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Part 3



OUR years
ago—in
1874 —two young
Englishmen had oc-
casion to go to the
United States. They
crossed the ocean at
midsummer, and, ar-
riving in New York on the first day
of August, were much strnck with
the fervid temperature of that city.
Disembarking upon the wharf, they
climbed into one of those huge high-
hung coaches which convey passen-
gers to the hotels, and, with a great
deal of bouncing and bumping, took
their course through Broadway. The
midsummer aspect of New

York is not, perhaps, the B
| most favorable one ; still, it |
| is not without its pictu-
resque and even brilliant

. side. Nothing could well
resemble less a typical Eng-
lish street than the intermi-

| nable avenue, rich in incon-
gruities, through which our.
two travellers advanced—




looking out on each side of them at the
comfortable animation of the sidewalks,
the high- colored, heterogeneous archi-
tecture, the huge, white marble fagades
glittering in the strong, crude light, and
bedizened with gilded lettering, the mul-
tifarious awnings, banners, and streamers,
the extraordinary number of omnibuses,
horse-cars, and other democratic vehicles,
the venders of cooling fluids, the white
trousers and big straw-hats of the police-
men, the tripping gait of the modish young
persons on the pavement, the general
brightness, newness, juvenility, both of
people and things. The young men had
exchanged few observations; but in cross-
ing Union Square, in front of the monu-
ment to Washington—in the very shadow,
indeed, projected by the image of the
puater patricc—one of them remarked to
the other, “It seems a rum-looking place.”

“Ah, very odd, very odd,” said the
other, who was the clever man of the
two.

“Pity it’s so beastly hot,” resumed the
first speaker, after a pause.

“You know we are in a low latitude,”
said his friend.

“I dare say,” remarked the other.
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“I wonder,” said the second >
speaker, presently, “if they can
give one a bath ¢’

“] dare say not,” rejoined the
other.

“Oh, I say!” cried his com-
rade.

This animated discussion was checked
by their arrival at the hotel, which had
been recommended to them by an Amer-
ican gentleman whose acquaintance they
made—with whom, indeed, they became
very intimate—on the steamer, and who
had proposed to accompany them to the
inn and introduce them, in a friendly
way, to the proprietor. This plan, how-
ever, had been defeated by their friend’s
finding that his “partner” was await-
ing him on the wharf, and that his
commercial associate desired him in-
stantly to come and give his attention
to certain telegrams received from
St. Lonis. But the two English-
men, with nothing but their na-




tional prestige and personal graces to
recommend them, were very well re-
ceived at the hotel, which had an air of
capacious hospitality. They found that
a bath was not unattainable, and were in-
deed struck with the facilities for pro-
longed and reiterated immersion with
which their apartment was supplied. Af-
ter bathing a good deal—more, indeed,
than they had ever done before on a sin-
gle occasion—they made their way into
the dining-room of the hotel, which was
a spacious restaurant, with a fountain in
the middle, a great many tall plants in
ornamental tubs, and an array of French
waiters. The first dinner on land after a
sea-voyage is, under any circumstances, a
delightful ocecasion, and there was some-
thing particularly agreeable in the circum-
stances in which our young Englishmen
found themselves. They were extremely
good-natured young men; they were more
observant than they appeared; in a sort
of inarticulate, accidentally dissimulative
fashion, they were highly appreciative.
This was, perhaps, especially the case with
the elder, who was also, as I have said,
the man of talent. They sat down at a

little table, which was a very different
i



affair from the great clattering seesaw in
the saloon of the steamer. The wide
doors and windows of the restaurant stood
open, beneath large awnings, to a wide
pavement, where there were other plants
in tubs and rows of spreading trees, and
beyond which there was a large, shady
square, without any palings, and with mar-
ble-paved walks. And above the vivid
verdure rose other facades of white mar-
ble and of pale chocolate-colored stone,
squaring themselves against the deep blue
sky. Here, outside, in the light and the
shade and the heat, there was a great
tinkling of the bells of innumerable street-
cars,and a constant strolling and shuffling
and rustling of many pedestrians, a large
proportion of whom were young women
in Pompadour-looking dresses. Within,
the place was cool and vaguely lighted,
with the plash of water, the odor of
flowers, and the flitting of French wait-
ers, as I have said, upon soundless car-
pets.

