Itallan.”
Sophy’s handkerchief, as has Dbeen said,
was embroidered with a coronet, and so
was everything else she had upon which
she could have it worked or stumped.
It was worth Deing married for that
alone.

“I think they are calling for you,” said

Diana.  “Thank you, little Countess, for
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coming to me on this great day. All the
servants shall be taught to say My Lady
when you come to see me at home. Good-
bye now : and I hope you will be very
happy—and make your husband happy,”
Diana added, with an involuntary change
of her voice.

“Obh, of course we shall be happy! and
it will not be long before T shall make
Pandolfo bring me to England.  Good-
bye, good-bye, Diana. Oh, how I wish
you were only as happy as I am! I wish
there was another Pandolfo for you. Yes,
I am coming, aunt; good-bye, good-bye.
I shall take your love to him, shall 17
Oh yes, I will let you send him your
love; and very soon I shall make him
bring me to England: and T shall write
to you in a few days, and — good-bye,
dear Diana, good-bye.”

Diana went out upon her balecony to sce
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them go away. The flowers and plants
had grown high, and she stood unseen
under the shade of the loggia. She felt
that some one stood beside her as she
looked down and watched the grave
Italian leading out his gay little bride.
What a butterfly Sophy looked, as she
fluttered into the carriage which was to
convey them to the villa! ¢ Poor little
Sophy, too,” said Diana, involuntarily,
with a sigh.

“Are you sorry for /fer?” said the
curate, who had come in unbidden at
the door which Sophy had left open. He
had not presumed, poor fellow, but he had
come and gone with greater confidence,
and taken a humble but secure place,
half friend, half devoted follower, the last
of Diana’s court, since the evening when
he made that appeal to her. The rector

thought his dear Bill was making way,
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and that perhaps, after all, the heart
might be caucht in the rebound.  “Are
you sorry for Jer’” he sald with swm-
prise; “she is not sorry for hersclf.”

“Yes, poor little Sophy,” said Diana,
“she  deserved some pretty young man
hike herself, who would have run about
with lLier, and understood all her little
vanities. I hope she will never be sorry
for herself: but 1t will not be a very
cheerful life.”

“T think of him,” the curate said, in a
low voice.

Diana did not answer for a time.  Some-
thing came into her throat and stopped her,
Then she went on after a pause, “Sophy
will be more of a woman than you think.
She would have made you a good little
wife, Mr Snodgrass.”

“Mec!”  He made a step away from her

in the shock of surprise and indignation.
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He was not vain, he thought; but he
who cherished so lofty, so noble a love—
he to have Sophy suggested to him, or
such as she! This, from Diana, went to
poor Snodgrass’s heart.

“Yes,” she said, looking at him with a
smile in her clear eyes. “Yon are angry,
but it is true. A girl like Sophy, young
and fresh and sweet, who wounld think
there was no one in the world like you,
and would be good to your poor people,
would make you more happy than any-
thing else —though perhaps you do not
think so now.”

Poor curate! this sudden dash of cold
water upon him, in the very midst of the
subdued exhilaration with which he found
himself by Diana’s side, talking to her
more freely than he had ever ventured to
talk before, was very hard to bear. Ile

thought, if it was possible for Diana to
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be cruel, that she was cruel now. That
she could smile even, and jest —for 1t

at such a

must be intended for a jest
moment, when he, for his part, had come
ready, as it were, to follow with lier the
funeral of poor Pandolfini! Was it not, if
one might dare to permit such a thought,
heartless of Diana? DBut she gave him
no time to think. She had her packing
to attend to, and all the last arrange-
ments to make for leaving Pisa next day.
Diana had resisted various proposals to
“join a party” of tourists going north-
ward. She was starting straight for home,
from which she declared she had heen
only too long away. The Snodgrasses
and Mrs Norton were to dine with her
in the evening —to drink the health of
the newly married, and conclude this little

and she had no more

episode of their life
leisare now. She came in lightly from

VOL. II. N
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among the oleanders and aloes, in the soft
orey dress which she had put on in such
haste, as Ler excuse for not showing her-
self. It was too simple a garment— too
like her governess days to suit Diana—
and she had some reason of her own,
perhaps, for putting it on ; not any reason,
one would think, however, for sad thouchts.
She came in with a light in her eyes which
had been somewhat veiled of late.  “Now
I must be Dbusy,” she said, smiling upon
her wvisitor as she dismissed him.  The
last week or two of warm Italian weather,
and of these distracting melancholy con-
templations, had stopped many things, or
retarded them. Life itself had grown
languid in sympathy : hut now that was
all over; the deed was done for which
heaven and carth had seemed to be wait-
ing, and there could he no more lingering,

mMusing, over it now,
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The little party, which was so shrunken
out of its old dimensions, showed as curious
a mixture of feclings as could well be secen,
when it met that evening round Diana’s
table.  Mrs Norton was subdued by the
reality of the event to which she had been
looking forward so long. Never till now
had she thought of it as affecting herself.
The little lady might be selfish for her
Sophy, but she was not selfish in her own
person ; nor did she think of her own com-
fort as opposed to that of her nicce. So
that now, when Sophy was gone—she and
her hoxes and preparations, and her voice

and her footstep, all gone—a sudden col-

lapse ensued for poor Mrs Norton. The
sense of her Toneliness came upon her all in
a woment. She was happy now, she had
said fervently ; she had placed her child in
the care of a good man, who would love

and cherish her; and now, whatever hap-
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pened to herself, Sophy would be safe.
But even as she said the words the sense
of her lonecliness had seized upou the poor
little woman, and brought up a sob into her
throat.  Sophy was provided for. Sophy
had a hushand and a coronet—the last an
unhoped-for glory — but she, had she lost
Sophy ?  She was brave, and choked hack
the sob, and upbraided herself for her self-
1shness, but still this constriction of the
throat would come back. “I am rather
worn out, that 1s the fact,” she said to
Diana, unable to conceal the break in her
voice, but laughing brokenly too; “we are
so subject to our bodies. I never would
allow I was tired, though S-Sophy warned
me. If I b-break down, you know what it

means, Diana

only t-tiredness and nerves
—that 1s all.”  And then she cried, and sat
down to table, fultering and trembling, but

trying to laugh, with the conviction that
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the sound, though far from mirthful,
would make it apparent that she cried for
joy.

As for the rector, he was full of the cor-
rectest sentiments, and kept his eye upon
Diana and upon dear Bill to see what pro-
gress they were making. He made them
little specches as to the advantages of
matrimony. It is the one mistake I have
made in my life,” said the rector. It is
true that my nephew, who is as good as a
son to me, saves me, in some degree, from
the loneliness.  But I never should advise
any one to follow my example. I hope my
dear Bill will judge better,” Mr Snodgrass
added, with some solemmity. Diana was
the ouly one who langhed, and this fact
amuscd her still more than the primary
cause of her merriment.  Mrs Norton put
her handkerchief to her eyes, while the

curate sat in dumb worship with his eyes
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turned towards the object of his constant
thoughts.

“ Ah, Mr Snodgrass, perhaps you will feel
as I do. One would make any sacrifice for
the happiness of one’s children, and then
after, one suffers—mnot that I mean to
complain.  To see Sophy happy will be
happiness enough for me, if her dear
husband is spared to her. But I know
what that 1s,” said poor little Mrs Norton,
subsiding into her handkerchief.

“We must not think of anything gloomy
to-night,” said the rvector. 1 trust, indeed,
that our dear friends the Pandolfinis will be
long spared to cach other, and that they
will combine the good qualities of both
nations. It will be a lesson indeed in
Italian society to see the beauty of an
English home.  There is nothing like i,
my dear Mrs Norton. I have travelled as

much as most men. 1 may say I am
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acquainted more or less with European
circles: but an English home, and a mar-
riage of true affection, as we have cvery
reason to believe this is——"

“S3o was mine, Mr Suodgrass,” said Mis
Norton; “and oh, Providence was very
kind to me. There ave very, very few like
my dear husband. The bishop always said
there was no one he trusted in so much.
He was adored in the parish. Rich and
poor followed him to his grave. It was as
if every family had lost a member. And
what 1s life to those who ave left?  Forgive
me, Diana. T know I am not so gay as I
ought to be: but a wedding always, more
or less, b-brings back the recollection of
one’s d-desolation.”

“Quite true,” said the rector; “and to a
solitary man like myself, the consideration
that 1 have made one great mistake in

life 7
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77 eried

“Then why don’t you
Diana, in whom this mutual lamentation
roused the dormant semse of humour, de-
livering her from her own thoughts, which
were not too gay.  She could not complete
her sentence, Lowever, as she intended,
fecling a veal pity for the poor little lady
opposite.  “You, at least, Mr Snodgrass,”
she said, “why don’t you mend your
mistake ?  There is time enough yet.”
The rector smiled. He was pleased by the
suggestion, though he did not mean to
follow it.  ““No, no,” he said. “To be
told by you, Miss Trelawny, that it is not
too late, is a compliment indeed; bhut I
give up in favour of Bill here, who is my
representative.  Dear Bill must mend my
mistake, not an old man like me.”

Dear Bill did not say anything. He had
fallen back into his normal condition, and

only gazed at Diana with dull but faithful
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cycs.  He had forgiven ler the sharp and
unexpected blow she had given him, but it
had killed his little confidence, his scnse
that there was a secret understanding be-
tween them. He to be made happy by
marrying a Sophy ! how little she knew !

And yet how much better it would have
been for him than for Pandolfiui! Diana
could not but think, with impatient regret,
as she looked at them all, plaving their
little parts round the table, where they
were never to sit again.  Sophy would
have made the curate a very good little
wife.  She would have led him insensibly
down from those unattainable wishes which
held him sugpended hetween carth and
Licaven, and brought him back to the caln
delights of the parish, which was his
natural sphere and hers.  They would have
Lharmonised by infallible instinet and power

of natural attraction, after perhaps a little
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interval of difficulty. But Pandolfini !
what link could there be hetween the little
English clergywoman who would have been
so useful iu a parish, and the grave Italian
whose habits were as alien to hers as his
race ?  Poor Pandolfini in these few weeks
had ceased even to be an Anglomane. He
had gone back upon his native lLabitudes,
upon his old relations; he had turned even
his English books, in temporary disgust,
out of their places. Fortune had dealt
with him Lardly, turning his preferences—

the tastes which he had cultivated with a

certain pride—into weapons of his downfall.
Diana did not know all this, as she allowed
hersclf to fall back into a review of all that
passed after her guests were gone on that
last evening. She was going away alone
as she had come. All that had happened
since her arrival here had passed over her

without touching her. As she had come,
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so she was going away. The lamps were
burning low, the soft night air was blowing
i gratefully at the windows. The great
picture of the Count dei Sogni, which had
hung over her so long, seemed to look
mildly, regretfully, half reproachfully at her
through the ¢loom. He, too, poor Pandol-
fini, was of the Soeni: and she hersclf, and
all the chances of this strange mortal life,
what were they but Sogue too?  «“ We are
such stuff as dreams are made of,” said
Diana softly to herself, the tears coming to
her eyes as she stood there alone in the
areat dim room, the curtains swaying softly
behind her in the air of the night, and dim
reflections showing all about like ghosts,
repeating her tall white figure in the old
dim mirrors. It had been nothing but a
caprice on her part to come here—a mere
fancy, without any seriousness or purpose

in it. If she had but stayed at home—
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cone on upon her quiet round in her own
sphere, where her duty was! Why was 1t
that this whim of hers should have brought
a cloud upon the life of a good man? Life
seemed to melt away and resolve itself into
shadows, throuch those tears of visionary

a valn

compuuction that were in her eyes
show, a phantasmagoria, momentary and
delusive, strong gleams of light and rolling
darknesses in which no meaning was.  The
vague whiteness that moved 1n spectral
distance in the mirror far away from her
at the end of the room, far-off reflection of
her own solitary figure, scemed to Diana as
real as herself. What had they to do, the
woman or the reflection, in this stately
dwelling of the past ?—brought here for a
moment to pass across the surface of the
mirror which had reflected so many things,
to work unwitting and unwilling evil, and

then to pass away—yet never to pass away
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having once been here. Diana hid her
face in her hands, oppressed and bowed
down by this visionary sense of intrusion,
of harm, yet unreality. Not three months,
not more than a moment in life: yet
enough for so much to happen in, more
important than many quiet years. So the
great and the little mix and perplex each
other, ever increasing the strange confusion
of this world of shadow, till the hrain turns
round, and the heart grows sick.

