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" LORD BILLY'S FADS.

-4 When Lord Wiliam Willoughby went to
Eton, his chums, and he soon had many,
called him Willie. Six months later this
name was dropped and Billy substituted.
Billy fitted the lad like his gloves, and last-

ed much longer.

Lord Billy was rather a queer fish. He |q

had notions of equility and fraternity mnot
at all in keeping with the traditions of his
family and order. He bad a fancy of chum-
ming with boys bearing the plebeian patro-
nymics of Smith, Brown, Jones and Robin-
son, and assiduously cultivated their ac-

uaintance as long as said Smith, Brown
(& Co. behaved as young gentlemen ehould.
Did the plebeian blood assert itself, was
Smith or Jones guilty ot a caddish action,
then Lord Billy cut him dead.

He fagged tor Tom Rodgers whote father
had made a large fortune by supply-
ing the British army with unitorms. Rod-

ers was a cad and toady, who filled his
etters home with allusions to ‘“‘my fag,
Lord William Willoughby.”

Lerd Billy disliked him intensely, but
did not allow this dislik?2 to color his inter-
course with others who were neither cads
nor toadies. Did a tradesman’s son who
had found his way to Fiton meet with con-
tumely because his tather had been a draper
or a drysalter Lord Billy speedily sought
him out and made much of him.

«What has he done?” he would ask.
«His father mads his money in trade. What
of that ? I wish mine bad. Trade is a sort
of labor, and labor in ennobling. He's as

ood as I am, and rather better than some
of you fellows who look down on him.”

(Queer notions these to be held and ex-
pressed by a lad born in the purple.

He took them with him to Cambridge,
and practiced what he preached. His as-
sociates were mostly sizars, and he was
rarely seen with a man of bis own rank.
He worked hard, and in due course took
his B. A. degree, but he learned vasily
more in the town than in the university
proper. Ie became a very skilful me-
chbanic ; he could give points to the Lest
cabinet maker in the Cam; he was & fair
decorative ariis, a decent locksmith, a
thorough electrician ; in fact, he might be
said to be be a jack of all trades, and if
not quite master of them all, something
very near akin toit. Of course he was
laughed at, and  occasionally sneered at,
but Lord Billy did not care a straw for the
first, and gave as good as he reccived to
the sneerers.

“Qualifying for a wazeofa pound a
-we:k and two rooms in a l.ondon slum?
Well, yes, it you pnt itin that way. I
should ssy a pound a week is just twenty
shillings more than you'll ever earn, unless
you turn bockmaker or keep a gambling
hell.”

Lord Billy was very plain spoken, as an
independent British workman has a right
to be. He disdained kcen, cutting sar-
casm, and hit ou! straight from the should-
er. His retorts may bave been somewhat
brutal in their bluntness, but ke was blunt
Lord Billy.

At 21 he inhe¢rited £10,000 a year, and
his friends were rather puzzled as to what
he would do with it. )f one thing they
were certain—he would never fill that place
in scciety which was his by rigkt. of his
rank and fortune. His mother, the Dow-
ager Marchioness of Rockminister, wished
him to marry early. A wile, especially if
lovely and charming, might win him back
to the patrician fold ; notting else could.
Of this she had long been assured.

At Rockminster be had a room fitted up
as a workshop. Under one window stood

a wood turner’s lathe; under another, a

mechaniz’s. An anvil and blacksmith’s
het rth, patcnt bellows, and all complete,
filled the corner once occupied by the fire-
place, while ranged round the walls were
tools whose uses could only bave been told
by a jack of a1l traces, or Lord Billy bim-
self, Here the young nobleman executed
repairs in metal work, made gate laches and
door handles and did all sorts of odd jobs,
greatly to the annoyance ofthe village Vul-
can, whko almost found his occupation gone.

““What,s the world a-comin’ to?’ he
would atk Lubin, who had brought a couple
of horses to be shod. ¢ Whatever'll happen
rext, I wonder ? Here's Lord Wil'um been
a-makin’ a new patent ‘oss shoe as don't
want no nail to hold it on. Iixed it wi a
screw at the toe an’ two screws at the heel.
Nowt to do but put it on the ’oss’s hoof and
screw it up, and theer you are. Out on
such new-fangled notions! What for does
he want to bother his head wi’ blacksmith's
work ? T'other day tke Marquis were going
to send for me to make come trivets an’
alter the jack wt the kitchen fireplace, I
could ha' made a month’s job on it. What
does Lord Willum do? Why, just says
he'll do it, an’ does it in a week. He'd
oughbt to be ashamed to take the tread out
of an henest man’s mouth.”