“Tt’s rather like Paris, you know,” said
the younger of our two travellers.

“TIt’s like Paris—only more so,” his
companion rejoined.

“I suppose it’s the French waiters,”
7



said the first speaker. ¢ Why don’t they
have French waiters in London #”

“Fancy a French waiter at a club,” said
his friend.

The young Englishman stared a little,
as if he could not fancy it. *In Paris
Pm very apt to dine at a place where
there’s an English waiter. Don’t you
know what’s - his - name’s, close to the
thingumbob? They always set an Eng-
lish waiter at me. I suppose they think
I can’t speak French.”

“Well, you can’t.” And the elder of
the young Englishmen unfolded his
napkin.

His companion took no notice what-
ever of this declaration. “I say,” he
resumed, in a moment, “I suppose we
must learn to speak American. I
suppose we must take les-
sons.” T

“] ecan’t understand
them,” said the clever man.




“ What the deuce is /e saying ¢ asked
his comrade, appealing from the French
waiter.

“ He is recommending some soft-shell
crabs,” said the clever man.

And so,1n desultory observation of the
idiosynerasies of the new society in which
they found themselves, the young English-
men proceeded to dine—going in largely,
as the phrase is, for cooling dranghts and
dishes, of which their attendant offered
them a very long list.  After dinner they
went out and slowly walked abount the
neighboring streets. The early dusk of
waning summer was coming on, but the
heat was still very great. The pavements
were hot even to the stout boot soles of the
British travellers, and the trees along the
curb-stone emitted strange exotic odors.
The young men wandered through the ad-
joining square—that queer place without

" palings, and with marble walks arranged
in black and white lozenges. There were
a great many benches, crowded with shab-
by-looking people, and the travellers re-
marked, very justly, that it was not much
like Belgrave Square. On one side was
an enormous hotel, lifting up into the
hot darkness an immense array of open,

9



brightly lighted windows. At the base
of this populous structure was an eternal
jangle of horse-cars, and all round it, in
the upper dusk, was a sinister hum of
mosquitoes. The ground-floor of the hotel
seemed to be a huge transparent cage,
flinging a wide glare of gaslight into the
street, of which it formed a sort of public
adjunct, absorbing and emitting the pass-
ers-by promiscuously. The young Eng-
lishmen went in with every one else,
from curiosity, and saw a couple of hun-
dred men sitting on divans along a great
marble-paved corridor, with their legs
stretched out, together with several dozen
more standing in a queue, as at the ticket-
office of a railway station, before a brill-
iantly illuminated counter of vast extent.
These latter persons, who carried port-
manteaus in their hand, had a dejected,
exhausted look ; their garments were not
very fresh, and they seemed to be ren-
dering some mysterious tribute to a mag-
nificent young man with a waxed mus-
tache, and a shirt-front adorned with
diamond buttons, who every now and then
dropped an absent glance over their mul-
titudinous patience. They were American
citizens doing homage to a hotel clerk.
10



“I’m glad he didn’t tell us to go there,”
said one of our Englishinen, alluding to
their friend on the steamer, who had told
them so many things. They walked up
Fifth Avenue,where, for instance, he had
told them that all the first families lived.
But the first families were out of town,
and our young travellers had only the
satisfaction of seeing some of the second
—or, perhaps, even the third—taking the
evening air upon balconies and high
flights of door-steps, in the streets which
radiate from the more ornamental thor-
oughfare. They went a little way down
one of these side streets, and they saw
young ladies in white dresses— charm-
ing-looking persons—seated in graceful
attitudes on the chocolate-colored steps.
In one or two places these young ladies
were conversing across the street with
other young ladies seated in similar post-
ures and costumes in front of the opposite
houses, and in the warm night air their
colloquial tones sounded strange in the ears
of the young Englishmen.
One of our friends, never-
theless—the younger one
—intimated that he felt a
disposition to




interrupt a few of these soft familiar-
ities; but his companion observed, per-
tinently enough, that he had better be
careful. “We must not begin with mak-
ing mistakes,” said his companion.