She rose up quickly, and threw out her
hands, as if throwing something away.
“This must not be,” she said alond to
herself; ““this must not be.”  And she
gathered up from the table all those little
tokens of personal presence which change
the aspect of a place of habitation, and
make 1t mto the likencss of its tenant,—
took up a shawl which had been thrown

upon a sofa, a bhook which lay on an old
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cabinet, a little basket of odds and ends
already collected. With a cerfain rever-
ence, as we collect the possessions of the
lately dead, she carried them all away.
The room was left, when she closed the
door, as it had been when she came 1n to it
—the faded old furniture all ranged in its
place, the great portrait looking down from
the dimmness of the old wall. Was it the
same ? A sweetness breathed in upon the
air that had not been there before, a

glimpse of flowers through the window, a

greenness of leaves,—and on the carpet one
little sprig of myrtle with its feathery globe
of blossom, which had come from Sophy’s
marriage-wreath, and had fallen as she went
out from Diana’s hand. No more—jyet
something still.

Pandolfini at this moment was standing

out on the terrace of his villa, looking
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across the Tuscan garden of rich eultivation
about. The grey olive-trees were dark in
the monotony of the night, the soft hLills
all shrouded, the distant Apennines lying
like shadows against the shadowy horizon.
Here and there the gleam of a firefly cuve
a touch of light, and the roses were ull
a-bloom upon the hedges, betraying them-
selves by their sweetness.  He stood alone
and gazed out upon the dark, secing noth-
ing, yet somchow receiving the shadowy
monotones of the night into his soul, as
Diana was recciving the ghostly reflections
and shadowed calm of the lonely room.
All shadows, without and within; hut he
was at one of those points of existence
when everything is too vivid and actunal
to permit of dreaming. His whole life
was changed; he was another man, with

new duties, new burdens, new companion-
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ship. How he was to make his toilsome
way among them he could not tell.  There
was a heavy dew in his eyes, essence of

pain and wonder at all that had happened

to him,—at this revolution which was, yet

was not, his doing,—at the new claims,
all so terribly real, undeniable, true. How
had it come about? What fate had led
him by strange paths to this transforma-
tion of existence? He could not tell. It
scenmed a gratuitous interference as of some
potent spirit who wished him 1ll, and had
led him astray. The world was as dark
to him as the fields, with impulses of pity,
of generous devotion, of honour and kind-
ness, liehting it fitfully like the fireflies:
but for himself all dark—mno comfort in it,
nor any visible hope. Yet his mind was
hushed with the very greatness of the

crisis. It was done, and the agitations
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were so far calmed ; his fate was decided.
But when the moon rose Pandolfini re-
treated before 1t, covering his eyes. The
dark was more congenial. He wanted no
soft angelical face to shine upon him, no
light to follow him at that moment of

his life.

VOL. IIL 0
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CHAPTER XVIIL
AFTERWARDS.

Diaxa reached home when the conntry was
in the full glory of summer. She, too,
was like the summer, her friends said—
more beautiful than ever she had been—
with just a touch of sunburn from her
journey, which ripencd her paleness and
made her eyes more brilliant. The whole
county hurried to the Chase to meet and
greet her, and tell her how well she was
looking, and that foreign travel evidently
agreed with her,  “But, all the same, you
must not go again, for we cannot spare

you,” they cried.  Nothing could go on
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without Diana. “ And we were so sadly
afraid you meant to stay and spend the
summer in Switzerland,” said young Lady
Loamshire (she whose title, Diana re-
membered with a smile, was the same as
Sophy’s).  Nobody could have a more
flattering reception. There was a general
feeling of escape that so precious a posses-
sion as their virgin-princess had been got
back in safety. The county did not like
her to move: even when she went to
London, it was never without fears that
somebody might snap her up, and marry
her before any one could interfere: and

113

how much more “abroad,” where there
were always needy foreigners on the strain
to catch rich English ladies! She and the
county had escaped a great danger—they
could not sufficiently pet and caress her
when she got back. In the delight of her

safety they were all quite satisfied to hear
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that Sophy Norton had made such a good
marriage. “Only I hope the poor man
was not taken in. They think all the
Enclish are so rich,” said one of those
who had been afraid that Diana would be
“snapt up.” This was an old lady who
had as much fear for the conventional
fortune-hunter as so many other old ladies
have of the Pope. DBut Sophy Norton was
nobody : she was a cheap ransom to pay
for Diana, and only interested a very few
people, who were amused or delighted or
irritated, as the case might Dbe, to hear
that so insignificant a person was now
the Countess Pandolfini.  Diana did her
full justice, and gave her the benefit of
her coronet, by which all the servants,
and especially the maid who had charge
of the Red House, were deeply impressed.
Diana’s own household did not like it.

They thought it extremely forward of a
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little thing who owed so much to Miss
Trelawny to marry a titled gentleman,
though it was some little solace to re-
member that foreign counts were not much
to swear by. Dut the maid at the Red
House felt Ler hosom swell with pride as
loftily as Sophy’s own. “1I don’t believe
as she’ll be a bit proud, but just as friendly
with Miss Trelawny as cver,” Mary Jane
sald, “though a maried lady, and a titled
lady stands more high like in the world.”
The Trelawny household did not know
what to answer to this taunt. They made
hot protestations on behalf of their mistress
that she might have married half the
centlemen in the county, and had her
pick and choice of titles; but of course
they could not give proof of this assertion,
and Mary Jance’s statement as to the supe-
riority of a married and titled lady was

unquestionably true.
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“Then they were really married 7”7 saiud
Mrs Hunstanton; “he did not get out
of it? I hoped he would up to the last
moment. Honour is a great thing, but
that is carrying honour too far, Diana. I

could not have done it. Perhaps you

»

could who are more high-minded

“We are not called upon to judge,”
said Diana, “so we need not inguire who
could have done it. I hope they may

2

be very happy

“Do not be fictitious,” cried Mrs Hun-
stanton.  ““ Happy ! Sophy would be happy
with her new dresses anywhere.”

“And her coronet,” said Diana, smiling.

“Her — coronet! do you mean to say

Y
you encouraged her in such folly /' Diana,
I never can understand you. Are you a
rz b

cynic? are you a
“Fool, perhaps. I will save your fecl-

ings by saying the word mysclf. Yes, I
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suppose I am a fool : for [—miss them,”
said  Diana, half laughing, half crylne.
“1It is quite true.  Their little ways, their
little talk, their kindnesses, and even thelr
little amiable selfishnesses —yes, I don’t
deny it. I miss them: so I suppose I
am, as you say, a fool.”

“I never said it Amiable selfishness!
—what sort of a thing is that? No,
Diana, I don’t understand you. You are
cither the goodest, or the strangest, or
the most——"

“ Foolish—it is that. There are so many
scnsible people in the world,” said Diana,
apologetic.  “Yes, I had it embroidered
for her on all her things. It was funny,
but how it pleased Sophy! And why
not?  Lady Loamshire has her coronet
on her handkerchiefs, and her hushand’s

grandfather, you know, after all, was only

a — cheesemonger: whercas the Pandol-
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finis——  DBut you know that better than
I do”

“Lady Loamshire ! how can you be so
vidiculous ! She is a great personage.
She is an LEnglish countess.”

“And Sophy i1s an Italian one. What
difference is there hesides ?”

“What are you two arguing about?”
said Mr Hunstanton. 1 will set it right
for you, if you will tell me. To be sure,
the Pandolfinis. Tell me all about them,
Diana. T suppose they are very happy,
and all that. They went to the Villa for
the honeymoon, Dnglish fashion? Al
Pandolfini always was an .\nglomaniac;
and I am very glad he has an English
wife. I had a hand in that. Did wmy

wife ever tell you, Diana [

“Oh yes, I told her—she knows every-
thing,” said Mvs Hunstanton, with a sup-

pressed groan; “but when you tell your
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wise deeds, if I were you I would leave
that out. If ever a man had his heart
broken by his friend-——"

“Yes, listen to her, Diana. She wants

me to believe that I spoke to the wrong

person—a likely thing! For you know
I managed it all. Pandolfini put it into
my hands. And she says I made a mis-
take !” said Mr Hunstanton, rubbing Lis
hands.  “ Now I put it to you, Diana,
as an 1mpartial person, supposing even
that I was a fool, as she makes me out,
who was there else to propose to? That's
the question. I defy you to answer
that. If it was not Sophy, who could it
be t”

The two ladies said nothing. They ex-
changed a half-guilty furtive glance, not
venturing even to look at each other openly.
Mr Hunstanton was triumphant ; he rubbed

his hands more and more.
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“You perceive !” he said, “that is the
weak point with women —not but what
I Lave the lighest respect for your judg-
ment, both of you. You are delightfully
rapid in your conclusions,” added My Hun-
stanton, with swcive originality, “and jump
at a truth which we might not reach for
weeks with the aid of pure reason : but the
practical argument has little favour with
you, When I ask you, What other lady
was there? What other could Z have been
sent to? neither the one nor the other of
you can find a word to say.”

“No,” sald Diana; her volce sounded
flat and trembled o little.  ““No,” she
sald, 1 think—you must have done what
was best.”

Mrs Hunstanton gave her an indignant
glance: but what could they say? It
was not possible to utter any name, or

give any indication between them. They
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were even a little overawed by the deter-
mined simplicity of the appeal.

“1 thought you would own it,” he said,
delighted with his vietory. < No, no, I
made no mistake. I am not in the habit of
making mistakes. They were not like cach
other on the surface, but I have always
heard that harmony in diversity is the great
secret of happiness. It was silly of him,
though, to give in about the title. Whut
does 1t signify to call yourselt Count?
Among English people 1t is more a draw-
back than anything else, when there 1s
ncither money to keep it up, nor any par-
ticular distinction.  But I supposc Sophy
liked it.”

“Yes—Sophy liked 1t very much indeed.”

“1 should think Sophy would like it!7
cried Mrs Hunstanton, “and her aunt. A
title of any kind delights a silly woman.

And to think of that foolish little pair, one
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on cither side of poor Pandolfini! Yes,

Diana, I know you have said that you

agrec with Tom. He will gquote you now,

whenever they are mentioned. He will say
: L,

you are cntirely of his opinion.