Vulcan had reason on his side. What
business had the son ¢f one marquis and
the brother of another to intertere between
¢ atal ard labor, taking the plams out of
'..cor's cake and throwing them away, do-
ing work gratuitously for which Vulcan
would have been well paid ?

Some months passed after the workroom
bad been fitted up tefore the Dowager
Marchioness could be induced to enter it.
Had she not particularly desired an inter-
view with her second son she might never
bave visited it.

Lord Billy was making a set of patent
shoes for his favorite hunter. Being en-
geged in farrier’s or blacksmith’s work he
was clad in keeping with the occupation—
i. ., he was stripped to the shirt, the collar
o1 which was open, exposing his muscular,
sun tanned throat; his shirt sleeves were
rolled up above the elbows, and the brown
arms thus revealed were such as even Long-
fellow’s blacksmith would not have been
ashamed to own.

To protect his nether garments from the
fiery sparks he wore a huge leather apron
which almost touched the ground. Yet,
despite his attire and occupation, no cone
could tgouibly have taken Lord Billy to be
any other than a gentleman, and a very
bandscme one.

Dark brown hair curled over his lofty
forehead ; his dark brown eyes were hon-
esty itself, and the slight beard—ILord
Billy held razors in contempt—set off his
regular features and massive chin to per-
fection. Surely a finer speciman of man-
hood never hammered red hot iron on
anvil, which was what Lord illy was do-
ing when a rather loud tap on the dcor
sttracted his attention,

«“Come in!” ke shouted, and went on
with bis work as earnestly as if his living
derended upon it, for none knew better

than Lord Billy that the proper time to
strike iron is while it is hot

He also knew that an unnecessary heat-
ing would ruin the temper of the metal.
So, holding the hslf formed horseshoe
firmly with the pincers, be hammered away,
sending a shower of sparks in every direc-
tion as he turned the glowing metal round
the narrow, circular arm ot the anvil in
uite protessional style.

When the last spark had been hammered
out of the iron he looked up to see his
motter standing in the doorway, holding
up her velvet skirts with both hands, &n ex-
pression of horror blent with dismay on her
generally placid face. .

Lord Billy plunged his horseshoe into
the cold water tank, where it hissed and
spluttered as if angry at being compelled
to relinquish what remained of its heat in a

‘| cloud ot steam. This done, he strode

across the room. :
«“Welcome, mother mice, to the Rock-

minster forge,” he cried, an amused smile
playing about his handsome face. **Enter.
I can’t offer you a chair; indeed, I don’t
think it advisable to e1t down, everything
is so covered with dust.”

«It is,” said the Marchioness with a lit-
tle shudder, still carcfally holding her rich
velvets from contact with the tloor. I
came to have a little private conversaiion
with you, but really, \K’illiam. you are too
disreputable. You look like a traveling
tinker.”

«Can’t deny it, mother mine,” lpughed
Lord Billy. *I am sufficiently grimy to
be an itinerant tinker, or even a chimney
sweep. Will, I flatter myself 1 could earn
a decent living at either occupation.”

«.Don’t talk absurd nonsense, William !”
returned the Marchioness severely.
“People think you are craz »d, and, really,
I am not sure myself that you are perfectly
sane. You, who ought to be in Parlia-
ment or in the Guards, are happy only
when you are making horseshoes. You
are a disgrace to your name, William !”

Lord Billy laughéd long and rather
poisterously.

«'Certainly I em the only Willoughby of
our stock that ever knew how to earn his
living by the sweat of his brow—at least
during “several centuwries. Bt honest
labor is no disgrace, and I am a great deal
prouder ¢t my ¢kill with the hammer, the
chisel and the saw than Iam of the name
of which you have spoken.”

