
Beautiful, strictly speaking, she if not, per
!! LUCK AT LAST. .

trary to his mail practice, whbh wai, a:
we have seen, to spend it at a certain musls
balL Ha read the papers over and over
an in.

Where do you walk I"
"There is Battenea Park; there are the

squares; and, if yon take an omnibus, thee
are the Gardens and Hyde Park."

"But never alone, Iris?"
"Oh, yes, I am often alone, Why not!"
"I suppose," said Arnold, shirking tha

question, because this is a civilized country,
and, in fact, why not! "I suppose that it is
your work which keeps you from feeling life
dull and monotonous."

"No life," she said, looking aa wise as
Newton, if Newton was ever young and
handsome "no life can be dull when one is
thinking about mathematics all day. Do

study mathematics?"you - -

. "No; I was at Oxford, you know."
"Then perhaps you prefer metaphysics?

Though Lala Roy says that the true meta-

physics, which be has tried to teach me, can
only be reached by the Hindoo intellect"

"No, indeed; I have never read any meta-nbysi-

whatever. I have only got the Enz- -

rver you please, of a certain cousin. She is
a single lady with a great income, which she
promises to bequeath to me in the future.
In the meantime I am to have whatever I
want Do you understand the position,
Iris?"

"Yes, I think so. It is interesting, because
it shows why you will never be a great artist
But it is very sad."

"A man may rise above his conditions,
Iris," said Arnold meekly.

"No," she went on; "it is only the poor
men who do anything good. Lala Roy
says so." ... ,,.

"I will pretend to be poor indeed, I am
poor, t have nothing. If it; were not for
my cousin 1 could not even profess to follow
art"

"What a pity," she said, "that you are
rich! Lala Roy was rich once."

Arnold repressed an inclination to desire
that Lala Roy might be kept out of the con-

versation.
"But be gave up all bis wealth and has

been happy and a philosopher ever since."
"I can't give up my wealth, Iris, because

I haven't got any I owe my cousin every-
thing. But for her I should never even
have known you."

He watched her at her work In the morn-
ing when she sat patiently answering ques-
tions, working out problems and making
papers. She showed him the letters of her
pupils, exacting, excusing, petulant some-
times dissatisfied and even He
watched her in the afternoon while she
sewed or read. In the evening he sat with
her while the two old men played their
game of chess. Regularly every evening at
balf-pa- st nine the Bengalee checkmated Mr.
Emblem. Up to that hour he amused him- -

"It ii a reme from a novel. But I cannot
get the principal face. None of the models
are bait good enough. I want a sweet face,
a serious face, a face with deep, beautiful
eyes. Iris" it was a sudden impulse, an
inspiration "let me put your face there.
Give me my first commission."

Bbe blushed deeply. All these drawings,
the multitudinous faces and heads and
figures in the portfolio were a revelation to
her. And just at the very moment when she
discovered that Arnold was one of those
who worship beauty a thing she had never
before understood be told her that her
face was so beautiful that he must put it in
his picture. y

"Oh, Arnold"," she said, "my face would
be out of place in that picture."

"Would it? Please sit down, and let me
make a sketch."

He seiz:d his crayons and began rapidly.
"What do you say, Lala Roy?" he asked

by way of diversion. -

"The gifts of the understanding," said the
sage, "are the treasures of the Lord; and
He appointeth to every one his portion."

"Thank you," replied Arnold. ''Very
true and very apt, I'm ure, Iris, please,
your face turned just a little. So. Ah, if
I can but do some measure of justice to
your eyes!"

When Iris went away ther was for the
first time the least touch of restraint or

in her. Arnold felt it. She
showed it in her eyes and in the touch of her
fingers when he took ber hand at parting.
It was then for the first time also that Ar-

nold discovered a truth of overwhelming
importance. Every new fact everything
which cannot be disputed or denied, is, we
all know, of the most enormous importance.
He discovered no less a truth than that bs
was in love with Iris. So important is this
truth to a young man that it reduces the
countless myriads of the world to a single
pair himself and another; it converts the
most arid waste of streets into an Eden;
and it blinds the eyes to ambition, riches
and success. Arnold sat down and reasoned
out this truth. He said coldly and "square-
ly:"