“1 will say

as I have always said—that
Diana is the most sensible woman I know,”
said Mr Hunstanton, the most reasonable
to sce the force of an argument : and the
most candid—even when she is convinced
against her will.”

“I have no patience with either of you,”
cricd Mrs Hunstanton, getting up and
golng away.

This was all that was said upon the sub-
ject of Pandolfini, My Hunstanton, rub-
bing his hands with a chuckle of triumph
over his own victory and his wife’s discom-
fiture, remained master of the situation.
And the ordinary life was resumed, as if

this little episode had never been. Regi-
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nald, the delicate boy to whom Mrs Norton
had been so kind, asked often if she was
not coming back again. There was no one
like her at bezique, he said. His mother
was very kind, and would play with him
when she was put to it, but Reginald could
see that it bored mamma. Whercas Mrs
Norton was never bored : she liked it—she
was always jolly — was she ever coming
back 7 Diana could give no answer to that
question.  And in the course of the follow-
ing year she had more than one temptation
to transfer the Red House to other tenants.
But she was as faithful as Reginald to her
foolish little neighbours. And the house
remained empty, with Mary Jane in pos-
session, who was very fond of talking of
Madam the C'ountess, which she understood
was her little mistress’s correct style and
title; and thus a whole year went away,

and another midsummer made the woods
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joyful. Diana had little leisure left her to
think of the two small people whom she had
kept warm like birds under her wing, but
nevertheless she went sometimes and looked
at the vacant nest, and still kept it vacant,
and missed them a little, which was stranger
still.  The curate, who also had resumed all
Lis former habits, and spent bis life, when
he was not in the parish, following Diana
with dull faithful eyes that never left her,
met her one day near the deserted house.
He had been visiting the gamekeeper, who
was disabled by some accident, and was
going home by that short cut through the
park.  How his heart beat when he came
upon her all alone! It was very seldom he
saw her alone. It reminded him of that
day when he made his appeal to her about
Pandolfini and she spoke to him of “you
and L7 Would she ever say such words

again ?



AFTERWARDS. 223

“I have been carrying news to Mary
Jane,” said Diana, “of the bhirth of a
little Pandolfini.  She wants to know if
the baby 1s a little lord like Lady Loam-
shire’s baby; but, alas! it is only a little
oirl.”

“ Has 1t come to that?” sald the curate,
startled—though he ought to have known
better with all his parish experiences.

“Oh yes,” sald Diana, with a smile,
“it has come to that. Sophy will be a
charming little mother, and the baby will
make her very happy.”

“You always had a great opinion of—
Madam Pandolfini.”

“Yes,” said Diana, and she laughed,
looking up at him.  “I thought she
would have made the very wife you
want, Mr Spodgrass; but, unfortunately,
[ thought of it too late.”

Thank God! the curate sald devoutly
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within himself. Tor he knew, and she
knew—and he knew that she knew—that
he must have married Sophy had Diana
willed it. Ile would have resisted, but

he would have yielded

and been happy.
How sorry Diana was that it had not
occurred to her in time! “You would
have been a very happy couple,” she said.
“Don’t say anything. I am sure of it.
What a help she would have been in
the parish!” And to this he could not
say 1no.

“I don't know 1if you will like me to
ask,” he said, faltering, and feeling it safe
to change the subject, “but—do they get
on? are they— comfortable? I knew

at the

all about 1t, you remember

time.”
“Did you?” she said, ignoring all that
had passed between them on this subject.

“I have never asked if they were com-
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fortable, Mr Snodgrass; but why should
we doubt it? There is always a little
risk with people of different nationali-
ties; but Sophy always writes in high
spirits.”

“She was in high spirits on her wed-
ding-day !” the curate muttered, furious
with Sophy, for whose sake Diana treated
him with such unusual severity. He had
a double grievance against her now.

“And should not you like your bride
to be in high spirits on her wedding-day ?”

“0b, Miss Trelawny, how hard you are
upon me! when you know I shall never
have any bride,” said the young man,
with a look which he meant to be clo-
quent. They had come to the avenue
by this time, and were about to part.

“Till we find a second Sophy,” she
said, and gave him her hand, smiling, as
she turned towards the house. He stood

VOL. II P
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for a moment looking after her with dull
but wistful eyes. Nothing but that smile
would ever be hig from Diana. DBut if a
second Sophy could be fonnd! The curate
turned and swent on with a little shiver
of conscious weakness. Did not he know,
and did not she know, that what she
commanded he would do? DBut perhaps
along with this fear and consciousness
there was a little flutter of anticipation,
too, in the curate’s faithful breast.

Some weeks after this conversation
another event occurred which surprised
everybody. It happened when Diana
was oub, so that for a full hour the ser-
vants had the privilege of discussing what
had happened before any elucidation was
possible. It was in the afternoon that it
happened — the drowsiest moment of the
day.  Common cabs from the station

carrying luggage very seldom appeared
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in the beautiful avenue, and the butler
knew that no visitor was expected. But
Diana’s servants did not dare to be un-
civil, It was Mrs Norton who was in
the cab, and her big box, made for
Continental travel, which weighted that
humble vehicle above. ““The Red House
—oh, I would not take the liberty,” she
said, with a little tremor in her voice as
she stepped out. She was as dignified
as travel and weariness would permit,
though her bonnet was not so neat as
usual.  “If you will be so very good as
let the man wait in the stableyard till
I see Miss Trelawny. Oh, is she out?
I am very sorry,” said the little lady,
growing pale.  “I think I must wait
and see her. I think I shall have time
to wait and see her. I wonder if there
will be time before the train.” She was

so tired and nervous, and ready to cry
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with this disappointment, that Jervis
made bold to inquire if all was well with
Madam and the baby. “She said, ‘O,
the Countess is very well, I thank you,
Jervis,” he reported, when he went down-
stairs, “as grand as possible. But you
take my word there’s some screw loose,
Meantime, I'll take the poor old gl a
cup of tea.” This is how our servants
speak of us, with that familiar affection
which is so great a bond between the
different classes of society; and Mrs
Norton found Jervis so respectful and so
kind, that her heart swelled within her
as she sat in Diana’s little morning-room,
and sipped her cup of tea. It was so
good, and the house was so large and
quiet, with that well-bred calm which
exists only in an English house, the re-
tarned wanderer said to herself—oh, so

different from old Antonlo, who delivered
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his opinions along with every dish he
served.  When Jervis went down-stairs
she wept a little, and stifled her sobs in
her handkerchief.  What would Diana
say © Would she blame her for this step
she had taken? Would she advise her
to go back again by the next train? Mrs
Norton had not ventured even to have
her big hox taken down from the ecab,
which stood looking so shabby in Diana’s
stableyard.  She was proud, though she
was so humble - minded, and she would
not make any appeal to Diana’s generosity,
or look as if she expected to stay. When
she had finished her tea and her crying,
she went to the mirror and straightened
her bonnet, and tried to look as if she
had never known what a tear was. Dut
when Diana came in all smiling, and
cordial as of old, and looked at her with

indulgent kind eyes that found no fault
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and expressed no suspicion, Mrs Norton
broke down. She threw herself into her
friend’s arms, regardless of her honnet.
¢ Oh, Diana, here I am back again a poor
old lonely woman. And—1I could not
be in England without first coming to

see you; and I feel as if T had nobody

but you

“What is the matter?” cried Diana, in
alarm. ¢ Sophy —— 17

“QOh, Sophy is very well; indeed there
is nothing the matter. I—I got home-
sick I suppose. I—wanted my own
country. She has her Dbaby now, Diana,
she has her friends: she i1s fond of her
own way: and—oh, she does not want
me any more!”

“Well,” said Diana, cheerfully, “and
so you have come home? How sensible
that was !—the very wisest and hest thing

you could do.”
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“Obh, do you think so, Diana?” The
little lady brichtened under these words
of commendation. ¢ But I have no right
to presume upon coming lome after all
this long time,” she said, wistfully. ““And
I know, dear, it was Sophy you cared for.
How could it be me? I was always g-glad
to think that it was S-Sophy that was
cared for. But now she has her baby,
Diana, and I am only a trouble to her.
She does not want me. Oh, Diana, she
would not he so frivolous if he did not
leave her so muech! No, no, I am not
blaming him; he was always kind, you
know, but hLe did not understand us,—
he never made a companion of her. And
now she has so many friends, and talks
Italian like a native (she always was clever
at languages), and they chatter and chat-
ter, and I do not understand a word, and

then she calls me cross.  J/¢ cross, Diana!
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And such strange ways with the baby,
as if T knew nothing about babies. She
even told me so, that I never had one,
and how could I know? And so strange
altogether—a strange man, and a strange
house, and no pleasant fires, and such
strange food! Obh, my dear, what could
I do? He was very kind, and asked me
to stay, but she—she !—never asked me.
She didn’t w-want me-—oh, Diana! 1
think it will b-break my h-heart!”
“Tush! here is Jervis,” said Diana.
Mrs Norton stopped short in the midst
of her sobh. She gave herself a rapid
shake, raised her shoulders, cut short the
heave of her little hosom. No other check
could have told so effectually. It i3 oue
thing to break your heart, but to give
way before the servants is quite another
thing.  She was not capable of such a

breakdown. What Jervis saw when he
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came 1n was a little figure very erect upon
the sofa, with shoulders squared and honnet
straightened, and a smile upon her face.
“Oh yes, Diana, the Countess is quite well,
and the baby is a darling,” said the deceit-
ful little woman. She did not think it
was deceitfulness, but only a proper pride.

And the end was that Mrs Norton was
taken in “for good,” and her big box
dislodged from the cab, and carried to a
pretty room very near Diana’s. She was
not sent away even to the pleasant solitude
of the Red House. When Mrs Hunstan-
ton heard of this, she came over in hot
haste to know, first, how long it was going
to last; second, how Diana could be so
incredibly foolish ; and lastly, whether any-
thing was to be found out about the pair
whom even she now was compelled to
call the Pandolfinis. But AMrs Norton,

it need not be said, put on triple armour
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of defence against the assaults of this
unkindly critic. She met her with smiles
more impenetrable than chain-armour. The
dear baby was so well, and Sophy was
so well, she had taken the opportunity to
run over and see her friends. ¢ For, how-
ever happy one may be,” Mrs Norton said
with feeling, “and however great may be
the happiness one sees around, one’s heart
yearns for one’s old friends.” Thus the
enemy was hatled with equal skill and
sweetness: and no one ever heard from
Diana why it was that Sophy’s aunt had
come back. She took to watching over
Diana, growing pale when she coughed,
and miserable when her head ached, as
she had watched over Sophy; and settled
down into her pretty rooms, with pretty
little protestations that it was too much—
far too much! yet pious hopes that she

might be of use to Diana, who was so
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good to everybody. And Mrs Norton
clearly saw a Higher Hand in all that
had led to this final arrangement, which
was 50 happy a solution of all difficulties.
“The hand of Providence was never more
clear,” she would say with cheerful solem-
nity from her easy-chair. “If Sophy had
not had that cough, neither Diana nor
any of us would have gone to Pisa, and
we never should have met dear Count
Pandolfo, and Sophy would never have
married him. And if Sophy had never
been established in Italy, and so comfort-
able, you would not have thought of tak-
ing me into your own delightful house,
and making me so happy. Oh, how thank-
ful we should be, Diana! This is how
everything works for good. It is seldom,
very seldom, that one sees 1t so very
clear!”