] know you are mcorrigible, so it is
uceless to point out the absurdity of your
proceedings. William I came to talk to
you s.riously. What do you intent to do
in the future ? Yousurely can’t be think-
ing of devoting yourself to the manufacture
of horse shoes and doing odd jobs about
tte Hall.”

«Suflicient for the day,” quoted ILord
Billy, and there he paused. tle did not
look upon the ability to make horseshoes
as an *‘evil.” “Seriously,” he continued,
“] have bardly given a thought to the
future.”

“Do you intend to marry ?’

‘] think not.”

““Why not?”

“Because I should never fcel sure that
the lady who accepted me was not influenc-
ed by my title and wealth.”

““That objection would fall to the ground
if you were to wed a girl who was your
¢qual in every respect. She would not be
intluenced by rank and wealth if they were
already hers.”

“‘Perhaps not, but if I should marry it
will be outside our order.”

“Do you mean to say you intend to carry
this absurd crizs2 for aring the artisan so
far as that?

Lord Billy stroked his slight beard
thoughtiully.

«Not necessarily,” he sail, after a pro-
longed pause; ‘‘indeed, 1 would rather
remain a bachelor but if I do marry, my
wite will be a ledy able to sympathize
with what you call my craze. I cannot look
for such sympathy in my own rank.”

“No, and if you make a condition of this
sympatty I doubt very much it your wite
will be a lady at all,” returned the March-
ioness angrily.

“*That she must be or I shall never mar-
kb

I hope you will keep in that mind, at
any rate. | am thanktul for small mercies.
I came to tell you that Lady Mabel Vernon
is coming to Rockminister next week. She
is a charming creature and very lovely, but
I suppose it will be useless to ask you to e
civil to her. She is of our order.”

«If I meet her I shall certainly be civil
to her,” said Lord Billy, slowly, “but I
shall probably not meet her.”

**Why not ?”

“I am going to town next week.”

“‘Because Lady Mabel is coming ?”

“No, mother mine ; I have contemplated
it for some time. DBe candid with me.
Have you not asked lL.ady Mabel in the
hope that I may fall in love with her ?”

+*Since you ask for candor you shall have
it. I have. She is just the gitl for you.”

“‘Then,” returned Lerd Billy, in his
most serious tone, ‘‘I must ask you to dis-
miss the idea from your mind. It can never
be. I have not secen l.ady Mabel. She
may, &8 you say, ke very charming, and
very lovely, tut I shallnot marry n our
order. My mind is made up and 1 shall
not change it.”

«“William, ycuare are a donkey !"”

Having expressed this opinion, the Do-
wager Marchioness of Rockminister gather-
ed up her ekirts and swept out of the dusty
workrcom.

Lord Billy laughed quietly, and baving
fished the horshoe out of the water tank
with the pincers, buried it in the ‘‘breezes”
on the hearth, and applying himself to the
bellows, speedily blew up a fierce flame,
which as quickly converted the dull, curved
piece of iron into a glowing crescent.  An
hour later he had finished his task. The
set ot patent thocs were made.

“They may say what they like,” thought
the noble blacksmith, as he proudly con-
templated his hendiwork, “but until I can
find a girl wto can sympathjze with honest
labor 1 remain a bachelor.”

CHAPTER II.

The electrical engineering firm of Brown
& Stanhope was on what Mr. Brown cal-
led “‘its last legs.” Want of capital bad
brought it to this sorry pase. Unless some

ood samaritan could be found to put £10,

0 into the business it must stop. The
firm’s *‘last legs” were shaky and . feeble,
and could not support it any longer.

The partners sat in their private room
considering the question of crutches.

Mr. Brown, & middle aged, dark, satur-
nine man, took a pessimistic view of the
situation.

Mr. Stankope, young, fair ard ardent,
was inclined to hope for the best.

ry

. optimist.

“I admit we must have money,” he was
saying: ‘‘we can’t go on without it ; but we
can’t expect it to come to us. I am not so
sanguine as to suppose that £10,000 will
walk into this cflice ot its own accord and
say; ‘Here [ am, gentleman; discharge
your liabilities and start anew. Go clow
next time, and build no more houses ot
cards on your patents.” You say [ am an
I am, and nil desperandum is
my maxim.”