"This is a girl whom I have known or.ly
a fortnight or so; she lives over a second-
hand book shop; she is a teacher by profes-
sion ; she knows none ot the ways of society ;

she would doubtless be guilty of all kinds of
queer things, if she were suddenly introduced
to good people ; probably she would never
learn our manners," with more to the same
effect, which may be reasonably omitted.
Then his conscience woke up, and said quite
simply: "Arnold, you are a liar." Con-

science does sometimes call hard names.
She is feminine, and therefore privileged to
call hard names. Else we should sometimes
kick and belabor Conscience. "Arnold,
don't tell more lies. You have been grad u
ally learning to know Iris, through the wis-

est and sweetest letters that were ever writ-

ten, for a whole year. You gradually be-

gan to know her, Jin fact when you first
began to interlard your letters with con-

ceited revelations about yourself. You
knew ber to be sympathetic, quick, and of a
most kind and tender heart. You are quite
sure, though you try to disguise the fact,
that she is as honest as the day, and as true
as steel. As for her not being a lady, you
ought to be ashamed of yourself for even
thinking such a thing. Has she not been ten-

derly brought up by two old men who are full
of honor, and truth, and all the simple
virtues! Does she not look, move, and speak
like the-- most gracious lady in the land!"

"Like a goddess," Arnold confessed "As
for the ways and talk of society, what are
these worth? and cannot they be acquired?
And what are her manners save those of the
most perfect refinement and purity?" Thus
far Conscience. Then Arnold, or Arnold's
secret advocatits diaboli, began upon
anoluer and quite different line. "She
must have schemed at the outset to get me
into her net; she is a Siren; she assumes the
disgnise of innocence and ignorance the
better to beguile and to deceive. She bas
gone home y elated because she thinks
she has landed a gentleman."

Conscience said nothing ; there are some
things to which Conscience has no reply in
words to offer; yet Conscience pointed to
the portrait of tbe girl, and bade the most
unworthy of all lovers look upon even his
own poor and meagre representation of her
eyes and face, and ask whether such blas-

phemies could ever be forgiven.
I lAfter a which for shame's
sake we must pass over, the young man felt
happier.

Henry the Second felt much the same sat-
isfaction the morning after his scourging at
the hands of the monks, who were as muscu-
lar as they were vindictive.

haps: but of excellent connections, not with-

out a portion, young, clever and ambition.
Witb such a wife, my dear Arnold, a man
may aspire to anything."

"To anything." repeated Arnold; "what
is her notion of anything! She bas arrived
by this time." He looked at his watch and
fonnd It was past five. "I ought to have
been at the station to meet ber. I must go
round and see ber, and I must dine with her

He sighed heavily.. "It would
bo mtch pleasanter to spend the evening
with Iris -

To be Continued.

A New Paper for Shreveport
Other Items.

Special to Commercial Herald :

Shkkveport. Oct. 16. The cotton
gin on the Nicholson place, run by E.
K. Harwell, two miles above nere,
burned this evening; total loss about
three thousand dollars and no insur-
ance on the gin, but nine hundred dol-

lars on the cotton stored therein, in
the Pelican insurance company of New
Orleans.

Albert Butler, a well known colored
planter, had his arm badly lacerated to-

day, by being caught in a gin.
Rumor says there is a movement on

foot here to place a new paper in the
field, devoted to the business interests
of the city. It will be well backed
financially, if started.

The Central Presbytery In Session
at Yazoo City. Etc.

Special to Commercial Herald.
Yazoo City, Oct. 16 The marriage

of Mr. Thos. B. Craig and Miss Barks-dal- e,

last night, at the Methodist
church, was quite a brilliant affair and
the church was crowded to a jam.
Kev. Thos. B. Holloman officiated.

The central presbytery convened in
this city yesterday at the Presbyterian
church, some fifteen ministers and ten
elders composing the body. Kev. C.
C. Williams, of Brandon, was elected
moderator ; Mr. Allison, engrossing
clerk, and Mr. Mecklin, permanent
clerk. .This body will probably com-

plete its labors by Sunday night.
A very respectable and industrious

colored carpenter by the name of Wm.
Taylor was found in the alley near
his house, last night, in an uncon-
scious state, Although restored to
consciousness he has not recovered
the use of speech or his right limb.
In answer to questions he states that
he was knocked down unawares,
though no particulars can be ascer-
tained from him in his present condi-

tion.

