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the congcientionsness with which he will have performed,
his share of the work as editor and illustrator.

I also wish to state that it is to my beloved god-daugh-
ter, Roberta Beatrix Hay (née Josselin), that I dedicate
this attempt at a biographical sketch of her illustrious

father. RoBERT MAURICE.
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an excellent musician, and had known Monsienr de La-
fayette.

We breakfasted with her when we alighted from’ the
diligence at six in the morning ; and she took such a
fancy to Barty that her own grandson was almost for-
gotten. He-sang to her, and she sang to him, and showed
him autograph letters of Lafayette, and a lock of her
hair when she was seventeen, and old-fashioned minia-
tures of her father and mother, Monsieur and Madame
de something I've quite forgotten.

M. Laferté kept a pack of bassets (a kind of bow-legged
beagle), and went shooting with them every day in the
forest, wet or dry; sometimes we three boys with him.
He lent us guns—an old single-barrelled flint-lock cav-
alry musket or carbine fell to my share; and I knew
happiness such as I had never known yet.

Barty was evidently not meant for a sportsman. On
a very warm August morning, as he and I squatted ‘4
Paffat” at the end of a long straight ditch outside a
thicket which the bassets were hunting, we saw a hare
running full tilt at us along the ditch, and we both fired
together. The hare shrieked, and turned a big somer-
sault and fell on its back and kicked convulsively—its
legs still galloping—and its face and neck were covered
with blood; and, to my astonishment, Barty became
quite hysterical with grief at what we had done. It’s
the only time I ever saw him cry.

“Coin! Cain! quwas-tu foit deton frére?” he shrieked
again and again, in a high voice, like a small child’s—
like the hare’s. '

I calmed him down and promised I wouldn’t tell, and
he recovered himself and bagged the game-—but he never
came out shooting with ms again! So I inherited his
gun, which was double-barrelled.
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lish, that the impulse seized me to steal my hand into
hers—and her hand met mine with a gentle squeeze
which I returned ; but soon the pressure of her hand in-
creased, and by the time M. le Curé had got to ‘““au nom
du Pére” the pressure of her hand had become an agony
—a thing to make one shriek !

¢ Ainsi soit-ilI”” said M. le Curé, and the little group
broke up, and Miss walked quietly indoors with her
arm around Madame Pélisson’s waist, and without even
wishing me good-night—and my hand was being squeezed
worse than ever.

““Ah ha! Lequel de nous deux est volé, petit co-
quin ?” hissed an angry male voice in my ear—(which of
us two is sold, you little rascal ?).

And I found my hand in that of Monsieur Pélisson,
whose name was something else—and I couldn’t make it
out, nor why he was so angry. It has dawned upon me
since that each of us took the other’s hand by mistake
for that of the English governess !

All this is beastly and cynical and French, and I apol-
ogize for it—but it’s true.

October !

It was a black Monday for me when school began again
after that ideal vacation. The skies they were ashen
and sober. and the leaves they were crisped and sere.
But anyhow I was still en quatriéme, and Barty was in
it too—and we sat next to each other in ““I’étude des
grands.”

There was only one étude now ; only half the boys
came “back, and the pavillon des petits was shut up,
study, class-rooms, dormitories, and all—except that two
masters slept there still.

Eight or ten small boys were put in a small school-
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““What on earth can be the matter ?” thought I.

The cordon was pulled, and I came on a group of boys
all stiff and silent. .

¢« Qu’est-ce que vous avez done, tous P’ I asked.

¢ Lie Pére Brossard est mort !” said De Villars.

Poor M. Brossard had died of apoplexy on the previous
afternoon. He had run to catch the Passy omnibus di-
rectly after lunch, and had fallen down in a fit and died
immediately.

<11 est tombé du haut mal ”—as they expressed it.

