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FATIIER STAFFORD,

CHATTER. 1.

Eugene Lanz and bls Guests.

= H F. world considered Fugene Lane a
' very loriunate young man; and if
$2 youth, health, soctal reputation, ascat
" in Patliament, o large income, and
finally the promised hand of an acknowledged
beanty can make a man happy, the watld was
right. It is trde that Sir Roderick Ayre had
heen heard to pity the poar chap en the ground
that his father had begun life in the work.
house ; but everybody knew that Sir Roderick
was bound ta exalt the claims of birth, inas-
much as he had to rely selely upon them for a
reputation, and discounted the value of his
opinion accordingly, After all, it was not as
if the late Mr. Lane had ended life in the un-
desirable shelter in question. On the con-
trary, his latter days had been spent in the
handsome manston of Millstead Manoer 3 and,
as he lay on his deathbed, listening to the
Rector's gentle homily on the vanity of riches,
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his eyes would wander to the window and
survey a wide tract of Tand that he called his
own, and lelt, together with immense sums of
maoney, to his son, subject only to a jointure
for his wife, Itis hatd to blame the lred old
man if he felt, even with the homily ringing
in his ears, that he bad not played his part in
the warld badly.

Millstead Manor was indeed the sortof place
ta raise a doubt as to the utter vanity of riches.
It was situzted hard by the little village of
Millstead, that lies some forty miles or so
morthwest of Landon, in the middle of rich
country, The neigphborhoed afforded shoot-
g, Eﬁhing, aml hunting, if not the Test of
their kind, yet good enough to satisfy reaszon-
able people. The park was large and weil
wooded ; the house had insisted an remaining
pictutesgue in spite of Me. Lape’™s improve-
ments, and by virtue of an indelible stamp of
antiguity had carried its pmint, A house that
dates lrom Elizabeth is nat lo he enticely put
to shame by one of two unblushing French
windlows and ather trifling barhantics of that
description, more especially when it is kept in
countenance by a little church of still greater
age, nestiing undler jis wing in a manner that
recalled the pood old days when Lhe lord of
the manar was lord of the souls and bodies of
his tenants. Even ald Alr. Lane had leen
mellowed by the infuence of his new hame,
and before his death had come to play the
part of Squire far mors respectably than
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might be imagined. FEugene sustained the
rils with the graceful indolence and careless
efficiency that marked most of his doings.

He stood one Saturday morning in the lat-
ter part of July on the steps that led [tom
the terrace to the lawn, holding a letter in
his hand and softly whistling. In appears
ance he was not, it must be admitted, an ideal
Squire, for he was but a (rifle above middie
height, rather slight, and with the little stcop
that tells of the man who 5 town-bred and
by nature mare given to indoor than outdeor
exercizes ; but he was a good-locking fellow
for all that, with a bright humorous face —
though at this moment rather & bored one,—
large eyesset well apart, and his proper allow-
ance of brown hair and white teeth. Alto-
Ecthl:r, it may Ea.ﬁ’_'i]r be said that, not ven Sie
Roderick's nose could have sniffed the work-
house in the young master of Millstead Manor.

Still whistling, Eugenc deseended the steps
and approached a group of people sitting
under a large copper-beech tree. A still, hot
summer maorning does naot incline the mind or
the body to activity, and zll of them had sunk
into attitudes of ease. Mres. Lane's work was
reposing in her lap; her sister, Miss Jane
Chambers, had ceaged the pretense of read-
ing: the Rector was enjoying what he kept
assuring himself was only just five minutes'
peace before he crossed over to his parscnage
and his sermon ; Tady Claudia Territon and
Miss Katharine Bernard were gach in posses-
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sion of a wicker Iounge, while at their feet lay
two young mef o flannels, with lawn-tennis
racquets lying idle by them. A large jug of
beer close to the elbow of one of them com-
pleted the lwairious picture that was framed
in a light cloud of tobacco smoke, traceable to
the person whao also was obviously responsible
for the beer,

Az Eugene approached, a sudden thought
seemed to strilke him, Ile stopped deliber-
ately, and with great care [it a cigar.

“Why wasn't [ smoking, | wonder!"™ he
said, © The sight of Bob Territon reminded
me." Then as he reached them, raising his
voice, he weont on :

# Ladies and geontlemen, 1 am sorry to inters
rapt you, and with bad news."

«* What is the matter, dear,” asked Mrs,
Lane, a gentle old lady, who having once had
the courape to leave the calm of her father's
country vicarage to follow the doubtiul fort-
unes of her husband, was now reaping her
reward in a luxury of which she had never
dreamed.

«With the arrival of the 4.15 this after-
noon,” Eugene continucd, ‘rour placid life
will be interrupted, and one of Mr. Eugene
Lane, M.P.'s, celebrated Satorday to Monday
parties ([ guote from Fhke Universe) will
begin.”

«Who's coming P " asked Miss Bernard.

Miss Bernard was the acknowledged beauty
referred to In the opening lines of this chap-