The will of Cardinal McCloskey.
New York, Oet. 17. The will of the late

Cardinal McCloskey was Hied for probate this
afternoon. The document is brief. He directs
Ins executors to pay all his Just debts and
funeral and testamentary expenses immediately
after his decease. He then bequeaths to Arch-
bishop Ourrigau, Bishop McLaughlin, of Brook-
lyn, and Bishop N. 0. Merry, of Albany, all the
remainder of his his estate, appointing them at
the same time the executors oi Ins will.

DEAF AND BLIND.

AN INTERESTING STORY.

Miss Minnie Wallace resides with Mrs. George
Fickland, 41 McAfee street, Atlanta, Ga. , and
from her own Hps a Constitution reporter learn-
ed the following appalling story :

Several months ago she became almost totally
blind and deaf, and could not taste anything ex.
ccpt salt Her bones became the seat of Intense
pain, her joints were swollen and painful, and
eventually her whole body and limbs, became
covered with splotches and small sores. Her
appetite failed, and she gradually lost flesh
and strength, and had but little use of herself ,
as her limbs and muscles were paralyzed. She,
as well as her friends and those with whom she
lived, despaired o her recovery. Her snflerings
combined with loss of bearing and taste, and
blindness, were truly heartrending.

All treatment from physicians and the use (f
medicines seemed powerless. Her disisse was
blood poison and rheumatism.

As she now seemed well and hearty the re-

porter asked what wrought such a wonderful
change.

"I used a medicine recommended by a friend,"
she replied, "and before one bottle had been
taken I betian to see and hear. The second bot
le relieved all rheumatic pains and Improved
my appetite. When I had completed the use of
six bottles my eyesight and hearing were fully
restored, sense of taste returned, all splotches
disappeared, sores all healed, and my Btrengtli
and flesh restored. I now feel as well as I ever
did, and my friends, as well as myself, are a
tounded."

"What was the medicine?" asked the reporter
"Botanic Blood Balm-- B. B.

remedy that acted so powerfullv on
and cured me. I never experienced any un
pleasant symptoms from Us use, and Its action
is so quicK tnac it surpris-- s all."

Blood Balm Co., Atlanta. Ga.. will mail
page book free, filled with magical effects.

Sold at wholesale or retail by C. C, Reynolds
ft Co., Vlckaburg.Miss. w i
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"I wish," at length, "I wish I had
known this only two months ago. I wish I
had ptid more attention to Iris. What a
dreadful thing it is to have a grandfather
who keeps secrets from bis grandson I

What a gams we might have bad over this
Jib! What a game wa might have still
if "

And here he stopped, for the first germ or
conception of a magnificent coup dawned

npon him, and fairly dazzled him so that
his eyes saw a bright light and nothing else.

"If Lotty would," be said. "But I am
afraid she won't bear of it" H sprang to
his feet and caught sight of his own face in
the looking-glas- s over the fireplace. He
smiled. "I will try." he aaid, "I think I
know, by this time, how to get round most
of 'em. Once they get to feel there are other
women in the world beside themselves,
they're pretty easily worked. I will try."

One has only to add to the revelations al-

ready made that Joe paid a second visit to
the shop, this time early in the morning.
The shutters were only just taken down.
James was going about with that remarkable
watering-po- t only used in shops which has
a little stream running out of it, and Mr.
Emblem was up stairs slowly shaving and
dressing in his bedroom. He walked in,
nodded to his friend the assistant, opened
the safe, and put back the roll.

"Now," he murmured, "if the old man
has really been such a dunder-heade- d pump
as not to open the packet all these years,
what the devil can be know! The name is
different; he hasn't got any cine to the will;
he hasn't got the certificate of his daugh-
ter's marriage, or of the child's baptism
both in the real name. He hasn't got any-

thing. As for the girl here, Iris, having the
same Christian name, that's nothing. I sun-po-

there is more than one woman with
such a fool of a name as that about in the
world."

"Foxy," be said cheerfully, "have you
found anything yet about the investments)
Odd, isn't it? Nothing in the safe at all.
You can have your key back."