His son Mérovée and his daughter Madame Germain
were distracted. The whole of that day was spent by
the boys in a strange, unnatural state of déswuvrement
and suppressed excitement for which no outlet was pos-
sible. The meals, especially, were all but unbearable.
One was ashamed of having an appetite, and yet one had
—almost keener than usual, if I may judge by myself—
and for some undiscovered reason the food was better
than on other Mondays!

Next morning we all went up in sorrowful procession
to kiss our poor dear head-master’s cold forehead as he
lay dead in his bed, with sprigs of boxwood on his pillow,
and above his head a jar of holy water with which we
sprinkled him. He looked very serene and majestic, but
it was a harrowing ceremony. Mérovée stood by with
swollen eyes and deathly pale—incarnate grief.

On Wednesday afternoon M. Brossard was buried in
the Cimetiére de Passy, a tremendous crowd following
the hearse ; the boys and masters just behind Mérovée
and M. Germain, the chief male mourners. The women
walked in another separate procession behind.

Béranger and Alphonse Karr were present among the
notabilities, and speeches were made over his open grave,
for he was a very distinguished man.
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¢“ Messieurs, le sang a coulé ; I'honneur britannique
est sanf ;” and the combat was over.

¢ Cristi ! J’ai joliment faim !” says Barty, mopping
his nose with his handkerchief. I left my crust on the
bench ontside the réfectoire. I wish one of you fellows
would get it for me.”

‘¢ Rapaud finished your crust [ta miche] while you were
fighting,” says Jolivet. ¢ I saw him.” )

Says Rapaud : ¢“ Ah, Dame, it was getting prettily wet,
your crust, and I was prettily hungry too ; and I thought
you didn’t want it, naturally.”

I then produced my crust and cut it in two, butter and
all, and gave Barty half, aud we sat very happily side by
side, and breakfasted together in peace and amity. I
never felt happier or hungrier.

¢ Cristi, comme ils se sont bien battus,” says little
Vaissidre to little Cormenu. ¢ As-tu vu? Josselin a
saigné tout plein sur la blouse & Maurice.” (How well
they fought ! Josselin bled all over Maurice’s blouse !)

Then says Josselin, in French, turning to me with
that delightful jolly smile that always reminded one of
the sun breaking through a mist :

““I would sooner bleed on your blouse than on your
tomb.” (J’aime mieux saigner sur ta blouse que sur ta
tombe.)

So ended the only quarrel we ever had.

3



















































































































































. 144

I saw that the bishop and his danghter (if such they
were) grew deeply interested, and laughed and chuckled
discreetly ; the young lady had a charming expression
on her face as she watched the idiotic Barty, who got
more idiotic with every mile—and this was to be the
man who wrote Sardonyz!

As the train slowed into the London station, the bishop
leant forward towards me and inquired, in a whisper,

““May I ask the name of your singularly delightful
young friend ?”

¢ His name is Barty Josselin,” I answered.

““Not of the Grenadier Guards ?”

““Yes.” ’

¢ Oh, indeed ! a—yes—I’ve heard of him—"

And his lordship’s face became hard ana stern—and
soon we all got out.
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his doctor, M. Noiret, of the University of Louvain,
which was near Malines—half an hour by train.

And Barty was only too glad; this warm old love and
devotion had suddenly dropped on to him by some hap-
py enchantment out of the skies at a moment of sore
need. And it was with a passion of gratitude that he
accepted his aunt’s proposals.

He well knew, also, how it was in him to brighten her
lonely life, almost every hour of it—and promised him-
self that she should not be a-loser by her kindness to’
Mr. Nobody of Nowhere. He remembered her love of
fun, and pretty poetry, and little French songs, and droll
chat—and nice cheerful meals téte-a-téte—and he was
good at all these things. And how fond she was of read-
ing out loud to him! The time might soon arrive when
that would be a blessing indeed.