“That's all very well,” growled Mr.
Brown. ‘I know when I am beaten; you
don’t. What are the facts? We have
been advertising for the last three months
for a partner with capital. We've had
dczens of applicants for the vacancy, but a
glance at our statement of affairs has
trightened them all away. We've lost on
the average a thousand a year since we
started. Do you expect to find an 1diot
willing to assist us to bear the loss a few
years longer?”

“No; I expect to find a man able to
look into the tuture with my eyes. Our
patents bave a future before them, and I
shall stick to the ship as long as two planks
bold together.”

“‘Then it's time to jump into tke lifeboat
and sheer off,” snarled the pessimist. **T'ne
last two planks have parted this morning.
Read this.”

And Mr. Brown handed his partner a
document which had come into his posses-
sion, much against his will, an hour prev-
ously—to wit, a writ. e

“This is very awkward just now,” said th
optimist, twirling his fair mustacbe, ‘‘very
awkward, indeed. I don’t see any way out
of the wood at present.”

I should say not,” returned Mr. Brown
in a tone that implied gratification at having
got the best of the argument, despite the
tact that it meant ruin.

“I really don’t,” continued Mr. Stan-
hope, ‘‘but I'll see Smith and Weston, and
{ry to come to some arrangement.”

“Don't waste precious time. Better
come with me and instruct Jones to file our

eti—"

The door opened, giving Mr. Brown
pause. A clerk eutered with a card.

“Lord Wilham Wilioughby,” s:¢id the
pessimist, reading from the card. “Show
him in.” Then addressing his partner: “I
don't know bhim. Do you?”

UNO'"

““Wonder what he wants.”

“I have no idea. Can't be anoth r
writ anyhow.”

As Lord Billy entered, the partners rose
and bowed. ‘‘Messrs. Brown and Stan-
hope, I presume ?” said the young noble-

man. The pessimist and opimist bowed
again. *'You bave been advertising for a
partner with capital,” continued Lord
Billy.

Mr. Brown's face fell. He had heard
thit remark so often.

“My solicitor called upon you a month
back. He reported unfavorably of your
financial position, but the reverse of your
business ability and personal characters—"

Mr. Brown looked up. He began to be
interested.

“‘Since then I have seen Stanhope’s pa-
tent generator and inspected your system
of installation. The generator, in my
opinion, will have a large sa'e, and I would
like to become a partne: in your firm.”

Mr. Stanhope had some difficulty in re-
straining himselt from executing a hornpipe
on the office table. Mr. Brown remained
calm and cool, as cool as the proverbial
cucumber.

““A sleeping partner, I presume?” he
said interrogatively.

*No; active. I have studied electricity,
and fancy 1 may be ot service. Can you,
in a few words, make me acquainted with
your prcsent financial position.”

“Certainly, my loid,” said the pessimist,
taking up the writ. **This document was
served on me this morning. When you
called I was trying to persuade my partner
to agree to the filing of our petition.”

**Candid, at any rate,” thought Lord
Billy, *I like ecandor.” Then aloud:
**What are your liabi'i ies "

“‘About eighteen thousand.”

“*And your assets P

““About twelve. A forced sale would
reduce them one half.”

“Very good. You are—'

“Mr. Brown. Thisis Mr. Stanhope.”

Lord Billy towel to the optimist.

My solicitor, Mr. Steel of the Temple,
will see to the arrangements,” he went on.
“*As this is pressing,” laying bis hand on
the writ, ‘‘perhaps you will allow me to
take it to Mr. Steele at once ?”

““Only too pleased, I can assure you, my
lord,” said Mr. Brown, with his saturnine
smile.

Iord Billy pocketed the writ and took
up his hat.

I think tbat is all,” he said. ¢ Oh, by
tte by, [ would like to be known and ad-
dressed as Mr.Willoughby.”

“Certainly, my lord,” said the pessimist,
inadvertently ignoring the rcquest.

Lord Billy smiled, bade the partners
good morning and left the oflice.

“‘Now,” said the optimist, triumphantly,
““what do you think of the ship now ?”