He tossed him the key carelessly and went
away.

The question of his grandfather's savings
was growing insignificant beside this great
and splendid prize which lay waiting for
him. What could the savings be! At best
a few thousands; the slowly saved thrift of
fifty years; nobody knew better than Joa
himself how much bis own profligacies had
cost bis grandfather; a few thousands, and
those settled on his cousin Iris, so that, to
get his share, he would have to try every
kind of persuasion unless he could get up a
case for law. But the other thing why, it
was nearly all personal estate, so far as hs
could learn by the will, and he had read it
over and over again in the room at the
Somerset House, with the long table in it,
and the watchful man who won't let any
body copy anything. What a shame, he
thought, not to let wills be copied ! Per-

sonally sworn under a hundred and twenty
thousand, all in Three Per Cents, and de-

vised to a certain young lady, the testator's
ward, in trust, for the testator's son, or hit
heirs, when he or they should present them-
selves. Meantime, the ward was to receive
for her own use and benefit, year by year,
the whole income,

"It is unfortunate," said Joe, "we can't
come down upon her for arrears. Still,
there's an income, a steady income, of 3,00(3

a year when the son's heirs present them-
selves. I should like to call myself a so-

licitor, but that kite won't flv, I'm afraid.
Lotty must be the sole heiress. Dressed
quiet, without any powder, and her fringe
brushed flat, she'd pass for a lady anywhere1
Perhaps it's lucky, after all, that I married
her, though it I had had the good sense te
make up to Iris, whi rs a deuced sight prettier,
she'd have kept me going almost as well
with her pupils, ard set me right with the
old man, and handed me over this magnifi-
cent haul for a finish. If only the old man
haan't broken the seals and read the papers I"

The old man bad not, and Joe's fears were,
therefore, groundless.

CHAPTER V.

AS A BROTHER.
Arnold immediately began to use the priv-

ilege accorded to him with a large and liber-

al interpretation. If, be argued, a man it
to be treated as a brother, there should b
the immediate concession of the exchange
of Christian names,and he should be allowed
to call as often as he pleases. Naturally he
began by trying to read the secret of a life

so dull, and yet so happy, so

strange to his experience.
"Is this, Iris," be asked, "all your life! Is

there nothing more?"
"No," she said ; "I think you have seen all

In the morning 1 have my correspondence;
in the afternoon I do my sewing, I play
littlo, I read, or I walk, sometimes by my
self, and sometimes with Lala Hoy; in th
evening I play again, or I read again, or 1

work at the mathematics, while my grand
father and Lala Roy have their chess. W
used to go to the theatre sometimes, but oi
late my grandfather has not gone. At ten
we go to bed. That is all my life."

"But, Iris, have you no friends at all, and
no relations? Are there no girls of your own
ace who coma to see your

"No, not one; I have a cousin, but bell
not a good man at all His father and
mother are in Australia. When he comet
here, which is very seldom, my grandfather
falls ill only with thinking about him and
looking at him. But 1 have no other rela- -

'tlons, because, you see, I do not know whc
mv father's people were.

"Then," said Arnold, "you may ba countess
in your own right; you may nave any nun
ber of rich people and nice people for your
cousins. Do you not sometimes think ot
that?"

"No," said Iris; "I never think about

things impossible."
"If I were you, I should go about tht

streets, and walk round the picture galleries
looking for a face like your own. Thers
cannot be many. Let me draw your lace,
Iris, and then we will send it to the grcs-veno-

and label it, 'Wanted, this young
lady's cousins.' Tou must have cousins, it
you could only find them out."

"I suppose I must ' But what if they
should turn out to be rough and disagree-
able people?"

"Your cousins could not be disagreeable,
Iris," said Arnold.

She shook her bead.
"One thing I should like," she replied. "It

would be to find that my cousins, if I have

any, are clever people astronsmers, mathe-
maticians, great philosophers, and writers.
But what nonsense it Is to eve talk of such

things; I am quite alone, except for my
grandfather and Lala Roy."

"And they are old," murmured Arnold.
"Do not look at me with such pity," said

the girl "I am very happy. I have my
own occupation. I am independent; I have

my work to fill my mind, and I have these
two old gentlemen to care for and think
of. They have taken so much care of me
that I ought to think of nothing else but
their comfort; and then there are the books
down stairs thousands of beautiful old
books always within my reach."