Indeed, a new interest had come into his life—mnot alto-
gether a selfish interest either-—but one well worth liv-
ing for, though it was so unlike any interest that had ever
filled his life before. He had been essentially a man’s
man hitherto, in spite of his gay light love for lovely
woman ; a good comrade par excellence, a frolicsome
chum, a rollicking boon - companion, a jolly pal! He
wanted quite desperately to love something staid and
feminine and gainly and well bred, whatever its age!
some kind soft warm thing in petticoats and thin shoes,
with no hair on its face, and a voice that wasn’t male !

Nor did her piety frighten him very much. He soon
found that she was no longer the over-zealous proselytiz-
ing busybody of the Cross—but immensely a woman of
the world, making immense allowances. All roads lead
to Rome (dit-on!), except a few which converge in the
opposite direction ; but even Roman roads lead to this
wide tolerance in the end—for those of a rich warm nat-
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my hat if she is! What a pity yow ain’t goin’ to be Lord
Ironsides, Barty !”

Barty frankly confessed %e shouldn’t much object, for
one.

¢ But, ‘nilor ni la grandeur ne nous rendent heureux,
as we used to be tanght at school.”

¢ Ah, that’s all gammon ; wait till you’re my age, my
young friend, and as poor as £ am,” said Beresford Duff.
And so the two friends talked on, Mentor and Telema-
chus—and we needn’t listen any further.

b



-

Dart Seventh

““Old winter was gone

In his weakness back to the mountains hoar,

And the spring came down
From the planet that hovers upon the shore
Where the sea of sunlight encroaches
On the limits of wintry night;
If the land, and the air, and the sea
Rejoice not when spring approaches,
‘We did not rejoice in thee,

Ginevra 1”
—SHELLEY.

RIFFRATH, besides its natives and its regular English
colony of residents, had a floating population that con-
stantly changed. And -every day new faces were to be
found drinking tea with Mr. Beresford Duff—and all
these faces were well known in society at home, you may
be sure; and Barty made capital caricatures of them all,
which were treasured up and carried back to England ;
one or two of them turn up now and then at a sale at
Christie’s and fetch a great price. I got a little pen-
“and-ink outline of Captain Reece there, drawn before he
came into the title. I had to give forty-seven pounds
ten for it, not only because it was a speaking likeness
of the late Lord Ironsides as a young man, but on ac-
count of the little ¢“B. J.” in the corner.

And only the other evening I sat at dinner next to
the Dowager Countess. Heavens! what a beauntiful
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inspired epicenes, these gifted epileptoids, these ansemic
little self-satisfied nincompoops, whose proper place, it
seemed to me, was either Earlswood, or Colney Hatch,

_or Broadmoor. That is, if their madness was genuine,
which I doubt. He and I had many a quarrel about
them, till he found them out and cut them for good and
all—a great relief to me; for one got a bad name by
being friends with such nondescripts.

““ Dis-moi qui tu hantes, je te dirai ce que tu es !’

Need I say they all died long ago, without leaving the
ghost of a name P—and nobody cared. Poetical justice
again! How encouraging it is to think there are mno
such people now, and that the breed has been thoroughly
stamped out !*

Barty never succeeded as an illustrator on wood. He
got into a way of doing very slight sketches of pretty
people in fancy dress and coloring them lightly, and sold
them at a shop in the Strand, now no more. Then he
made up little stories, which he illustrated himself, some-
thing like the picture-books of the later Caldecott, and
I found him a publisher, and he was soon able to put
aside a few pounds and pay his debts.

* Editor.
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have got on without her; they would have had to come,
too — brothers, sisters, young husbands, grandchildren,
and all.

Never but once did she give way, It was one June
evening, when I was reading to her some favorite short
poems out of Browning’s Men and Women on a small
lawn surrounded with roses, and of which she was
fond.

The rest of the family were on the river, except her
father and mother, who were dressing to go and dine with
some neighbors; for a wonder, as they seldom dined away
from home.

The carriage drove up to the door to fetch them, and
they came out on the lawn to wish us good-night.

Never had I been more struck with the splendor of
Barty and his wife, now verging towards middle age, as
they bent over to kiss their daughter, and he cut capers
and cracked little jokes to make her laugh.