“(Going into dry dock to be caulked and
generally repaired,” returned ‘the pes-
sim'st. ‘‘We are luckv—very lucky. We
couldn’t have a better man. If we again
get into a hole he’ll write us a check and
ask us ro questions. He'll soon be tired
ot taking an active part. These aristo-
cratic swells don’t like work. You'll see
he’ll turn up at the oflice at 10very reg-
ularly tor a fortnight. Then he’ll want a
holiday, and when the holiday’s over he’ll
look in once a week to see how we're get-
tinf on.”

t is the easiest thing in the world to be
mistaken.

When the partnership deed had been
signed and the £10,000 paid into the bank
Lord Billy came to the office and speedily
made bimself acquainted with the firm’s
business. Nor did he confine himself to
the office.

He visited the works every day, and
speedily showed that practical electrician,
Mr. Stanhope, that he was familiar with
every branch ot mechanics. He would
take off his coat and show a stupid work-
man how to turn a joint or mage a light
supporter. He suggested improvements in
«Stanhope’s Generator,” and the patentee
accepted &ludly.

“Mr. Willoughby's a marvel,” he one
day told the senior partner, Mr. Brown,
the pessimist.

‘It won’t last,” was the reply.

But it did last.

““We have instructions to instal our
light at Sir. Thomas Mowbray’s in Park
Lane,” eaid Mr. Stanhope one day. I
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have an appointment, but it is necessary
that one ot the firm should go. Brown
will be engaged until 12.”

“I will go,” said Lord Billy, promptly.

An hour later he and a staff ot workmen
were busily engaged measuring flors and
ceilings, and making oth:r preparations
{for tke installation.

Nafurally the owner of the house was
greatly interested. He hurled question
after question at Mr. Willoughby's head,
and Lord Billy answered him courteously,
and with a profound knowledge of the
subject.

Presently Sir Thomas was joined by a

oung lady, who evinced as great an
interest as the Baronet himseli.

“I hope you will not think me inquisi-
tive, Mr. Willoughby,” she remarked siter
a string of quertions, all of which Lord
Billy had reg lied to satisfactory. ‘I have
studied electricity, and I think it a most
interesting science.”

“You ought to have been a min, my
dear,” said Sir Thomas. *“Would you
believe, Mr. Willoughby, that this young
lady has a room fiitted up with lathe and
bench, and hung round with tools instead
of pictures? There isn't a mirror, an easy
chair, or even a French novel in it. I have
seen her at work with her sleeves turned
up, so I can testify that which I do know.”

extraordinary young lady.

“She wouldn laugh me out of my
crez>. She would sympathiz2 w.th honest
jabor,” he thought. ‘‘And she is un-
doubtedly a lady,” he further refl2cted.

She was and a very charming one.
There was nothing masculine in her ap-
pearance. She was rather under the mid-
dle height ; her figure straight and girlish.
A mass of auburn hair curled over a low,
broad forehead. Her nos: was slightly
tip tilted her complexion pale; her expres-
sion arch. 5

“If you tell my secret abroad I will not
allow you to enter my workshop again,”
she returned, a merry twinkle in her eye.
“Uncle surprised me, Mr. Willugohby.
I generally lock the door. I omitted to
do so, and this is the consequence. I sup-
pose 1 ought to be ashamed to own to such
an unfeminine taste, but I am not, for I am
never so happy as—as when my sleeves are
turned up.”

Lerd Billy thought he would like to see
her when at her happiest, wondered if she
could meke a horseshoe and if she wore a
leather apron.

It is an unusual recreation for a lady,
certainly,” “*but your leisure might easily
be employed in a less healthy occupation.”

There and then he made up his mind, if
cccasion offered, to ask her if she would
like to visit the electrical engineering works
of Messrs. Brown, Stanhope & Wilioughby,
and congretulated himself that be had so
so good an excuse to become better ac-
quainted with Sir Thomas Mowbray’s
neice, whose name he did nct know, but
who so exactly represented the ideal wo-
man who, if he ever married, was to tempt
bim to join the noble army of benedicts.

TLere was no particular reason why a
member of the firm should visit the Louse
in Park Lare a second time, the foreman
being a practical man, and well up to his
work; Lord Billy, however, took upon
himself to superintend the installation
He called every day during a week, but the
fair artisan was not to be seen. Ie de-
sired very much to know her name, but
not caring to question the servants, failed
to learn it. Of course he did not presume
to ask Sir Thomas, whom he met daily.