Was it so clear 7—was 1t all for this
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that the Palazzo dei Sogni had witnessed
so many agitations, and that life had
changed so strangely for that one grave
Tuscan, whose days were so full of busi-
ness, and whose little English wife had so
many gossips ?  Poor Pandolfini! Diana
made no answer to her guest’s happy trust
in the Providence which had made such
claborate arrangements for her comfort.
That chapter of life was over, whatever
might have been in it,—over and closed
and ended, till the time when the harvest
shall be gathered, and all shall be known—
where the tares came from, and where the
wheat.

But Pandolfini never brought his wife
to England, notwithstanding the impulse
of mingled recollection and jealousy which
made her long to go home when she heard
of Diana’s adoption of her aunt. ¢ Go,

Sophy, if you will: but this little one is
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too young to travel,” he said. And Sophy,
grumbling, stayed at home. After all, the
man had the best of it. What flower of
happiness so exquisite as this child could
have come into his barren days, but for
Mr Hunstanton’s mistake ¥ Mrs Norton
betrayed that he bhad carried it away,
according to the custom of his Chureh,
and had 1t christened the day after it was
horn, without even consulting the mother
about its name. He had called it Stella,
though that was not a family name even.
Why Stella “—though it was a pretty name
enough. And it is not quite clear that

even Diana knew why.

TIIE EXND.
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—— Our Home in Aveylon Sketches of Peasant Life in
Aveyron aud the Lot. By G. CHRISTOPHER Davies and Mrs BROUGHALL.
Tilustrated with full-page Iilustrations. 8vo, 15s. Cheap Edition, 7s. 6d.

DAYNE. Tribute to Satan. A Novel. By J. BrLrFoRD DAYXE,
Author of “In the Narme of the Tzar.' Crowg 3vo, 28, 64. .

DE LA WARR. An Eastern Cruise in the ‘Edeline.” By the
Countess DE La Warr. In Illustrated Cover. zs.

DESCARTES. The Method, Meditations, and Principles of Philo-
sophy of Descartes. Tranxlated from the Orlgmal Erench and Latin. With a
Ne\» Iutroductory Essay, Historical and Critical, on the Cartesian Philosophy.

By Protessor Verrcr, LL.D., Glasgow Upiversity. Ninth Edition. 6s. 6d.

DICKSON. (11(‘3.1111]“': from Japan. By W. G. Dicksow, Author
of ‘Japan: Being a Sketch of its History, Government, and Officers of the
Empire.” With lustrations. &vo, 16s.

DOGS, OUR DOMESTICATED : Their Treatment in reference
to Food, Diae'lSEb Habits, Punishment, Accomplishments. By ‘ MAGENTA.’

own 8vo, 28. 6

DOMEbTIC E\PERI\IE\TT A. By the Author of ‘Ideala:
Study from Life.” Crown §vo, 65

DR HERMIONE. DBy the Autbor of ‘Lady Bluebeard,” ¢ Zit and
Xoe.” Crown 8vo, 6s.

DU CANE. The Odyssey of Homer, Books I.-XII. Translatedinto
English Verse. By Sir CHarLEs Du Caxk, K.C.M.G. 8vo, 108. 6d.

DUDGEON. History of the Edinburgh or Queen’s Regiment
Light Infantry Militia, now 3rd Battalion The Royal Scots; with an
Account of the Origin and Progress of the Militia, and a Brief S8keteh of the
old Royal Scots. By Major R. C. Dupceon, Adjutant 3rd Battalion The Royal
Scots. Post 8vo, with Illustrations, 1os. 6d.

DUNCAN. Manual of the General Acts of Parliament relating to
the Salinon Fisheries of Scotland from 1828 to 1882. By J. BARRER Duxncaw,
Crown 8vo, 53.

DUNSMORE. Manuﬂ of the Law of Scotland as to the Relations
between Agricultural Tenants and their Landlords, Servants, Merchants, and
Bowers. By W.DUNSMORE. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

DUPRE. Thoughts on Art, and Autobiographical Memoirs of
Giovanni Dupré. Translated from tle Italian by E. M. Peruzzi, with the
permission of the Author. New Edition. With an Introduction by W. W.
Story. Crown 8vo, 108. 6@. .

ELIOT. George Eliot’s Life, Related in her Letters and Journals.
Arranged and Edited by her husband, J. W. Cross. With Portrait and other
Illustrations. Third Edition. 3 vols. post 8vo, 42s.

——-— George Eliot’s Life, (Cabinet Edition.) With Portrait
and other Illustrations... 3 vols. crown §ve, 1ss.

George Eliot’s Life. With Portra1t and other Illustrations.
New detlon in one volume. Crown §vo,

—— Works ot George Eliot (Cabmet Ldltlon) Handsomely
printed in a new tvpe 21 volumes, crown 8vo, price £s, 58. The Volumes
are also sold separately, price ss. each, viz. i —

Romola. 2 vols.—Silas Marner, The Lifted Veil, Brother Jacob. 1 vol.—
Adam Bede. 2 vols.—Scenes of Clerical Life. =2 vols.—The Mill on the Floss.
2 vols.—Felix Holt. 2 vols.—Middlemarch, 3 vols.—Daniel Deronda.
vols.—The Spanish Gypsy. 1 vol.—Jubal, and other Poems, Old and New.
1 vol.—Theophrastus Sueh. 1 vol.—Essays. 1vol.

Novels by GEorer Error. Cheap Edition. Adam Bede. I1-
lustrated. 3s. 6., ¢loth.—The Mill on the Floss. Illustrated. s3s. 6d., cloth.
—Secenes of Cleric 11 Life. INustrated. 3s., cloth.—81las Marner: the Weaver
of Raveloe. [lustrated. 2s. 6d., eloth.—Felix Holt, the Radical. Illus-
trated. 3s 6, cloth.—Rowmola.  With Vignette. 3s. 6d., cloth.

——— Middlemarch. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
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ELIOT. Daniel Deronda. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
Essays. New Edition. Cro“n 8vo, gs.
——— Imypressions of Theophrastus Such. New Ed. Cr. 8vo
The Spanish Gypsy. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s.
The Legend of Jubal, and other Poems, Old aud New.
New Edition, Crown 8vo, ss.
Wise, Witty, and Tender Sayings, in Prose and Veisc.
Selected from the Works of GEorGE Evior. Eighth Edition. Feap. 8vo, 6s.
The George Eliot Birthday Book. Printed on fine paper,

with red horder, and handsomely bound in cloth, gilt. Feap. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 3.

And in French moroeco or Russia, ss.
EbSAV ON SOCIAL SUBIEC'Ib Originally published in the
Saturday Review,” New Ed. First & Second berws 2vols. er. §vn, 6s. each.
EWALD The Crown and its Advisers; or, Queen, Ministers,
Lords and Commnnns, By ALEXANDER CHARLES E\V ALD F.8.A. Crown8vo,ss.
FAITHS OF THE WORLD, The. A Concise History of the
Great Religious Systems of the World By various Authors. Cru\v\'n Svo, 3.
FARRER. A Tour in Grecce in 1880. By RicEarp RIDLEY

Farrer. With Twenty-seven full-page Ilustrations by Lorp WINXDSOR.
Roval 8vo, with a Map, =21s.

FERRIER. Philosophical Works of the late James F. Ferrier,
B.A. Oxon., Professor of Moral Philosophy and Political Econoy, $t Andrews.
New Edition. Edited by Sir ALEX. Graxt, Bart., D.C.L., afd Professor
LousHIiNaToN. 3 Vols, erown 8vo, 348, 6d,
Institutes of Metaphysic. Third Edition. 10s. 6d.
Lectnres on the Early Greek Philosophy. 31 Ed. 108 64d.
Philosophical Remains, including the Lectures on Early
Greek Plilosophy. 2z vols., o4s,
FITZROY. Domua and the Church of England. By A. I TirzRor.
Post 3vo, 7s. o,
FLINT. The Philosophy of History in Europe. By RoBERT
Frixt, D.D., LL.D., Professor of Divinity, University of Edinburgh. 2 vols.
vo. (New Edition in prepuration,
Theism. Being the Baird Lecture for 1876. Eighth Edi-
tion, Crown 8vo, 75. 6d.
Anti-Theistic Theories. Being the Baird Lecture for 1877.
Fourth Edition. Crown &vo, 10s. 6d.
Agnosticism. Being the Croall Lectures for 1837-88.
[Tn the press.
FORBES. Insulinde: Experiences of a Naturalist's Wife in the
Eastern Archipelago. By Mrs H. O, Forpes. Crown Svo, witha Map., 4s. ¢d.
FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited
hy Mrs OuipmaNt,  Price os. 6d.  For List of Volwines published, sce puge 2.
FOSTER. The Fallen City, and Other Poems. By WiILL FosITER.
Crown §vn, 63,

FRA\'CILL()\. (tods and Heroes ; or, The Kingdom of Jujpiter.
y R. B Fraxcieeoy.  With 8 Hinstrations.  Crowu Svo. gs. -
FULLAI»IU\I Merlin : A Drawatic Poem. DBy Rarrn MacLEoD

FeLLARTON. Crown 8vo, ss.
GALT. XNovels by Joux GarT. Feap. 8vo, boards, 2x.; cloth, 2s. 6d.
Aunnals of the Parish.—The Provost.—Sir Audrew Wylie.—
The Entail.
GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCI OF SCOTLAN
Pravers for Social and Family Worship.,  Prepared bv a
Sperial Committee of the General X<S/>ml»1\" of the Chureh of Sentland. En-
tirely New E lition, Revised and Eularged. Feap. &vo, red edyes, 23,
Prayers for hunllv W ul\hllh A Selection from the com-
plete book, Fud . Svo, red edges, prive 13,