“ But he told us, you know—he told
us,” urged the young man, alluding again
to the friend on the steamer.

“Never mind what he told us!” an-
swered his comrade, who, if he had greater
talents, was also apparently more of a
moralist.

By bedtime—in their impatience to
taste of a terrestrial couch again, our sea-
farers went to bed early—it was still in-
sufferably hot, and the buzz of the mosqui-
toes at the open windows might have
passed for an audible crepitation of the
temperature. * We can’t stand this, you
know,” the young Englishinen said to
each other; and they tossed about all
night more boisterously than they had
tossed upon the Atlantic billows. On
the morrow their first thought was that
they would re-embark that day for Eng-
land ; and then it occurred to them that
they might find an asylnm nearer at hand.
The cave of Aolus became their ideal of

comfort, and they wondered where the
12



Americans went when they wished to
cool off. They had not the least idea,
and they determined to apply for infor-
mation to Mr. J. L. Westgate. This was
the name inseribed in a bold hand on the
back of a letter carefully preserved in the
pocket-book of our junior traveller. Be-
neath the address, in the left-hand corner
of the envelope, were the words, * Intro-
ducing Lord Lambeth and Percy Beau-
mont, Esq.” The letter had been given
to the two Englishmen by a good friend
of theirs in London, who had Dbeen in
America two years previously, and had
singled out Mr. J. L. Westgate from the
many friends he had left there as the
consignee, as it were, of his compatriots.
“Ie is a capital fellow,” the Englishman
in London had said, “and he has got an
awfully pretty wife. Ie’s tremendously
hospitable—he will do everything in the
world for you; and as he knows every
one over tlere, it is quite needless I should
give you any other introduction. He
will make you see every one; trust to 7
him for putting you into circulation.

He has got a tremendously pretty wife.”

It was natural that in the hour of trib-
ulation Lord Lambeth and Mr. Percy ¥
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Beaumont should have bethought them-
selves of a gentleman whose attractions
had been thus vividly depicted —all the
more so that he lived in Fifth Avenue,
and that Fifth Avenue, as they had ascer-
tained the night before, was contiguous to
their hotel. “Ten to one he’ll be out of
town,” said Percy Beaumont; “but we can
at least find out where he has gone, and
we can immediately start in pursuit. He
can’t possibly have gone to a hotter place,
you know.”

“ Oh, there’s only one hotter place,”
said Lord Lambeth, “and I hope he hasn’t
gone there.”

They strolled along the shady side of
the street to the number indicated upon
the precious letter. The house presented
an imposing chocolate-colored expanse,
relieved by facings and window cornices
of florid sculpture, and by a couple of
dusty rose-trees which clambered over
the balconies and the portico. This last-
mentioned feature was approached by a
monumental flight of steps.

“ Rather better than a London house,”
said Lord Lambeth, looking down from
this altitude, after they had rung the
bell.

14



“1It depends upon what London house
you mean,” replied his companion. “You
have a tremendous chance to get wet be-
tween the house door and your carriage.”

“Well,” said Lord Lambeth, glancmg
at the burmng heavens, “I ‘guess’ it
doesn’t rain so much here!”

The door was opened by a long negro
in a white jacket, who grinned familiarly
when Lord Lambeth asked for Mr. West- =
gate.

“Te ain’t at home, sah; : £ 'y,
he’s down town at his o’fice.”

“Oh, at his office ?” said
the visitor. “ And when will
e be at home?”

“Well, sah, when he goes
out dis way in de mo'ning, he
ain’t liable to come home all
day.”