I tancy I am wasting my time,” he re-
flected atter the sixth disappointment.
“If the men called me'‘my lord,” in-
stead of ‘Mr. Willoughby,’ the young lady
might be more visible.”

erhaps for the first time in his life he
saw the advantage of a title. Hitherto he
bad affected to despise it. He was con-
vinced that a lora with a taste for me-
chanical labor would of necessity be very
interesting to a lady similarly sflicted, and
for some reason no diflicult to define de-
sired to be interesting to Sir Thomas's
charming niece.

“Two ladies have called,” said the

imist, when Lord Billy reached the

gg:"e. _“I gathered that they wished to

Lord Billy gezed earnestly at this very |

|
{
|

{
|
|

\
|

see tha works, but as you were out they
said that they would called to-morrow.
The younger one particularly desired that
Mr. Willoughby should conduct them,”
with marked stress on the **Mr.”

“*Did they leave their cards ?”

“No. I gathered that the elder 11dy’s
name was Mrs. Malcolm. I did nct learn
the young lady’s.”

“Can you describe her?”

“Certainly. Rather pale, with auburn
hair.”

“It must be Sir Thomis Mowbray's
niece. She isinterested in electricity. I
will remain here to-morrow.”

Lord Billy went to his club and passed
an hour study Burke, Dcbrett and the
Court Directory in the vague hope that the
name of the elder lady would afford a clew
to that of his charmer. Il2 found the clan
Malcolm far too numerous.

Thoere was nothing for it but to wait
patiently for the morrow.

He reached the .fli;e punctually at 10,
and spent some little time in consultation
with the optimist and pessimist. Although
only junior partner, and an ‘‘aristocratic
swell” to boot, he was already the master
spirit of the firm. Messrs. Brown and
Stanhope has soon discovered that Lord
Billy weu'd not play second fiddie to any
one.

| Lord Billy so understood her.

At 11 the expected ladies arrived. The
younger greeted Mr. Willoughby warmly,
and bowed graciously tothe other mem-
bers ot the firm. Murs. Malcolm, however,
was almost as frigid as an icicle.

“Machinery has no interest for me,” she
said haughtily, when Lord Billy courteous-
ly addressed his remarks to her.  “°1 have
merely accompanied my niece. I must tell
you, Mr. Willoughby, that I do not ap-
prove of her un'adylike taste for machines
—and mechanics,” she added altera pause.

This was tantamount to saying that she
looke1 upon their guide as a mechanic and
He smiled
as he thought of the sudden change which
would bave taken place in her views bad
she known tbat she was addressing the
Marquis of Rockminster's brother, and
once more admitted that a title had its
advantages.

But the neice, whom Mrs. Malcolm ad-
dressed as Mabel, made amends. She was
delightec with all she saw, and when leav-
ing thanked Mr. Willoughby again and
again for his kindness. She apologizad
for coming uninvited, but expressed her
intention to come again.

She left Lord Billy more than half in love
with her, but still ignorant ot her name.
He, however, determined that he would
not long remain so. He disliked providing
a subject for comment, but it must be done.

“Ilodges,” he said to the foreman, ‘‘you
remember the lady who was so interested
in electricity at Sir Thomas Mowbray's P

“Yes, sir.”

“You will be ttere tomorrow. DBring
me her name. Here is halt a sovereign,”

The ne¢xt evening l.ord Billy waited at
the cffice until the men returned. The
foreman came to him at once.

“*The voung lady’s name’s Verner,” he
said. *‘She was at Sir Thomas’s to-day
sir, a atking all manner of questions. She
did say as she’d see how we got on to-
morrow.”

Lord Billy reminded his informant with
another halt sovereign. Now nothing re-
mained but to discover her addrese.

On tke morrow the junior partner fourd
it imperative to visit Park lane, of cource
to see how the men ‘‘got on.”

He tound Miss Verner there, a'so Mrs.
Malcolm, who it was evident was the young
lady’s chaperon. Sir Thomas was absent
Mits Verner looked at him rather oddly
when he addressed her by name, and Mrs.
Malcolm trowned severely ; but, as neither
made any remark, Lord Billy saw no reason
to think the foreman's information incor-
rect.