s

» 5%




10 LIST OF BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND.
Scottish Hymmnal, with Appendix Incorporated. Pub-
lished for Use in Cliurches by Authority of the General Assembly. T Large
type, cloth, red edges, 25. 6d. ; French moroecco, 48. 2. Bourgeois type, imp
cloth, 1s.; French morocco, 2s. 3. Nonpareil type, cloth, red edges, 6d.;
French morocco, 18. 4d. 4. Paper covers, 3d. 5. SBunday - Schoo. Edition,
paper covers, rd. No. 1, bound with the Psalms and Paraphrases, French
morocco, 8s. No. 2, bound with the Psalms and Paraphrases, cloth, 2s. ;
French morocco, 38.
GERARD. Reata: What's in a Name. By E. D. GEerarD.
Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, z5. 6d.
Beggar my Neighbour. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
——— The Watersof Hercules. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
GERARD. The Land heyond the Forest. Facts, Figures, and
Fancies from Transylvania. By E.GErarp. In Two Volumes. With Maps
and Illustrations. =zss.
Bis: Some Tales Retold. Crown Svo, 6s.
——— A Secret Mission. 2 vols. crown 8vo, 17s.
GERARD. Lady Baby. By DororEea Gerarp, Author of
¢Oithodox.’ Cheap Edition. Crown Svo, 38. 64.
——— Recha. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.
GERARD. Stonyhurst Latin Grammar. By Rev. Joax GERARD.
[New Edition in preparntion.
GILL. Ftee Trade: an luquiry into the Nature of its Operation.
By Ricuarp GrLr. Crown §vo, 7s. 6d.
—  Free Trade under Protection. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
GOETHES FAUST. Translated into English Verse by Sir TAEO-
porE MarTiv, K.C.B. Part I. Second Edition. post 8vo, 6s. Ninth Edi-
tion, feap., 3s. 6d. PartIL. Second Edition, revised. Feap. 8vo, 6s.
GOETHE. Poems and Ballads of Goethe. Translated by Professor
Avroun and Sir THEODORE MarTiN, K.C.B. Third Edition, fcap. 8vo, 6s.
GOODALL. Juxta Crucem. Studies of the Love that is over us.
By the late Rev. CHARLES GoopalL, B.D., Minister of Barr. With a Memoir
by Rev. Dr Strong, Glasgow, and Portrait. Crown §vo, 6s.
GORDON CUMMING. Two Happy Years in Cevlon. By C.TF.
Gonrporx CoamiINg. With 15 full-page Tlustrations and :1t)Iap. Fourth Edi-
tion. =z vols. 8vo, 308,
At Home in Fiji. Fourth Edition, post 8vo. With Illus-
trations and Map. 7s. 6d.
A Lady’s Cruise in a French Man-of-War. New and
Cheaper Edition. 8vo. With Illustrations and Map. 72s. 6d.
——— Fire-Fountains. The Kingdom of Hawaii: Its Volcanoes,
and the History ofit.s Missions. With Map and Illustrations. 2 vols.8vo, 25s.
~——— Wanderings in China. New and Cheaper Edition. 8vo,
with Illustrations, ros.
— ——— QGranite Crags: The Yo-semité Recion of California. I1-
Tustrated with 8 Engravings. New and Cheaper Edition. §vo, 8s. 6d
GRAHADM. The Life and Work of Syed Ahmed Khan, C.S.1.
By Lieut.-Colonel G. F. I. GragAM, B.8.C. 8vo, 145.

GRAHAM. DManual of the Elections (Seot.) (Corrupt and Illegal
Practices) Act, 1800. With Analysis, Relative Art of Sederunt, Appendix

ng the Corrupt Practices Acts of 1883 and 1885, and Copious Index.
By J. Epwarp GrauadM, Advocate. 8vo, 4s. 6d.

GRANT. Bush-Life in Queensland. By A. C. Gravt. New
Editirn. Crown 8vo, 6s.

GRIFFITHS. Locked Up. By Major ARTHUR GRIFFITHS,

Author of ‘ The Wrong Road,” ‘Chronicles of Newgate,” &c. With Illustrations
by C. T. 8STaxtLaxp, R.I. Crown 8vo, zs. 6d.

GUTHRIE-SMITH. Crispus: A Drama. By H. GUureRIE-SMITH.

Tn one volume. Feap. 4to, ss.
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HAINES, Unless! A Romance. By Raxporerr Harxes, Crown
8vo, 6s. :

HALDANE. Subtropical Cultivations and Climates, A Handy
B;mk for Planters, Culonists‘_and Settlers. By R. C. HaLpaxe. Postavo, gs.

HALLETT. A Thousand Miles on an Elephant in the Shan States.
By HoLt 8. H. ETT, M. Inst. C.E., F.R.G.S,, M.R.A.S., Hon. Member Man-
chester and Ty de Geographical Societies,  $vo, with Maps and nuuerous
Ilustrations, 21s.

HAMERTON. Wenderholme : A Story of Lancashire and York-

shire Life. By PriLle GILEERT HAMERTON, Author of ‘A Painter's Camp.” A
New Edition. Crown $vo, 6s.

HAMILTON. Lectures on Metaphysics. By Sir Wirriay Hasrn-
Tox, Bart., Professor of Logic and Metapliysics in the University of Edinburgh.
Edited by the Rev. H. L. MaxseL, B.D., LL.D., Dean of 8t Poul's ; and JoRX
Verred, M.A., LL.D., Professor of Logic and Rlietoric, Glusgow. Seventh
Edition. 2 vols. §vo, 243,
Lectures on Logic. Edited by the Saye. Third Edition.
z \'ols... 248,

Discussions on Philosophy and Literature, Education and
University Reform.. Third Edition, §vo, 2ts.

Memoir of Sir William Hamilton, Bart., Professor of Logic
and Metaphysics in the University of Edinburgh. By Professor VEITCH, of the
Uui)’ersity n_f Glasgow. 8\'0_, with Portrait, 15s.

Sir Williain Hamilton : The Man and his Philesophy.
Two Lectures delivered before the Edimburgh Phuosophical Institution,
January and Febrnary 1853, By the Same.  Crown gvo, 28

HAMLEY. The Operations of War Explained and Illustrated. By
General SirEpwarp Bruce Haarney, K. C.B., K.C.M.G., M.P. Fifth Edition,
revised througlhiout. g4to, with numerous Ilustrations, 3os.

———  National Defence ; Articles and Speeches.  Post 8vo, 6s.

Shakespeare’s Funeral, and other Papers.  Post 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Thomas Carlyler : An Essay. Second Ed.  Cr. §vo, 25 6d.

On Outposts. Second Edition. 8vo, 2s.

Wellington’s Career ; A Military and Political Swmmary.
Crown 8vo, 2s.

Lady Lee’s Widowhood. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

Our Poor Relations. A Philozoic Essay. With Illus-
trations, chiefly by Ernest Griset Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d.

HAMLEY. Guilty, or Not Guilty? A Tale. By Major-General
W. G. HaMLEY, late of the Royal Engineers. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

HARRISON. The Scot in Ulster. The Story of the Scottish
Settlement in Ulster. By Jomy Harrisox, Author of ¢ Qure Tounis Col-
ledge.” Crown Sve, 25, 6d.

HASELL. Bible Partings. By E. J. Haserr. Crown 8vo, 6s.

——  Short Family Prayers. Cloth, 1s. )

HAY. The Works of the Right Rev. Dr George Hay, Bishop of
Edinhnrgh. Edited under the Supervision of the Right Rev. Bishop STRaIN.
With Memoir and Portrait of the Author. s vols. crown 8vo, bound in extra
cloth, £r, 1s. The following Volutres may be had separately—viz. :

The Devout Christian Instructed in the Law of Christ trom the Written Word. =
vols., 8s. —Tle Pious Christian Instructed in the Nature and Practice of the Principal
Exercises of Piety. 1 vel. 33 .
HEATLEY.  The Horse-Owner’s Safeguard. A Handy Medical

Guide for every Man who owns a Horse. By G. S. HEATLEY, M.R.C.V.8,
Crown Svo, 53. A . .
The Stock-Owner’s Guide. A Handy Medical Treatise for
averv Man who owns an Ox or a_CowA Crown 8vo, 48. 6d.
HEDDERWICK. Layvs of Middle Age; aund other Poems. By

Jases HeppErwick, LL.D. Price 3s. €.
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HEDDERWICK. Backwurd Glances; or, Some Personal Recollec-
tions. With a Portrait. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. i 3
HEMANS. The Poctical Works of Mrs Hemans. Copyright Edi-
tions. —Royal 8vo, 55.—The Same, with Engravings, cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.
—=Six Vols. in Three, feap., 12s. 64.
SELEcT PoEMs oF Mrs HeEmans, Feap., cloth, gilt edges, 3s.

HERKLESS. Cardinal Beaton Priest and Politician. By JomN
Herkress, Minister of Taunadice. With a Portrait.  Post 8vo, 7s. 6d.
HOME PRAYERS. By Ministers of the Church ot Scotland and

Members of the Church Service Society. Second Edition. Fcap. 8\'0, 38.
HOMER. The Odyssey. Translated into English Verse in the
Spenserian Stanza. By PHILIP STANHOPE WorsLeY. Third Edition, =z vols.
feap., 12s.
The Iliad, Trauslated by P. S. WoRSLEY and Professcr
CONINGTON. 2 vols. crown §vo, 21s.
HUTCHINSON. Hints on the Game of Golf. By Horace G.
HurcmiNson. Sixth Edition, Enlarged. Feap. 8vo, cloth, 1s.
IDDESLEIGH. Lectures and Essays. By the late EsRL oF
IppesteicH, G.C.B., D.C.L., &c. 8vo, 16s.
——— Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford Northeote, First
Earl of Iddesleigh. By ANpREW LaNc. With Three Portraits and a View of
Pynes. Third Edition. 2 vols  Post §vo, 318. 6d.
PoptLar EpiTion. In one volume, With two Plates. Post 3vo, 7s, 6d.
INDEX GEOGRAPHICUS : Being a List, alphabetically arranged,
of the Principal Places on the Globe, with the Countries and Subdivisions of

the Countries in w. luch the) are situated, and their Latitudes and Longitudes.
Iinperial 8vo, pp.

JEAN JAMBON, Our TI‘lp to Blunderland ; or, Grand Excursion
to Blundsrtown and Back. By Jeanx JaxeoN. With Sixty Illustrations
designed by CHARLES DoYLE, engraved by Darzier. Fourth Thousand.
Cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 6d. Cheap Edition, ecloth, 3s. 6d. Boards, 2s. 6d.

JENNINGS. Mr Gladstone: A Study. By Lovuts J. JEXNINGS,
ALP., Author of ‘ Republican Government in the United States,’ ‘The Croker
Memoirs,” &e. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 1s.

JERNINGHAM. Reminiscences of an Attaché. By HuserT
BE. H. JerNiNgHsM. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, ss.

———— Diane de Breteunille. A Love Story. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d,

JOHNSTON. The Chemistry of Common Life. By Professor
J. F. W. JousstoN. New Editicn, Revised, and brought down to date. By
ARTHUR HERBERT CHURCH, JM.A. Oxon.; Auther of ‘Food: its Sources,
Constituents, and Uses,” &e. With Maps and 102 Engravings. Cr. S$vo, 7s. 6d.

Elenients of Acrrlcultural Chemistry and Geology. Re-
vised, and brought down to date. By Sir CAsRLES A. CAMERON M.D.,
FRCSI &e. Sixteenth Edition. Feap. 8vo, 6s, 6d.

Catechism of Agricultural Chemlctlv and Geology. Re-
vised by Sir €. A. CaMERON. With numerous llinstratione,

[New Edition in preparation.

JOHNSTON. Patrick Hamilton : a Tragedy of the Reformation
in Seotland, 1528 By T P.Jou~xsTow. Cro“nS\o with Two Efchings. ss.

KEBBEL. The Ol1 and the New : Enclish Country Life,  The
Conntry Clergy—The Country Gentlemen—The Farmers—The Peasantry—
The "htrenlh Ceutury. By T. E KEeeerr, M A, Author of ¢ Azricultaral

Labourers,” ‘Essays in History and Pl)htlLs, “Lite of Lord Beaconstield.’
Crown £vo, ss.

KING. The Metamorphoses of Ovid. Translated in English Blank
Verse. By HeEnrv King, M.A., Fellow of Wadham College, O)ford and of
the Inner Temple, B\rllsfer at- fow Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

KINGLAKE. I‘II\LOIV of the Invasion of the Crimea. By A.W.
KINGLAKE. CabinetBdition, revised. With an Index to the Complete Work,
Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Complete in g Vols., cxown 8vo, at 6s. each.
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KINGLAKE, History of the Invasion of the Crimea. Demy 8vo.
Vol. VI. Winter Troubles. With a Map, 16s. Vols, VIL. and VIII.. From
the Morrow of Inkerman to the Death of Lord Raglan. With an Index to
the Whole Work., Witk Maps and Plans. 28s.

