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THE NEW PRINCE FORTUNATUS.

CITATTER 1.
AN INVOCATION.

Arn his wague, wild, impractiealile hopes and
sehemes had saddenly reecived theiv desth-blow ;
Lind there waa nothing werse than that ; he himseld
(az he imagined) had beon dealt no desperate
wound. Tor one fling, fattered awd petled as Lhis
young man liad been, e was neither unreasoning
nor vain ; that a womasn should hove refused to
mearry him did not seem 4o him a monstrous thing;
she: was surely within ker right in saying no;
while, on the ether hawd, he was neither going to
die of ehagrin vor yet fo plan & mclodramatio
revenoe, DBulb ihe ftruth was that he had never
been passionately in love with Honner Canviglam,
Passicnate love he did net much beliove in: he

associnted 1t with limelight, and erowded awdiences,
Vil L. i
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and the sdour of gas. Indeed it micght aloyost be said
that Lie had Leen in love not so mueh with Honnor
Cunypeham as with the eondition of life which she
represented,  Ie had grown restless and dissatis-
fied with Liz present state ; he had been imngining
for himself another sort of existence—but always
with her as the centrnl figure of those fancied
realms ; he had been drenming dreams—of whiek
she had invaviably formed part.  And now he had
been awakened (somewhat abruptly, perhaps, but
that may have been his own faulty; and theve was
nothing for it but to summon his common sense
to his aid, and to assore Limszell that ITonnor
Cunyngham, at least, was not fo hlnme.

And yet sometimes, in spite of himsell, as he
smoked a final cigavette at midnight in those rooms
in Piceadilly, a trace of bitterness wonld come into
his reveries.

“T1 have been tanght my place, that's all,” he
would say to Limself. “ Mauriee wae righit—1I had
forgotten my Catechism, I wanted to play the
gardencr’s son, ov Mordount to Lady Mabel ; and
[ ean’t write poetry, and I'm not in the House
of Commons, 1 suppose my head was a liftle
bewildered by the kindness and eondescension of
those ezeellent pecple. They are glad to weleome
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you inte their rooms—you arc a sork of curiosity
—von ging for them—they've vory eivil for an
hour or two—but yeu must remember to leave
before the footmen proceed to shul the hall-door.
Well, what's to be done? Am T to rush away to
the wars, and come back s Fleld Marshal? Am T
to make mysell ko olnoxions in Parliament that
the noble carl will give me hiz dnughicr in order to
slimt wy mouth ? Oh, no; they simplily matters
nowadays; ‘as vou were’ is the word of command ;
20 back fo the theatre; paint your face sl pul on
your finery; play the fool along with tle rest of
the cornice people; and we'll come and look &t
you from the stalls; aad if you will marey, why,
then, keep in your own sphere, and murry Kate
Burgoyne! ™

For now—when he was pecvish, and diseon-
tonted, and vestless, or evon sick at lieact, he
hardly knew why—there was no N to soluee and
soothe him with her gentle companionship, her
wise eounsel, Lber bright, and eheerful, and way-
ward good-hemonr.  Apparently he had as many
friends and aecquaintances as belore: and vet he
was baunted Ly a curious sense of selitnde, Of
a morning he would go out for a stroll aleng
the familiar thoronghfares—DBound-street, Condait-