Leah’s hair was slightly gray and her magnificent
figure somewhat matronly, but there were no other signs
of autumn ; her beautiful white skin was still as delicate
as a baby’s, her jet-black eyes as bright and full, her
teeth just as they were thirty years back.

Tall as she was, her hushand towered over her, the
- finest and handsomest man of his age I have ever seen.
And Marty gazed after them with her heart in her eyes
as they drove off.

‘ How splendid they are, Uncle Bob !”

Then she looked down at her own shrunken figure and
limbs—her long, wasted legs and her thin, slight feet
that were yet so beautifully shaped.

And, hiding her face in her hands, she began to cry:

““And Pm their poor little daughter—oh dear, oh
dear ” .
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length of days. And always the old love of fun and
frolic and pretty tunes.

Her father would make her langh till she cried, and the
same fount of tears would serve when Mary sang Brahms
and Schubert and Lassen to her—and Roberta played
Chopin and Schumann by the hour.

So she might have lived on for a few years—four or
five—even ten. DBut she died at seventeen, of mere influ-
enza, very quickly and without much pain. Her father
and mother were by her bedside when her spirit passed
away, and Dr. Knight, who had brought her into the
world.

She woke from a gentle doze and raised her head, and
called out in a clear voice:

“Barty— Leah—come to me, come !”

And fell back dead.

Barty bowed his head and face on her hand, and re-
mained there as if asleep. It was Leah who drew her
eyelids down.

An hour later Dr. Knight came to me, his face dis-
torted with grief.

“It’s all over ?” I said.

“Yes, it’s all over.”

“And Leah ?”

“Mrs. Josselin is with her husband. She’s a noble
woman ; she seems to bear it well.”

“And Barty ?”

“ Barty Josselin is no more.”

THE END
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423, 11. Le Fils de la Vierge— The
Virgin’s Son.

423, 12. mutatis mutandis—the neces-
sary changes being made.

423,34. “ Mot aussi, je fumais . . . n'est
ce pas?” —*“I too smoked when it
was forbidden ; what do you expect ?
Youth must have its day, musn’t
it?”

424, 3. dame—indeed.

425, 30. cour des miracles—the court
of miracles. (A meeting-place of
beggars described in Hugo’s # Notre
Dame de Paris.” So called on ac-
count of the sudden change in the
appearance of the pretended cripples
who came there.)

426, 16. « O dis-donc, Hortense,” etc.—
“Oh say, Hortense, how cold it is!
whenever will it be eleven o’clock,
80 that we can go to bed ?”

428, 5, nous autres—we others,

428, 22, Numero Deus impare gaudet
—The god delights in uneven num-
bers.

430, 22.

% Aus meinen Thrdnen spriessen,” etc.
“Qut of my tear-drops springeth
A harvest of beautiful flowers;
And my sighing turneth
To a choir of nightingales.”
Ileine.

435, 24. Ak, mon Dieu! — Ah, my
God !

437, 34.
ment.

439, 31. Pandore et sa Boite — Pan-
dore and her Box.

441, 12, “ Cest papa qui paie et ma-
man qui régale” —* Papa pays and
mamma treats.”

445, 8. au grande trot—at a full trot.

447, 12. Nous étions bien, la — We
were well, there.

447, 21. lhomme propose— man pro-
poses.

448, 1. *“ O tempo passato, perché non
ritorni 2°—“0O bygone days, why
do you not return ?”

448, 7. “ Et je m'en vais,” etc.

“And off T go
On the evil wind
Which carries me
Here and there
Like the
Leaf that is dead.”

448, 13, rossignolet de mon dme~—little
nightingale of my soul.

448, 23. Da capo, e du capo—OQOver and
over again.

449, 4. medio de fonte leporum (surgit
amari aliquid)—from the midst of
the fountain of delights something
bitter arises,

Etablissement — establish-