This was discouraging; but the ad-
dress of Mr. Westgate's office was freely
imparted by the intelligent black, and 5 .
was taken down by Percy Beaumont in / //‘
his pocket-book. The two gentlemen {
then returned, languidly, to their hotel, b
and sent for a hackney-coach, and in this
commodious vehicle they rolled comfort-

ably down-town. They measured the
15




whole length of Broadway again, and
found it a path of fire; and then, deflect-
ing to the left, they were deposited by
their conductor before a fresh, light, or-
namental structure, ten stories high, in a
street crowded with keen - faced, light-
limbed young men, who were running
about very quickly, and stopping each
other eagerly at corners and in doorways.
Passing into this brilliant building, they
were introduced by one of the keen-faced
young men—he was a charming fellow,
in wonderful cream-colored garments and
a hat with a blue ribbon, who had evi-
dently perceived them to be aliens and
helpless—to a very snug hydraulic eleva-
tor, in which they took their place with
many other persons, and which, shooting
upward in its vertical socket, presently
projected them into the seventh horizon-
tal compartment of the edifice. Here,
after brief delay, they found themselves
face to face with the friend of their
friend in London. His oftice was com-
posed of several different rooms, and they
waited very silently in one of them after
they had sent in their letter and their
cards. The letter was not one which it

would take Mr. Westgate very long to
16



read, but he came out to speak to themn
more instantly than they could have ex-
pected; he had evidently jumped up from
his work. Ile was a tall, lean personage,
and was dressed all in fresh white linen;
lie had a thin, sharp, familiar face, with an
expression that was at one and the same
time sociable and business-like, a quick, in-
telligent eye, and a large brown mustache,
which concealed his mouth and made his
chin beneath it look small. Lord Lambeth
thought he looked tremendously clever.

“ How do you do, Lord Lambeth—how
do you do, sir?” he said, holding the
open letter in his hand. «D'm very glad
to see you; I hope you're very well.
You had better come in here; I think
it’s cooler,” and he led the way into an-
other room, where there were law-books
and papers, and windows wide open be-
neath striped awning. Just opposite one
of the windows, on a line with his eyes,
Lord Lambeth observed the weather-vane
of a church steeple. The uproar of the
street sounded infinitely far below, and
Lord Lambeth felt very high in the air.
“] say it’s cooler,” pursued their host,
“but everything is relative. How do
you stand the heat?”

17
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“I can’t say we like it,”’ said Lord
~ Lambeth; “but Beaumont likes it bet-
ter than 1.7

“Well, it won’t last,” Mr. Westgate
very cheerfully declared ; * nothing un-
pleasant lasts over here. It was very hot
when Captain Littledale was lere; he
did nothing but drink sherry-cobblers.
IIe expresses some doubt in his letter
whether I will remember him—as if I
didn’t remember making six sherry-cob-
blers for him one day in about twenty
minutes. I hope you left him well, two
years having elasped since then.”

“Oh yes, he’s all right,” said Lord
Lambeth.

“1 am always very glad to see your
countrymen,” Mr. Westgate pursued.
“TI thought it wonld be time some of
you should be coming along. A friend
of mine was saying to me only a day or
two ago, < It’s time for the watermelons
and the Englishmen.’”

“The Englishmen and the water-
melons just now are about the same
thing,” Percy Beanmont said, wiping
his dripping
forehead.

“ Ad, well,




we'll put you on ice, as we do the mel-
ons. You must go down to Newport.”

“We'll go anywhere,” said Lord Lam-
beth.

“Yes, you want to go to Newport;
that’s what you want to do,” Mr. West-
gate afirmed. “ But let’s see—when did
you get here ¢”

“Only yesterday,’
mont.

“Ab, yes, by the R2ussia. Where are
you staying ¢

“At the Hanover, I think they call it.”

“Pretty comfortable?’ inquired M.
Westgate.

“It seems a capital place, but I can’t
say we like the gnats,” said Lord Lam-
beth.