Eothen. A New Edition, uniforni with the Cabinet Edition
of the ‘ History of the Invasion of the Crimea,’ price 6s.

KENEIPP. My Water-Cure. As Tested through more than Thirty
Years, and Described for the Flealing of Diseases and the Preservation of Health.
By Senastiay Kxerep, Parish Priest of Worishoten (Bavaria), With a Portait
and vthiey Illnstrations. Ouly Authorised English Trauslation. Translated from
the Thirtieth German Edition by A. de F.  Crown 8vo, ss.

KNOLLYS. The Elements of Field-Artillery. Designed for the
Use of Infantry and Cavalry Officers. By Hexry KxNorirvs, Captain Royal
Artillery ; Author of ‘From Sedan to Saarbruck,’ Editor of ‘ Incidents in the
Sepay War,” &c. With Engravings. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

LAMINGTON. In the Days of the Dandies. DBy the late Lord
Layrsgroy. Crown 8vo.  Illustrated eover, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d.

LAWLESS. Hurrish: a Study. By the Hon. Eminy Lawipess,
Author of ¢ A Chelsea Householder,” &e. Fourth Edition, crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

LAWSON. Spainof To-day : A Descriptive, Industrial, and Finan-
cial Survey of the Pemunsula, with a full account of the Rio Tinto Mines. By
W. R. Lawson., Crown §vo, 35 6.

LEES. A Handbook of the Sheriff and Justice of Peace Small
Deht Conrts. gvo, 75, 6d.

LIGHTFOOT. Studiesin Philosophy. By the Rev.J. LicrTFOOT,
M.A.,D.Sc., Vicar of Cross Stone, Todmorden. Crown §vo, 4s. 6d,

LLOYD. Ireland under the Land League. A Nuarrative of Personal
Experiences. By CLiFForD LLovn, 8pecial Resident Magistrate.  Post §vo, €s.

LOCKHART. Novels by LaukrenxcE W. B. LOCEHART. See
Blackwoods’ New Series of Three-and-Sixpenny Novels on page s.

LORIMER. The Institutes of Law : A Treatise of the Principles
of Jurisprudence as determined by Nature, By the late JanEs LoRIMER,
Professor of Public Law and of the Law of Nature and Nations in the Uni-
versity of Edinburgh. New Edition, revised and much enlarged. 8vo, 18s.

The I[nstitutes of the Law of Nations. A Treatise of the
Jural Relation of Separate Political Communities. In 2 vols. 8vo., Volume
1., price 16s. Volume Il price zos.

LOVE. Scottish Church Music. Its Composers and Sources. With
Musical Illustrations. By Jases Love. In 1 vol. post §vo, 7s. 6d.

M‘COMBIE. Cattle and Cattle-Breeders. By WiLLiam M‘Comupig,
Tillyfour. New Edition, enlarged, with Memoir of the Author. By JaMES
MacpoNALD, of the ‘ Farming World.” Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

MACRAE. A Handbook of Deer-Stalking. By ALexaNDER
MACRAE, late Forester to Lord Henry Bentinck. With Introduction by
HorATIo Ross, Esq. Fcap. 8vo, with two Photographs from Life. 3s. 6d.

M‘CRIE. Works of the Rev. Thomas M‘Crie, D.D. Uniform Edi-
tion. Four vals. crown 8vo, 248. L. .

Life of John Knox. Containing Illustrations of the His-
tory of the Reformation in Scotland. Crown 8vo, 6s. Another Edition, 3s. 6d,

Life of Andrew Melville. Containing Illustrations of the
Eeelesiastical and Literary History of Scotland in the Sixteenth and Seven-
teenth Centnries. Crown 8vo, 6s. .

History of the Progress and Suppression of the Reforma-
tion in Ttaly in the Sixteenth Century. Crown 8vo, 48.

History of the Progress and Suppression of the Reforma-
tion in Spai‘n in the Sixteenth Century. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

- TLeectnres on the Book of Esther. Feap. 8vo, 5s.

MACDONALD. A Manual of the Criminal Law (Scotland) Pro-
cedure Act, 1837. By NorMaN DoraN MaCDONALD. Revised by the Lorp
JusTICE-CLERK. 8vo, cloth, ros. 6d.
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MACGREGOR. Life and Opinions of Major-General Sir Charles
MucGregor, K.C.B.,, C.8.1,, C.LE, Quartermaster-General of India. From
Lis Letters and Diaries. Edited by LaDpy MacGREGOR. With Portraits and
Maps to illustrate Campaizus in which he was engaged. 2 vols. 8vo, 358,

MINTOSH. The Book of the Garden. By CHarLEs M‘INTOSH,
formerly Curator of the Royal Gardens of his Majesty the King of the Belgians,
and lately of those of his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, K.G., at Dalkeith Pal-
ace. 2 vols. royal 8vo, with r3so Engravings. £4, 78. 6d. Vol. I. On the
Formation of Gardens and Construction of Garden Editices. £z, 1os.

Vol. I1. Practical Gardening. 4£1, 178. 6d. .

MACINTYRE. Hindu-Koh: Wanderings and Wild Sports on and
bheyond the Himalayas. By Major-General DoxaLp DAcCINTYRE, V.C., late
Prince of Wales’ Own Goorkhas, F.R.G.S. Dedicated to H.R.H. The Prince of
Weles. New and Cheaper Edition, revised, with numerous Illustrations,
post 8vo, 78. 6d. X _ . ..

MACKAY. A Sketch of the History of Fife and Kinross, A
Study of Scottish History and Character. By E. J. G. Mackay, Sheriff of
tlhiese Counties. Crown 5vo, &s. .

MACKAY. A Manual of Modern Geography ; Mathematical, Phys-
ical, and Political. By the Rev. ALEXaNDER Mackay, LL.D., F.R.G.8. 11th
Thousand, revised to the present time. Crown 8vo, pp. 688. 7s. 6d.

Elements of Modern Geography. s5sth Thousand, re-

vised to the present time., Crown 8vo, pp. 300, 35.

The Intermediate Geography. Intended asan Intermediate
Book between the Author’s ¢ Ontlines of Geography' and ¢ Elements of Geo-
graphy.’ Sixteenth Edition, revised. Crown §vo, pp. 238, 2s.

Outlines of Modern Geography. 183th Thousand, revised
to the present time. 18mo, pp. 118, 1S.

——— First Steps in Geography. 1o05th Thousand. 18mo, pp.
56. Sewed, 4d.; cloth, 64.

Elements of Physiography and Physical Geography.
With Express Reference to the Instructions issued Ly tle Science and Art
Department. 3oth Thousand, revised. Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d.

Facts and Dates; or, the Leading Events in Sacred and
Profane History, and the Principal Facts in the various Physical Sciences.
For Schools and Private Reference. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

MACKAY. AnOldScots Brigade. DBeingthe History of Mackay’s
Regiment, now incorporated with the Royal Scots. With an Appendix cou-
taining many Original Documents connected with the History of the Regi-
ment. By JorN Mackay (late) oF HERRIESDALE. Crown 8vo, 5s.

MACKENZIE. Studies in Roman Law., With Comparative Views
of the Laws of France, England, and Scotland. By Lorp MACEENZzIE, one of
the Judges of the Court of Session in Scotland. Sixth Edition, Edited by
JorN KIRKPATRICK, Esq., M.A., LL B., Advocate, Professor of History in
the University of Edinburgh. 8vo, 12s.

M‘KERLIE. Galloway: Ancient and Modern. An Account of the
Historic Celtic District. By P. H. M‘Kerure, F.8.A. Scot.,, F.R.G.8., &e,
Author of “ Lunds and their Owners in Galloway.” Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

MPHERSON. Summer Sundays in a Strathmore Parish. By J.
GorpoN M‘PHERsON, Ph.D., F.R.8.E., Minister of Ruthven. Crown §vo, ss.

Golf and Golfers. Past and Present. With an Introduction by
the Right Hon. A. J. BALFoUR, and a Portrait of the Author. Feap. 8vo, 1s. 6d.,

MAIN. Three Hundred English Sonnets. Chosen and Edited by
Davip M. Main. Feap. 8vo, 6s.

MAIR. A Digest of Laws and Decisions, Ecclesiastical and Civil,
relating to the Constitution, Practice, and Affairs of the Church of Scotland.
With Notes and Forms of Procedure. By the Rev. WirLiax MAIr, D.D.,
Minister of the Parish of Earlston. Crown 8vo. With Supplements, 8s.

MARMORNE. The Story is told by ADOLPHUS SEGRAVE, the
youngest of three Brothers, Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

MARSHALL. French Home Life. By FREDERIC MARSHALL,
Author of ¢ Claire Brandon.” 8econd Edition, ss.
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MARSHALL. It Tappened Yesterday, A Novel.  Crown Svo, 6.

MARSHMAN. History of India. From the Earliest Period to the
Close of the India Company’s Governent ; with an Epitome of Sulisequent
Eveuts. By JuHN CLark MarseEMaN, C.8.1. Abridged from the Author's
larger work. Second Edition, revised. Crown 8vo, with Map, 6s. 6d.

MARTIN. Goethe’s Faust. Part I. Translated by Sir TEEODOKE
MartIN, KE.C.B.  Secoud Ed., crown §vo, 65. Ninth Ed., feap &vo, 35, 6d.

Goethe’s Faust. Part II. Translated into English Verse.
Second Edition, revised. Feap. §vo, 6s.

The Works of Horace. Translated into English Verse,
with Life and Notes. 2 vols. New Edition, crown 8vo, 21s.

Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine. Done into Eng-
lish Verse. Sccond Edition. Printed on payicr vergé, crown 8vo, 8s.

The Song of the Bell, and other Translations from Schiller,
Goetlie, Uliland, and Others. Crown §vo, 7s. 6d.

———  Cuatullus. With Life and Notes. Sccond Ed., post 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Aladdin : A Dramatic Poem. DBy ApaM OEHLENSCHLAE-
GER. Frap. 8vo, 3s.

Correggio: A Tragedy., By OEHLENSCHLAEGER., With
Notes. Feap. 8vo, 38.

King Rene’s Dauchter: A Danish Lyrical Drama. By
Hexrig Hertz, Seeond Edition, feap., 2s. 6d.

MARTIN. On some of Shakespeare’s Female Characters. In a
Series of Letters. By Heuexa Favclr, Lapy MarTiy, Dedicated by per-
wission to Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen, XNew Edition, enlarged.
3vo, with Portrait by Lane, 7s. 6d.

MATHESON. Can the Old Faith Live with the New? or the
Prohlem of Evolution and Revelation. Bythe Rev. Georce MaTtHESON, D.D.
Third Edition. Crown gvo, 75. 6d.

The Psalmist and the Secientist; or, Modern Value of the
Religious Sentiment, New and Cln_eaper Edition. Crn\\'ula\'n, 35.

———  Spiritual Development of St Paul. 34 Edition. Cr. 8vo, 53

—— Sacred Sonvs. New and Cheaper Eilition.  Cr. Svo, 25 6,

MAURICE. The Balance of Military Power in Europe. An
Examination of the War Resources of Great Britain and the Continental States.
BBy Colonel Maurice, R.A., Professor of Military Art and History at the Royal
Statf College. Crown svo, with a Map. 6s.