"But you must have some companions, if
only to talk and walk with."

"Why, the books are my companions, and
then Lala Roy goes for walks with me; and
as for talking, I think it is much more plea
ant to think."

BY WALTER BESANT.
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"That, too, I will tell yon afterward."
Ixtty leaned her cheek npon her band

and looked at her husband thoughtfully.
"Let at be plain, Joe."
"You can never be plain, my dear," be

replied, with the smile of a lover, not a hus-

band; never in your husband's eyes; not
en In tight"
But she was not to be won by flattery.
"Fine words," she said, "fine wjrds.

What do they amount to! Ob, Joe, little I
thought when you came along with your
beautiful promises what sort of a man I was
going to marry."

"A very good sort of a man," he said.
. fou've got a jolly sailor an officer and a

gentleman. Come now, what have you got
to say to thijl Can't yon be satisfied with
an officer and a gentlemanr

He drew himself up to his full height
Well, he was a handsome fellow; there was
no denying it.

"Good looks and fin words," bis wife
went on. "Well, and now I've got to keep
you, and if you could make me sing in a
dozen halls every night you would, and
spend the money on yourself joyfully you
would."

"We would spend it together, my dear.
Don't turn rusty, Lotty."

He was not a man, and this
kind of talk did not anger him at alL Bo

long as his wife worked hard and brought in
the coin for him to spend, what mattered
for a few word now and then! Besides, he
wanted her assistance.

"What are you driving atr he went on.
"I show you a bit of my hand, and you
begin tulking round and round. Look here,
Lotty, here's a splendid chance for us. I
must have a woman's help. I would rather
have your help than any other woman's
yes, than any other woman's in the world
I would indeed. If you won't help me, why
then, of course, I must go to some other
woman."

His wife gasped and choked. She knew'
already, after only five weeks' experience,
how bail a man he was how unscrupulous,
false and treacherous, how lazy and selfish.
But, after a fashion, she loved him; after a
woman's fashion, she was madly jealous of
him. Another woman! And only the other
night she bad seen him giving brandy and
soda to one of the music hall ballet girls.
Another woman!

"If you do, Joe," she said, "oh, if you do
I will kill her and you tool"

He laughed.
"If I do, my dear, you don't think I shall

be such a fool as to tell you who she is. Do
you suppose that no woman has ever fallen
in love with me before you? But then, my
pretty, you see, I don't talk about them;
and do you suppose oh, Lotty, are you such

fool as to suppose that you are the first
girl I ever fell in love withr

"What do you want me to do! Tell me
again."

"I have told you already. I want you to
become, for the time, the daughter of the
man who died in America; you will claim
your inheritance; I will provide you with
all the papers; I will stand by you; I will
back you up with such a story as will dis-
arm all suspicion. That is all."

"Yes. I understand. Haven't people
been sent to prison for less, Joe?"

"Foolish people have. Not people who are
well advised and under good managementMind you, this business is under my direc-
tion. 1 am Loss."

: Iff1Aft

"Jlfmrf you, this business is under my di-

rection. I am boss."
She made no reply, but took her candle

and went off to bed.
In the dead of night she awakened her

husband.
"Joe," she said, "is it true that you

know another girl who would do this for
your

"More than one, Lotty," ha replied, this
man of resource, although he was only half
awake. "More than one. A great many
more. I know, at least"

Bhe was silent. Half an hour afterwards
she woke up again.

"Joe," she said, "I've made up my mind.
Tou sha'n't say that I re i used to do for
you what any other girl In the world would
have done."

As a tempter, it will be seen that Joe was
unsurpassed.

It was now a week since he had received,
carefully wrapped in wool, and deposited in
a wooden-bo- x dispatched by post, a key,
newly made. It was, also, very nearly a
week since he had used that key,' It was
used during Mr. Emblem's hour for tea,
while James waited and watched outside In
an agony of terror. But Joe did not find
what ha wanted. There was in the safe one
or two ledgers, a banker's book, a check-.boo- k,

and a small quantity of money. But
there were not any records at all of moneys
invested. There were no railway oertifl-vcate-

waterwork shares, transfers, or notes
of stocks, mortgages, loans, or anything at
all. The only thing that he saw was a roll
of papers tied up with red tape. On the roll

'was written: "For Iris. To be given to
her on her twenty-firs- t birthday."