Mr. Westgate stared and laughed. “Oh
no, of course you don’t like the gnats.
We shall expect you to like a good many
things over liere, but we sha’n’t insist
upon your liking the gnats; though cer-
tainly you’ll admit that, as gnats, they
are fine, ech? DBut you oughtn’t to re-
main in the city.”

“So we think,” said Lord Lambeth.
“If you would kindly suggest some-
thing—"

> sald Percy DBean-
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“Suggest something, my dear sir?”
and Mr. Westgate looked at him, narrow-
ing his eyelids. ¢ Open your mouth and
shut your eyes! Leave it to me, and I'll
put you through. It’s a matter of na-
tional pride with me that all Englishmen
should have a good time; and as I have
had considerable practice, I have learned
to minister to their wants. I find they
generally want the right thing. So just
please to consider yourselves my proper-
ty; and if any one should try to appropri-
ate you, please to say, ‘Ilands off ; too late
for the market.” But let’s see,” continued

the American, in his slow, humor-
ous voice, with a distinctness of ut-
terance which appeared to his visit-
ors to be a part of a humor-
ous intention—a strangely
leisurely speculative voice
for a man evidently so busy
and, as they felt, so professional —
“let’s see ; are you going to make
something of a stay, Lord Lam-
~w  beth?”’
“Oh dear no,” said the young
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Englishman ; “my cousin was coming
over on some business, so I just came
across, at an hour’s notice, for the lark.”

“Is it your first visit to the United
States #”

“Oh dear yes.”

«] was obliged to come on some busi-
ness,” said Percy Beaumont, “and I
brought Lambeth along.”

 And you have been here before, sir ¢”

« Never—never.”

“] thonght, from your referring to
business—"’ said Mr. Westgate.

“Oh, you see I'm by
way of being a barris-
ter,” Percy DBeaumont
answered. ‘I know
some people that think
of bringing a suitagainst
one of your railways,
and they asked me to come over
and take measures accordingly.”

Mr. Westgate gave one of his
slow, keen looks again. * What’s
your railroad?” he asked.

“The Tennessee Central.”

The American tilted back his
chair a little, and poised it an in-
stant. “ Well, I’'m sorry you want
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to attack one of our institutions,” he said,
smiling. “ But I guess you had better en-
joy yourself first )

“I'm certainly rather afraid 1 can’t
work in this weather,” the young barris-
ter confessed.

“Leave that to the natives,” said Mr.
Westgate. “Leave the Tennessee Cen-
tral to me, Mr. Beaumont. Some day
we'll talk it over,and I guess I can make
it square. But I didn’t know you Eng-
lishmen ever did any work, in the upper
classes.”

“Oh, we do a lot of work; don’t we,
Lambeth ¢ asked Percy Beaumont.

“I must certainly be at home by the
19th of September,” said the younger
Englishman, irrelevantly but gently.

“Tor the shooting, eh? or is it the
hunting, or the fishing?” inquired his
entertainer.

“Oh, T must be in Scotland,”
said Lord Lambeth, blushing a
little.

“Well, then,” rejoined Mr. West-
gate, ““ you had better amuse your-
self first, also. You must go down
and see Mrs. Westgate.”

“ We should be so happy, if you




would kindly tell us the train,” said Percy
Beaumont.

“Tt isn’t a train—it’s a boat.”

“«Oh, I see. And what is the name of
—a—the—a—town?”

“Tt isn’t a town,” said Mr. Westgate,
laughing. “It’s a—well, what shall I eall
it? It's a watering-place. In short, it’s
Newport. You'll see what it is. It’s
cool; that’s the principal thing. You
will greatly oblige me by going down
there and putting yourself into the hands
of Mrs. Westgate. It isn’t perhaps for
me to say it, but you couldn’t be in bet-
ter hands. Also in those of her sister,
who is staying with her. She is very
fond of Englishmen. She thinks there
is nothing like them.”