The ladies did not stay long. Mrs. Mal-
colm complained of ennui, wondered what
her charge could see in watching a number
of artisans at work, and hurried her away.

“She still looks upon me as & miserable
mechanic,” thought Lord Billy. “Well,
we shall meet again.”

CHAPTER 111
“Mr. Willoughby isa gentleman, aunt !’
The tone was distinctly defiant and a lit-

' tle angry. Tke speaker, the young hd_v

who dabbled in mechanics and intcrested
herselt in electiicity, stood ere:t, facing
Mrs. Malcolm, an angry flush on her
generally pale face.

“With board schools so prevalent in the
land it is easy to become a gentleman,”
sneered the elder lacy. “I don’t denv thst
he is a gentlemanly young man ; so is Tomp-
kins, tt e poulterer, and Mr. Green, the
tax collector.”

“Why do you get out of your way to
insult bim by linking his name with these
people ?”

“To show you the folly of visiting the
works a second time. Il presumed upon
his elight acqaaintarce with you at your
uncle's. I did not like his macner at all.
It was far too familiar. Why, if be were
your equal, he could not have addressed
you with—with——"

* More gentlemanly ease and sell posses-
sion "

“No, Mabel ; with more insolent assur-
ance.”

“‘Now you are harsh :nd upjust. Mr
Willoughby interests me. I, I fancy, in-
terest him. Ie is & member of a promin-
ent engineering firm. Soially we are not
equals. What of that? Do you thivk I
am going to tall in love with the man and
marry him? For aught I know to the cor-
trary, he is already married. II:is cuffic-
iently courteous to take the trouble to ex-
plain something I wish to understand, and
for this reason [ wish to revisit the works.
Now are you satisfied ?”

This little storm in a teacap his its ori-
gin thus: The young lady known to Lord
Billy as Miss Veraer hkad expressed her
intention ot piying another visit to Messrs
Brown, Stanhope & Willoughby's works.
Mrs. Malcolm had strenuously objacted,
and bad concluded her remarks with the
q iestion :

“I presume you want
again ?”

Hence the young lady's indignant out-
burst. She repeated her auestion.

“‘Are you satisfied, aunt

“I am not,” was the reply. ‘'While you
are in my charge it is my duty to see that
you form no friendships with undesirable
persons, and I shall do it. You shail get
into no entanglement it I ¢cyn prevent it.”

“*What ridiculous nonsens= !’ exclaimad
the girl, her eyes flishing with indigna‘ion.
“‘Entanglement, inleed! Am [ a lLikely
person to contract a mesalliance? Have
I not all my life been taught that to main-
tain the purity of the sang ¢z re is a neces-
gity of existence to be placed belcre our
daily bread ? Do you think I could bear
ta be cut by all my old friends and acquain-
tances ? No, aunt, [ shall never marry a
tradesman. [ am not qnite sure that en-
gineering is a trade, so [ will siy I shall
never marry an engineer. Now rest com-
tented.”

But Mrs. Malcolm could not so rest.
She was a woman of the wo-ld, and in-
clined to think that her niece protested too
much. :

“I am not satisfied,” she said. “Your
tastes are ignoble, and I woull not like to
answer for what you may take it into your
head to do. If you insist on revisiting that
flace I shall cease to act as your chaperon.

do not care for the responsibility.”

Mrs. Malcolm’s charge flushed fiery red
at the imputation.

“‘As you please,” she returned coldly. “I
have other aunts, and Sir Thomas will b2
glad to provide me with a home.”

It was now Mrs. Malcolm’s tuin to be
angry.

*After ttat I shall insist that you leave
town. It is no longer safe for you to be
here.”

This new absurdity tickled the girl’s
risible faculties. She burst into a merry
peal of laughter and her good bumor re-
turned with it.

+Oh, auntie, auntie ! what do you think
of me ?” she said. *‘I am ready to leave
town tomorrow. The season is over, and
there is really nothing to stay for except
the visit to the works, and that I will tore-
5:). I feel sure I shall be able to survive

e disappointment.

*Very good,” returned Mrs. Malcolm
curtly ; **we will Jeave town tomorrcw.”

to see that man

Truly, if the workmen ed in install-
ing the electric light ixtoegi?'fhonu Mow
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