"What the deuce Is this, I wondert" Joa
took this out and looked at it suspiciously.
"Can be be going to give ber all his money
before he dies? Is he going to make her in-

herit at oncer The thought was so exas-

perating that ha slipped the roll into his

pocket. "At all events," ha said, "she
ahan't have them until I have read them
first I dare say they won't be missed for a
day or two."

J'e calculated that ha could read and
master the contents that night, and put
back the papers in the safe in the morning
while Jamof was opening the shop,

"There's nothing, James," ha whispered,
as be went cut, the safe being locked again.
"There is nothing at all Look here, my
Jail, you must try another way of finding
out where the money is." '

"I wish I was sure that be hasn't carried
off snmotuing in bis pocket," James mur-

mured.
Joe spent the whole evening alone, ooo--

lish intellect" This he said with intent
satirical, but Iris failed to understand it so,
and thought it was meant for a commenda-
ble humility.

"Physical science, perhaps?"
"No, Iris. Philosophy, mathematics,

physics, metaphysics, or science of any kind
have I never learned, except only the science
of heraldry, which you have taught me,
with a few other things."

Oh!" She wondered how a man could
exist at all without learning these things.
"Not any science at all? How can any one
live without somsT science?"

"I knew very well," he said, "that as soon
as I was found out I should bt despised."

"Oh, no, not despised. Buiit seems such
a pity"

"There is another kind of life, Iris, which
yon do not know. You must let me teach
you. It is the life of Art. if you would
only condescend to show the least curiosity
about me, Iris, I would try to show you
something of the art life."

"How can I show curiosity about you,
Arnold? I feel none."

"No; that is just the thing which shames
me. I have felt the most lively curiosity
about you, and I have asked you thousands
of impertinent questions."

"Not impertinent, Arnold. If you want
to ask any more, pray do. I dare say you
cannot understand my simple life."

"And you ask me nothing at all about my-
self. It isn't fair, Iris."

"Why should I? I know you already."
"You know nothing at all about me."
"Oh, yes, I know you very wall indeed. I

knew you before you came here. You showed
me yourself in your letters. You are exactly
like the portrait I drew of you. I never
thought, for instance, that you were an old
gentleman, as you thought me."

He laughed. It was a now thing to sea
Iris using, even gently, the dainty weapons
of satire.

"But you do not know what I am, or
what is my profession, or anything at all
about me."

"No. I do Dot care to know. All that is
not part of yourself. It is outside you."

"And because you thought you knew me
from those letters, you suffer me to come
here and be your disciple still! Yet you
gave me back my letters?"

"That was because they were written to
me under a wrong impression."

"Will you have them back again?"
She shook her head.
"I know them all by heart," she said

simply.
There was not the slightest sign of

coquetry or flattery in her voice, or in her
eyes, which met his look with clear and
steady gaze.

"I cannot ask you to read my portrait to
me as you drew it from those pictures."

"Why not?" She began to read him his
portrait as readily as if she were stating the
conclusion of a problem. "I saw that you
were young and full of generous thoughts;
sometimes you were indignant with things
as they are, but generally you laughed at
them and accepted tbem. It is, it seems,
the nature of your friends to laugh a great
deal at things which they ought to remedy if
they could, not laugh at them. I thought
that you wanted some strong stimulus to
work; anybody could see that you were a
man of kindly nature and g.

You were careful not to offend by anything
that you wrote, and I was certain that you
were a man of honor. I trusted you, Arnold,
before I saw your face, because I knew your
soul."

"Trust me still, Iris," he said in rather a
husky voice.

"Of course I did not know, and never
thought, what sort of a man you were to
look at Yet I ought to have known that
you were handsome. I should have guessed
that from the very tone of your letters. A
hunchback or a cripple could not have
written in so light-heart- a strain, and I
should have discovered, if I had thought of
such a thing, that you were very well satis-
fied with your personal appearance. Young
men should always be that, at least, if only
to give them confidence."