“Mrs. Westgate or—a—her sister ?”
asked Percy Beammont, modestly, yet in
the tone of an inquiring traveller.

“Oh, I mean my wife,” said Mr. West-
gate. “I don’t suppose my sister-in-law
knows much about them. She has always
led a very quiet life; she has lived in
Boston.”

Percy Beaumont listened with interest.
“ That, I believe,” he said, “is the mosi

—a—intellectual tcwn ¢”
23



“I believe it is very intellectual. I
don’t go there much,” responded his host.

“I say, we ought to go there,” said
Lord Lambeth to his companion.

“Oh, Lord Lambeth, wait till the
great heat is over,” Mr. Westgate inter-
posed. “Boston in this weather would
be very trying; it’s not the temperature
for intellectual exertion. At Boston, you
know, you have to pass an examination
at the city limits; and when you come
away they give you a kind of degree.”

Lord Lambeth stared, blushing a little ;
and Percy Beaumont stared a little also
—but only with his fine natural complex-
lon—glancing aside after a moment to
see that his companion was not looking
too credulous, for he had heard a great
deal of American humor. “I dare say it
is very jolly,” said the younger gentle-
marn.

“I dare say it is,” said Mr. Westgate.
“Only I must impress npon yon that at
present—to-morrow morning, at an eal’ly
hour—you will be expected at Newport.
We have a house there ; half the people
of New York go there for the summer. I
am not sure that at this very moment my
wife can take you in; she has got a lot.
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of people staying with her; I don’t know
who they all are; only she may have no
room. But you can begin with the hotel,
and meanwhile you ean live at my house.
In that way—simply sleeping at the hotel
—yon will find it tolerable. For the rest,
you must make yourself at home at my
place. You mustn’t be shy, yon know ;
if you are only here for a month, that
will be a great waste of time. Mus.
Westgate won’t neglect you, and yon
had better not try to resist her. I
know something about that. I ex-

pect you'll find some pretty girls on
the premises. I shall write to my
wife by this afternoon’s mail, and
to-morrow morning she and Miss
Alden will look out for you. Just
walk right in and make yourself
comfortable. Your steamer leaves
from this part of the city, and I
will immediately send ont and get
you a cabin. Then, at half-past
four o’clock, just call for me
here, and I will go with you and
put you on board. It's a big

boat ; you might get lost. A

few days hence, at the end of

the week, I will come down




to Newport, and see how you are getting
on.”

The two young Englishmen inaugu-
rated the policy of mnot resisting Mus.
Westgate by submitting, with great do-
cility and thankfulness, to her husband.
He was evidently a very good fellow,
and he made an impression upon his vis-
itors; his hospitality seemed to recom-
mend itself consciously—with a friendly
wink, as it were—as if it hinted, judi-
ciously, that you could not possibly make
a better bargain. Lord Lambeth and his
cousin left their entertainer to his labors
and returned to their hotel, where they
spent three or four hours in their respec-
tive shower-baths. Percy Beanmont had
‘suggested that they ought to see some-
thing of the town; but “ Oh, d—n the
town!” his noble kinsman had rejoined.
They returned to Mr. Westgate's office
In a’ carriage, with their luggage, very
punctually ; but it must be reluctantly
recorded that, this time, he kept them
waiting so long that they felt themselves
missing the steamer, and were deterred
only by an amiable modesty from dis-
pensing with his attendance, and starting

on a hasty scramble to the wharf. But
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when at last he appeared, and the car-
riage plunged into the purlieus of Broad-
way, they jolted and jostled to such good
purpose that they reached the huge white
vessel while the bell for departure was
still ringing, and the absorption of pas-
sengers still active. It was indeed, as
Mr. Westgate had said, a big boat, and
his leadership in the innumerable and
interminable corridors and cabins, with
which he seemed perfectly acqnainted,
and of which any one and every one ap-
peared to have the entrée, was very grate-
ful to the slightly bewildered voyagers.
He showed them their state-room—a spa-
cious apartment, embellished with gas-
Jamps, mirrors en pied, and sculptured
furniture—and then, long after they had
been intimately convinced that the steam-
er was in motion and launched upon the
unknown stream that they were about to
navigate, he bade them a sociable fare-
well.