MAXWELL., Nooutide Essays. DBy Siv Hewperr E. Maxwery,
Bart., M.P., F.8.A., &c., Awthor of ‘Studics in the Topography of Galloway,” &ve,

Post §vo., (Tadamedd ientcd g,
MEREDYTH. The Brief for the Government, 1886-g2. A Hunl-
hook for Conservative and Uaionist Writers, Speakers, &e. Secound Edition.

By W. H. MEREuYTH. Crown gvo, 2s. &d. . . N
MICHEL. A Critical [nquiry into the Scottish Language. With
the view of Illustrating the Rise and Progress of Civilisation in Scotland. By
Fraxcisque-Mieurr, F.8.A. Lond. and Scot., Correspouclant de I'Institut de
France, &c. ato, printed onhand-made paper, and hound in Ro_xburghe, Ghs,
MICHIE. The Larch: Being a Practical Treatise on its Culture
and General Management. By CEr1sToPHER Y. Micuig, Forester,Cullen House,
CQrown 8vo, with Illnstrations. Newand Chenper_ Edition, enlarged, 5s.
" The Practice of Forestry. Cr.8vo, with Illustrations. 6s.
MIDDLETON. The Story of Alastair Bhan Comyn ; or, The
Tracedy of Dunphail A Tale of Trnditirrn_ and Romance. By the Lady
MipDLETON. Square 8vo 108 Cheaper Evition, ss.
MILLER. Landscape Geology. A Plea for the Study of Geolouy by
L:m:isr-ape Painters. By ran MILLER, of H.M. Geologizal Survey, Cr.8vo, 3s.
MILNE-HOME. Mammw's Black Nurse Stories.  West Indian
- anlk-lx,»re. By Marv Paseca Micve-Hodxe. With six full-page tinted Illus.
trations. Small 4to, ss.
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MINTO. A Manual of English Prose Literature, Biographical
and Critical : designed mainly to show Characteristics of Style. B)" w. M'IIfTO,
M.A., Professor of Logic in the University of Aberdeen. Third Edition,
revised. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. s

Characteristics of English Poets, from Chaucer to Shirley.
New Edition, revised. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. . .

MOIR. Life of Mansie Wauch, Tailor in Dalkeith. By D. M.
Molr. With 8 Illustrations on Steel, by the late GEorge CRUIKSHANK.
Crown 8§vo, 35. 6d. Another Edition, fcap. 8vo, 1s. 6d.

MOMERIE. Defects of Modern Christianity, and other Sermons.
By ALFRED WILLIaMs MoMERIE, M.A. D.Se., LL.D. 4th Ed.ition. Qr.YSvo, 58,

The Basis of Religion. Being an Examination of Natural
Religion. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s8. 6d. .

The Origin of Evil,and other Sermons. Seventh Edition,
enlarged. Crown §vo, ss. .

Personality. The Deginning and End of Metaphysics, and
a Necessary Assumption in al) Positive Philosopby. Fourth Ed. Cr. 8vo, 3s.

Agnosticism. Third Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Preaching and Hearing; and other Sermons. Third
Edition, Enlurged. Crown 8vo, ss.

Beliet in God. Third Edition. Crown Sve, 3s.
Inspiration ; and other Sexmons, Second Ed. Cr. 8vo, gs.

w——— Church and Creed. Seccond Edition. Crown Svo, 4s. 6d. .

MONTAGUE. Campaigning in South Africa. Reminiscences of
an Officer in 1879. By Captain W. E. MONTAGUE, g4th Regiment, Author of
‘ Claude Meadowleigh,” &c. 8&vo, 10s. &d.

MONTALEMBERT. Memoir of Count de Montalembert. A
Chapter of Recent French History. By Mrs OLIPHANT, Author of the ‘Liie
of Edward Irving,” &c¢. 2 vols. crown 8vo, 41, 48. N

MORISON. Sordello. An OQutline Analvsis of Mr Browning’s
Poeln. By JEaxie Morisox, Author of ‘The Purpose of the Ages,” *Ane
Booke of Bullades,” &c. Crown §vo, 3s.

Selections from Poems,  Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d.

There as Here.  Crown 8vo, 3s.
~.7 A limited impression on handmade paper, bound in vellum, 7s. 6d.
———  “Of Tifine at the Fair,” “ Christmas Eve and Easter Day,”

and other of Mr Brewning's Poems.  Crown £vo, 38,

MOZLEY. says from * Blackwoud.” By the late AXxE MozLEy,
Author of ¢ Essays on Social Sulijects’; Editor of * The Letters aud Correspond-
ence of Curlipal Newman,” ‘ Letters of the Rev. J. B. Mozley," &c¢. With a
Memoir by her Sister, Fanyy Mozreey. Post 8va, 7s. 6d.

MUXNRO. On Valuation of Property. By Wrirriay Moxgro, M.A.,
Her Majesty’s Assessor of Railways and Canals for Scotland. Second Edition.
Revised and enlarged. 8vo, 3s. 6d.

MURDOCH. Manual of the Law of Insolvency and Bankruptey :
Comprehending a Summary of the Law of Insolvency, Notour Bankruptey,
Composition - contracts, Trust-deeds, Cessios, and Sequestrations; and the
Winding-up of Joint-Stock Companies in Scotland ; with Annotations on the
various Insolvency and Bankruptcy Statutes; and with Forms of Procedure
applicable to these Subjects. By JaMEs MURDOCH, Member of the Faculty of
Procurators in Glasgow. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged, 8vo, 41, 10s.

MY TRIVIAL LIFE AND MISFORTUNE: A Gossip with
no Plotin Particular. By A PrLalx WoMmax. Cheap Ed., crown 8vo, 38. 6d.

By the S8AME AUTHOR.
POOR NELLIE. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

NAPIER. The Construction of the Wonderful Canon of Logar-
ithms. By Jomy NariEr of Merchiston. Translated, with Notes, and a
Catalogue of Napier's Works, by WiLLIaM RaAE MacDonaLD, Small 4to, 158,
A few large-paper copies on Whatman paper, 3os.
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NEAVES. Songs and Verses, Social and Scientific. By an Old
Contributor to ‘Maga.’ By the Hon. Lord NEaves. Fifth Ed., feap. 8vo, 4s.

——— The Greek Anthology. Being Vol. XX. of ‘Ancient
Classies for English Readers.” Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

NICHOLSON. A DManual of Zoolouy, for the Use of Students.
With a General Introdnction on the Principles of Zoologzy By HENRY AL-
LEYNE NicrorsoN, M.D., D.Sc¢., F.L.S., F.G.S., Regius Professor of Natural
History in_ the University of Aherdeen. Seventh Edition, rewritten and
enlarged. Post 8vo, pp. 956, with 555 Engravings on Wood, 18s.

Text-Book of Zoology, for the Use of Schools. Fourth Edi-
tion, enlarged. Crown 8vo, with 138 Engravings on Wood, 7s. 6d.

Introductory Text-Book of Zoology, for the Use of Junior
Classes. Sixth Edition, revised and enlarged, with 166 Eogravings, 3s.

Outlines of Natural History, for Beginners ; being Descrip-
tions of a Progressive Series of Zoological Types. Third Edition, with
Engravings, 1s. 6d.

A Manual of Palmontology, for the Use of Students.
With a Genecal [ntroduction on the Principles of Paleontology. By Professor
H. ALLEYNE NicnorsoN and RICHARD LYDEKKER, B.A. Third Edition. Re-
written and greatly enlarged. 2 vols. 8vo, with Engravings, £ 3, 3s.

The Ancient Life-History of the Earth. An Outline of
the Principles and Leading Facts of Paleontological Science. Crown 8vo,
with 276 Engravings, 10s. 6d.

On the “Tahulate Corals’ of the Pal®ozoic Period, with
Critical Desecriptions of Illustrative Species. Illustrated with 15 Litho-
graph Plates and numerous Engravings. Super-roval 8vo,21s.

Synopsis of the Classification of the Animal King-
dom. 8vo, with ro6 Illustrations, 6s.

On the Structure and Affinities of the Genus Monticuli-
pora and its Sub-Genera, with Critical Descriptions of Illustrative Species.
Iustrated with numerous Engravings on wood and lithographed Plates.
Super-royal 8vo, 18s.

NICHOLSON. Communion with Heaven, and other Sermouns.

By thelate MaxweLL NicHOLSoN, D.D., Minister of 8t Stephen’s, Edinburgh.
Crown 8vo, 5s. 6d.
———— Restin Jesus. Sixth Edition. Feap. 8vo, 4s.6d.
NICHOLSON. A Treatise on Money, and FEssays on Present
Monetary Problems. DBy Joseru Smierd NicHoOLSON, M.AL, D.8c., Professor
of Commercial and Political Economy and Mercantile Law in the University
of Edlinburgh. Svo, ros. 6d.
Thoth. A Romance. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d.
A Dreamer of Dreams. A Modern Romance. Second
Edition. Crown 8vn, 6s.
NICOLSON axp MURE. A Handbook to the Local Govern-
ment (Scotland) Aet, 1829. With Introduction, Explanatory Notes, and
Index. By J. Bapexacn NicoLsoN, Advocate, Counsel to the Scoteh Educa-
tion Department, and W. J. MvrE, Advocate, Lezal Seeretary to the Lord
Advoeate for Scotland. Ninth Reprint. 8vo, ss.

OLIPHANT. Masollam : a Problem of the Period. A Novel.
By LAURENCE OLIPEANT. 3 vols. post Svo, 2zs. 6d

———  Scientific Religion ; or, Higher Passibilities of Life and
Practice through the Operation of Natural Forces, Second Edition. Sve, 16s.

Altiora Peto. DBv LavrexckE OLrEANT.  Cheap Edition.
Crown 8veo, boards, os. fl.: cloth, 32. 64, Ilnstrated Edition. Crown Svo,
cloth, 6s. . .

———  Piccadilly. With Illustrations hy Richard Doyle. New

Edition, 3s. 6. Clieap Edition, Loands as 6:1,.

— Traitsand Travesties: Sactul and Political. Post §vo, 10s. 64.
Haifa: Life in Modern Palestine. 2d Edition. 8vo, 7s. 6.
Episodes in a Life of Adventure ; or, Moss from a Rolling

Stone. Fifth Edition. Post 8vo, 6s.
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-

OLIPHANT. The Land of Gilead. With Excursions 1n the
Tsbanon. With Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, 218.

Memoir of the Life of Lanrence Ol]]xhant and of Alice

Olipliant, Lis Wife. By Mrs M. 0. W. OnipaaNT. Seventh Edition. Inz vols.

post gvo, with Portraits. '-r~ -
Porerar Boitiox,  With a New Dieluee. DPost 3vo. With Dortraits, 7s. 6d.

OLIPHANT. Katie Stewart. By Mrs OLIPHANT. 2s. 6d.

— Two Stories of the Seen and the Unsecn.  The Open Door
—Old Ludy Mary.  Paper Covers, 1s.

——— Soms and Danghters.  Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

OLIPHANT. XNotes of a Pilprimace to Jtlu alem and the Holy
Lanll, Dy F. R, Ovtpant. Croiwn 2vo, 24 Gl .

ON SURREY HILLS. By A Sox oF THE MaRsHE” Second
Edition.  Crown £ve, {=.

By 1o SaME AUTHOR.