"Oh, Iris ohl Do you really think me
conceited?"

"I did not say that I only said you were
satisfied with yourself. That, I understand
now, was clear, from many little natural
touches in your letters."

"What else did you learn?"
"Ob, a great deal much more than I can

tell you. I knew that you go into society,
and I learned from you what society means;
and though you tried to be sarcastic, I under-
stood easily that you liked social pleasure."

"Was I sarcastic?'
"Was it not sarcastic to tell me how the

fine ladies, who affect so much enthusiasm
for art, go to see the galleries on the private-vie-

day, and are never seen in them again!
Was it not sarcastic "

"Spare me, Iris. I will never do it again.
And knowing so much, do you not desire to
know more?"

"No, Arnold. I am not interested in any-
thing else."

"But my position, my profession, my
people are you not curious to know them?"

"No. They are not you. They are acci-
dents of yourself."

"Philosopher! But you must know more
about m 1 told you I was an artist But
you have never inquired whether I was a
great artist or a little one,"

"You are still a little artist," she said.
"I know that without being told. But per-
haps you may become great when you learn
to work seriously."

"I have been lazy," he replied with some-

thing li ke a blush, "but that is all over
now. I am going to work. I will give up
society. I will take my profession seriously,
if only you will encourage me."

Did ne mean what he said? When he
came away be used at this period to ask
himself that question, and was astonished at
the length he bad gone. With any other
girl in the world he would have been taken
at bis word, and either encouraged to go on,
or snubbed on the spot But Iris received
these advances as if they were a confession
of weakness.

"Why do you want me to encourage you?"
she asked. "I know nothing about art
Can't you encourage yourself, Arnold?"

"Iris, I must tell you something more
about myself. Will you listen for a moment!
Well, I am the son of a clergyman who now
holds a colonial appointment I have got
the usual number of brothers and sisters,
who are do'ng the usual things. I will not
bore you with details about them."

"No," said Iris, "please do not"
'i am the adopted son, or ward, or wbat

ItegvJarly every evening at half-pa- n.
the Bengalee checkmated Mr. Emblem.

self with his opponent formed ingenious
combinations, watched openings, and gradu-
ally cleared the board until he found him-
self as the hour of half-pa- st nine drew near,
able to propose a simple problem to his own
mind, such as, "White moves first, to mate
in three, four, or five moves," and then he
proceeded to solve that problem, and
checkmated his adversary.

No one, not even Iris, knew how Lala
Roy lived, or what he did in the daytime.
It was rumored that he had been seen at
Simpson's, in the Strand, but this report
wanted confirmation. He had lived in Mr.
Emblem's second floor for twenty years; he
always paid his bills with regularity, and
bis long spare figure and white moustache
and fez were as well known in Chelsea as
any lounger among the old vet-
erans of the hospital.

"It is quiet for you in the evenings," said
Arnold.

"I play to them sometimes. They like to
hear me play during the game. Look at
them."

She sat down and played. She had a
delicate touch and played soft music, such
as soothes, not excites the soul. ArnoM
watched her, not the old men. How was it
that refinement, grace, man-
ners and the culture of a lady, could be
found in one who knew no ladies? But then
Arnold did not know Lola Roy nor did he
understand the old bookseller.

"You are always wondering about me,"
she said, talking while she played; "I see it
in your eyes. Can you not take me as I am,
without thinking why lam different from
other girls? Of course I am different, be-

cause I know none of them."
"I wish they were all like you," he said.
"No; that would be a great pity. You

want girls who understand your own life,
and can enter into your pursuits you want
companions who can talk to you; go back
to them, Arnold, as soon as yon are tired of
coming here."

And yet his instinct was right which told
him that the girl was not a coquette. She
had no thought not the least thought as
yet that anything was possible beyond the
existing friendship. It was pleatant, but
Arnold would get tired of her, and go back
to his own people. Then he would remain
in her memory as a study of character.
This she did not exactly formulate, but she
bad that feeling. Every woman makes a
study of character about every man in
whom she becomes ever so little interested.
But we must not get conceited, my brothers,
over this fact The converse, unhappily,
does not hold true. , Very few men ever
study the character of a woman at all.
Either they fall in love with her before they
have had time to make more than a sketch,
and do not afterwards pursue the subject,
or they do not fall in love with her at all;
and in the latter case it hardly seems worth
while to follow up a first rough draft

"Checkmate," said Lola Roy.
The game was finished and the evening

over.
"Would you like," he said, another even-

ing, "to see my studio, or do you consider
my studio outside myself V
. "I should very much like to see an artist's
studio," she replied with her usual frankness,
leaving it an open question whether she
would not be equally pleased to see any
other studio.