“Well, good-bye, Lord Lambeth,” he
said; “good-bye, Mr. Percy Beaumont. I
hope yowll have a good time. Just let
them do what they want with you. Il
come down by-and-by and look after

b3
you.
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The young Englishmen

emerged from their cabin

and amused themselves with wan-
dering about the immense labyrin-
thine steamer, which struck them
as an extraordinary mixture of a
ship and a hotel. It was dense-
ly crowded with passengers, the
larger number of whom appeared
to be ladies and very young chil-
dren ; and in the big saloons, orna-
mented in white and gold, which
followed each other in surprising
succession, beneath the swinging
gaslight, and among the small side
passages where the negro domes-
tics of both sexes assembled with
an air of philosophic leisure, ev-
ery one was moving to and fro and
exchanging loud and familiar ob-
servations. Eventually, at the in-
stance of a discriminating black,
our young men went and had some
“supper”in a wonderful place ar-
ranged like a theatre, where, in a
gilded gallery, upon which little



boxes appeared to open, a large orches-
tra was playing operatic selections, and,
below, people were handing about bills
of fare, as if they had been programmes.
All this was suflieiently curious ; but the
agreeable thing, later, was to sit out on
one of the great white decks of the
steamer, in the warm, breezy darkness,
and, in the vague starlight, to make out
the line of low, mysterious coast. The
young Englishmen tried American eci-
gars—those of Mr. Westgate—and talked
together as they usnally talked, with many
odd silences, lapses of logic, and incon-
gruities of transition, like people who
have grown old together, and learned to
supply each other’s missing phrases; or,
more especially, like people thoroughly
eonscious of a common point of view, so
that a style of conversation superficially
lacking in finish might suflice for refer-
ence to a fund of associations in the light
of which everything was all right.

“We really seem to be going out to
sea,” Percy Beaumont observed. “Upon
my word, we are going back to England.
e has shipped us off again. I eall that
‘real mean.””

“T suppose it’s all right,” said Lord
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, Lambeth. “I want to see
/ those pretty girls at New-
/ port You know he told us the
place was an island; and aren’t all
islands in the sea #”

“Well,” resumed the elder trav-

eller after a while, “if his
—— house is as good as his

cigars, we shall do very
well indeed.”

“Ie seems a very good fel-
N low,” said Lord Lambeth, as
S N if this idea just occurred to

him.

“I say, we had better remain at the

inn,” rejoined his companion, present-
ly. ©1 don’t think I like the way he
spoke of his house. I don’t like stop-
ping in the house with such a tremen-
dous lot of women.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Lord Lam-
beth. And then they smoked a while in
silence. ¢ Faney his thinking we do no
work in England!” the young man re-
sumed.

“I dare say he didn’t really think so,”
gaid Percy Beaumont.

(
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“Well, I guess they don’t know much
about England over here !” declared Lord
Lambeth, humorously. And then there
was another long pause. *“Ile was dev-
ilish civil,” observed the young noble-
man.

“ Nothing, certainly, could have been
more civil,” rejoined his companion.

“ Littledale said his wife was great
fun,” said Lord Lambeth.

“Whose wife—Littledale’s ?”

“This American’s — Mrs. Westgate. 2
What’s his name? J. L.” : ‘

Beaumont was silent a moment.
“ W hat was fun to Littledale,” he said
at last, rather sententiously, “may
be death to us.”

“What do you mean by that?”
asked his kinsman. I am as good
a man as Littledale.”

“ My dear boy, I hope you won’t
begin to flirt,” said Perey Beanmont.

“Idon’t care. I dare say I sha'n’t
begin.”