Annals of a Fishing Villuge. Edited by J. A. OwEN,
Chieap Edition. Crowl v, 6. W ith 7 fill-page Ilnstratious, 7s. 6d.
Within an Hour of London Town.  Among Wild Birds und
their Hunnts,  Crovwn Svo, 65 L . .

OSSIAN. The Poems of Ossian in the Original Gaelic. With a
Literal Translation into English, and a Dissertation on the Authenticity of the
Poems. By thie Rev, ARCHIBALD CLERE. 2 vols. imperial 8vo, ,{1‘ 118. 64.

OSWALD. By Fell and Fjord ; or, Scenes and btudles in Iceland.
By E. J. OswaLp. Post §ve, mth Ilustrations.

PAGE. Introductory Text- Bonk of (:eoloav Bv Davip PaGE,
LL.D., Professor of Geology in the Durbam Univ ersity of Physical Science
i\P\vustle, and Professor LapworTtH of Mason Science Cullem Birmingham.
With Engravings and Glossarial Index. Twelfth Edition. Reévised and En-
larged. 3s. 6d.

——— Advanced Text-Book of Geology, Descriptive and Indus-
trial. With Engravings, and Glossary of Scientific Terms, Sixth Edition, re-
vised and enlar wed, 7s. 6d.

Introductory Text-Book of Physical Geography. With
Sketeh-dMaps audIllustrations. Edite dby Profes or LapwortH, LL.D., F.G.8,,
&e., Masou Science College, Birminghan. 12th Edition. 2s.6d.

Advanced Text-Book of Physical Geography. Third
Edition, Bevugq and Enlarged by Prof. LaPwortE. With Engravings. ss.

PATON. Spindrift. By SirJ. NoEL Parox. Feap., cloth, gs.

——— Poems by a Painter. Feap., cloth, 5s.

PATON. Boady and Soul. A Romance in Transcendental Path-
ologv. By Freperick NovL Patox. Third Edition.  Crewn Sve, 1s.
PATRICK. The Apology of Origen in Reply to Celsus, A
Chapter in the History of Apologetics. By Rev. J. Parnerx, B.D. In oz
vol. crown &vo., R . {In the jprcss,

PATTERSON. [Essays in History and Art. By R. HocarrE
PATTERSON. 8VvoO, 128,

——— The New Golden Age, and Influence of the Precious
Metals upon the World. =2 vols, 8vo, 31s. 6d

PAUL. History of the Royal Compfmv of Archers, the Queen’s
Bodv Guard for Scotland. B\'J\\[}N BarFour Pavr, Ad\'omte ofthe Scottish

Bar. Crown 4to, with Portraits and other Tllnstrations. A2, 2

PEILE. Lawn Tennis as a Game of \1\1]1 With lqtht revised
Louws as played by the Best Clubs. By Captain S. C. F. Pe1ck, B.S.C. Cheaper
Edition, feap. ¢loth, 1s.

PETTIGREW. ~The Handy Book of Bees, and their Profitable
Management. By A. Perricrew. Fifth Edition, Eularged, with Engrav-
ines, Crown Sv 0, 38. 6d.

PHILIP. The Function of Lahour in the Production of Wealth,

By Arexaxper PrILie, LL.B., Edinburgh. Crown Svo, 38. Gl
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PHILOSOPHICAL CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS
Edited by Wrteray Kxierr, LL.D., Professor of Moral Philosophy, Lm—
versity of 8t Andrews. In crown 8vo volumes, with portraits, price 3s. 6d.

[For list of Folwmes published, see page 2.

POLLOK. The Course of Time: A Poem. By KoBERT PoLLOK,
AN, Small feap. 8vo, cloth gilt, 25. 6d. Cottage Edition, 3emo, $d. The
Same, cloth, #ilt edg 1s. 6d.  Another Edition, with Illustrations by Birket
Foster and others, ., cloth, 3s. 6d., or with edges gilt, 4s.

PORT ROYAL LOGIC. Translated from the French ; with Intro-
dnetion, Notes, and Appendix, By Tuaostas Spexcrr Bayvxwes, LL.D., Pro-
fessor in the University of 8t Andrews. Tenth Edition, 12mo, 4s.

POTTS axp DARNELL. Aditus Faciliores : An easy Latin Con-
struing Book, with Complete Vocalmlary, By the late A. W. Ports, M.A.,
LL.D., and the Rev. C. Dirxecr, M.A., Tead-Master of Cargilfield qumrm
tory School, Edinburgh, Tenth Ehtmn feay. Svo, 3s. 6d.

Aditus Faviliores Gracei. An easy Grevk Construing Book,
with Coinplete Voecalmdary. Fonrth Editien, feap. Sve, 33,

POTTS. School Sermons, Dy the late ATExXAaxDER WL Porrs,
LL.D., First Mewl-Master of Fettes College, With a Memoir and Portrait.
Crown Sva, 75, 6,

PRINGLE. The Live-Stock of the Farm. By RoBErT O. PRINGLE.
Third Edition, Revised and Idifed Ly Jases Macpoxarp, Cr. 8vo, 7s. 6,

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING SCOTLAND
from 1707 to 1847, with Chivonological Table and Index, 3 vols.large8vo, £3, 38

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING gCOTLA\D
COLLECTION OF, Publishied Annnelly with General Index,

RADICAL CURE FOR IRELAND, The. A TLetter to the People
of Evslandand Seotland ¢ OTLCCTHT W Plantation. With s Gvo, 7s.6d.

RAE. The Svrian Chareh in Tudia, By Grorce Mroye Rar, MUA.
Fellow of {he University of Madias; late Professor in the Madris Christian (,nl
dewe, Witho6 Dnll-paz Dlnstrations.  Post Zvo, 1os. ol

RAMSAY. Scotland and Scotamen in the Eighteenth Century.
Edited from the MSS. of Torx Raumsay, Esq. of Ochtertyre, hy ALEXANDER
ALLARDYVCE, Author of ‘Mewmeoir of Adiniral Lord Keitly, E.B.," &e. 2 vols.
3vo, 318. 6

RANKIN. A Handhook of the Chnreh of Seotland. By JaMes
Ravkiy, D.D., Minister of Muathill; Author of ‘Claracter Studies in the
Old Testanieut,” &e. An entirely New and mneh Enlarzed Editien. Crown
Svo, with 2 Maps, 75, @

The Creed in Seotland,  An Expesitin of the Apostles
Creedl  With Extracts {tom A\uhhl\]m]) Hionilton's Catechisn of rzz2, John
Calvin's Catechisny of 1359, and o Catena of Ancient Latin aud other Hymmns.
Post Sy, 78, 60

First Communion Lessons. 230 Bdition. Paper Clover, 24,

RECORDS OF THE TERC P“'TE\';\RY FESTIVAL OF THE
UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH. Celelnated in April 1834, Published
nnder the Sanction of the Senatus Acadewmicus,  Larce g4to, {2, ad.

ROBERTSON.  The Early Delicton of Tsrael. A< set tortls Ty
Bx\ lieal Wyiters aud Modern Critical Historians.  Being the Baivd Lecture for

By Juours Roegrt<on, DL, Profiessor of Oriental Languages in
t]w University of Glasgow,  Crown 5vo, qex. Gd.

ROBERTSON. Orellana, and otber Poems. By J. LoGIE ROBERT-
sox, M.A. Feap. 3vo.  Printed on hand-made paper.  6s.

ROBEPTS‘O\' Our Holiday Among thc Hills, By James and

¢£T LoatE ROBERT=0N. Feap. 8vo, 35, 6

ROS(,OE Rambles with a Fishing- rud Bs E.S. Roscor. Crown
Sva, 45, 6d

ROSS. Old Scottish Regimental Colours. By ANDREW Ross,
§.8.C., Hon. Seeretary Old Scottish Regimental Colours Committee. Dedi-
cated by Special Perission to Her Majesty the Queen. Fulio. £z, 125, 6d.

RUSSELL. The Haigs of Bemersyde. A Family History. By

Jomy RusseLi. Large Svo, with Illustrations. 21s.
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RUSSELL. FragmentsfromMany Tables. BeingtheRecollections of
some Wise aud Witty Meu and Women. By GEo. RFQ\ELL Cr. 8vo, 4s. 6d.
RUTLAND. Notes of an Irnsh Tour in 1846. By the DUKE oF
RuTLaxp, G.C.B. (Lord Jonx Maxxekrs). New Edition. Crown 8vo, 28 6d.
bullupuudenle Detween the Risht Honble, William Pitt
aud Charles Duke of Rulland, Lurd Lieutenant ot Ireland, 1781-1787. With In-
troductury Note by Johu Duke ot Rutlaud. &vo, 7s. 6d.
RUTLAXND. Gemsof German Poetry. Translated by the DvcaEss
oF RuTtLaxp (Lady JoEN MANNERS). (New Edition in preparation.

Impressions of Bad-Homburg. Cunll)rl\lll" a Short Ac-
count of the Women's Associations of Germm\ under the Red Cross. Crown
3vo, 1. 6d.

Some Personal Recollections of the Later Years of the Earl
of Beacousfield, K.G. Sixth Edition, 6d.

Employment of Women in the Public Service. 6d.

Some of the Advantages of Easilv Accessible Reading and
Recreation Raoms, and Free Libraries. With Remarks on Starting and
Maintaining Them. Second Edition, erown §vo, 1s.

A 5eque1 to Rich Men’s D\Velhn”Q and other Occasional
Papers. Crown 8vo, 28. 64d.

——— Encourazing Experiences of Reading and Recreation Rooms,

Aims of GHIlllb, Nottingham Social Guild, Existing Institutions, &c., &c.
Crown 8vo, (3.

SCHILLER. Wallenstein. A Dramatic Poem. By FREDERICE
vox SenrnLer. Translated by C. G, A Locknart. Feap, &ve, 75, 6d.
SCOTCH LOCH FISHING. By ‘“Black Palmer.” Crown 8vo,

interleaved with blank pages, 4s.

SCOUGAL. Prisons and their Inmates; or, Scenes from a Silent
World. By Fraxcis Scotvaarn. Crown 8vo, hoards, 2s.

SELLAR. Janual of the Education Acts for Scotland. By the
late AtExaxpeEr Cralc Serrar, M.P.  Eighth Edition. Revised and in
great part rewritten by J. Epwarp Granay, B.a. Oxon., Advoecate.
With Rules for the condnct of Elections, with Notes and Cases. With a
Supplement, being the Acts of 1830 in so far as affecting the Education Acts.
8vo, 125, 6d.

[SUPPLEMENT T0 SE_LLAR'S MaxvaL oF THE EpvcaTion AcTts. 8vo, 28.]

SETH. Scottish Philosophy. A Comparison of the Scottish and
German Answers to Hume. Balfour Philosophical Lectures, University of
Edintmrch By Axprew Spra, M.A., Professor of Logic and Metaphysics
in Edinbnrzh University. Second Edition. Crown $ve, 5s.

——— Hegelianism and Personality.  Balfour Philesophical Lee-
tures. Seeond Series. Crown §vo, ss. .

SETH. Freelom as Ethical Postulate. By Jamms Serr, M.A,
Genrge Munro Professor of Philosophy, Dalliousie College, Halifax, Canada.
Svo, 18.

SHADWELL. The Life of Colin Campbell, Lord Clyde. Illus-
trated by Extracts from his Diary and Correspondence. By Lientenant.
Geueral SEapwELL. C.B. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait. Maps. and Plans. 16s.
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