She came, however, accompanied by Lala
Roy, who had never been in a studio before,
and indeed had never looked at a picture,
except with the contemptuous glance which
the philosopher bestows upon the follies of
mankind. Yet he came, because Iris asked
him. Arnold's studio is one of the smallest
of those in Tlte street Of course it is built
of red brick, and of course it has a noble
staircase and a beautiful painting room or
studio proper all set about with bits of
tapestry, armor, pictures, and china, be-

sides the tools and properties of the craft
He had portfolios full of sketches; against
the wall stood pictures, finished and unfin-

ished; on an easel was a half-paint- picture
representing a group taken from a modern
novel Most painters only draw scenes from
two novels the Vicar of Wakefield and Don

Quixote; but Arnold knew more. The cen-

tral figure was a girl, quite unfinished in
fact, barely sketchedin.

Iris looked at everything with the in-

terest which belongs to the new and unex-

pected.
Arnold began to show the pictures In the

portfolios. There were sketches of peasant
life in Norway and on the Continent; there
were landscapes, quaint old houses and
castles; there were ships and ports; and
there were heads hundreds of heads.

"1 said you might be a great artist," said
Iris, "I am sura now that you will be if

you choose."
"Thank you, Iris. It is the greatest com-

pliment fon could pay me."
"And what ii this?" she was before the

easel on which stood tha unfinished

CHAPTER VL
COUSIN CLARA.

That man who spends bis days in painting
a girl's portrait, in talking to her, in gazing
upon the unfinished portrait when she is not
with him, and occupies his thoughts during
the watches of the night in thinking about
her, is perilously near to taking tbe last and
fatal step. Flight for such a man is tbe
only thing left, and he so seldom thinks of
flight until it is too late.

Arnold was at this point
"I am possessed by this girl," he might

have said had be put his thoughts into words.
"I am haunted by her eyes; her voice lingers
on my ears; I dream of her face; the touch
of her fingers is like the touch of an electric
battery." What symptoms are these, so
common that one is almost ashamed to write
them down, but the infallible symptoms of
love! And yet he hesitated, not because
he doubted himself any longer, but because
ho was not independent and such an engage-
ment might deprive him at one stroke of all
that he possessed. Might? It certainly
would. Yes; the new and beautiful studio,
all the things in it, all his prospects for the
future, would have to be given up. "She is
worth more than that," said Arnold, "and I
should find work somehow. But yet to
plunge her into poverty and to make Clara
the most unhappy of women I"

The reason why Clara would be made the
most unhappy of women was that Clara was
his cousin and bis benefactor, to whom he
owed everything. She was the kindest of
patrons, and she liked nothing so much as
the lavishing upon her ward everything that
he could desire. But she also, unfortunately,
illustrated the truth of Chaucer's teaching!
in that she loved power more than anything
else, and had already mapped out Arnold's
life for him.

It was his custom to call npon her daily,
to use her house as his own. When theywere separated they wrote to each other
every day; the relations between them were
of th i ...iit intimate and affectionate kind.
He advised in all her affairs, while she di-
rected his; it was understood that he was
her heir, and though she was not more than

or so, and had, apparently, a
long life still before her, so that the succes-
sion was distant, the prospect gave him im-

portance. She had been out of town, and
perhaps the fact of a new acquaintance with
so obscure a person as a simple tutor by cor-

respondence seemed to Arnold not worth
mentioning. At all events, be had notmon-tione- d

it in his daily letters.
And now Bhe was coming home; she was

actually arrived; he would see her that
evening. Her last letter was lying before
him.

"I parted from dear Stella yesterday. She
goes to stay with the Essex Moinwarings
for a month; after that, I hops that she will
giva me a long visit I do not know where
ono could find a sweeter girl, or one more

mineutly calculated to make a man happy,