“With a married woman, if she’s
bent upon it, it’s all very well,”

Beaumont expounded. * But onr

=7 friend mentioned a young lady
—a sister, a sister-in-law. For
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God’s sake, don’t get entangled with
her !”

“How do you mean entangled #”

“Depend npon it she will try to hook
you.”

“Oh, bother!” said Lord Lambeth.

“ American girls are very clever,” urged
his companion.

“So much the better,” the young man
declared.

“I fancy they are always up to some
game of that sort,” Beaumont continued.

“They can’t be worse than they are in
England,” said Lord Lambeth, judicially.

“Ah, but in England,” replied Beau-
mont, “you have got your natural pro-
tectors. You have got your mother and
sisters.”

“ My mother and sisters—" began the
young nobleman, with a certain energy.
But he stopped in time, puffing at his
cigar.

“Your mother spoke to me about it,
with tears in her eyes,” said Percy Bean-
mont. “She said she felt very nervous.
I promised to keep you out of mischief.”

“You had better take care of yourself,”’
said the object of maternal and ducal so-

licitude.
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“ Abh,” rejoined the young barrister, I
haven’t the expectation of a hundred
thousand a year, not to mention other
attractions.”

“Well,” said Lord Lambeth, “don’t
cry out before you're hurt!”

It was certainly very much cooler at

Newport, where our travellers found
themselves assigned to a couple of di-
minutive bedrooms in a far-away angle
of an immense hotel. They had gone
ashore in the early summer twilight, and
had very promptly put themselves to
bed; thanks to which circumstance, and
to their having, during the previous Liours
in their commodious cabin slept the sleep
of youth and health, they began to feel,

towards eleven o’clock, very alert and in-
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quisitive. They looked out of their win-
dows across a row of small green fields,
bordered with low stone-walls of rude
construction, and saw a deep blue ocean
lying beneath a deep blue sky, and fleck-
ed now and then with seintillating patch-
es of foam. A strong, fresh breeze came
in through the curtainless casements, and
prompted our young men to observe gen-
erally that it didn’t seem half a bad cli-
mate. They made other observations
after they had emerged from their rooms
in pursuit of breakfast—a meal of which
they partook in a huge bare hall, where
a hundred negroes in white jackets were
shuflling about upon an uncarpeted floor ;
where the flies were superabundant, and
the tables and dishes covered over with a
strange, voluminous integnument of coarse
blue gauze; and where several little boys
and girls, who had risen late, were seated
in fastidions solitude at the morning re-
past. These young persons had not the
morning paper before them, but they
were engaged in languid perusal of
the bill of fare.

This latter document was a great
puzzle to our friends, who, on re-

flecting that its bewildering catego-
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ries had relation to breakfast alone, had
an uneasy prevision of an encyclopeedic
dinner list. They found a great deal of
entertainment at the hotel; an enormous
wooden structure, for the erection of
which it seemed to them that the virgin
forests of the West must have been terri-
bly deflowered. It was perforated from
end to end with immense bare corridors,
throngh which a strong draught was
blowing — bearing along wonderful fig-
ures of ladies in white morning-dresses
and clouds of valenciennes lace, who
seemed to float down the long vistas with
expanded furbelows like angels spread-
ing their wings. In front was a gigan-
tic veranda, upon which an army might
have encamped—a vast wooden terrace,
with a roof as lofty as the nave of a ca-
thedral. Ilere our young Englishmen
enjoyed, as they supposed, a glimpse of
American society, which was distributed
over the measureless expanse in a varie-
ty of sedentary attitudes, and appeared
to consist largely of pretty young girls,
dressed as if for a féte champétre,
swaying to and fro in rocking-chairs,
fanning themselves with large straw
fans, and enjoying an enviable ex-
35




emption from social cares. Lord Lam-
beth had a theory, which it might be in-
teresting to trace to its origin, that it
would be not only agreeable, but easily
possible, to enter into relations with one
of these young ladies; and his companion
(as he had done a couple of days before)
found occasion to check the young mno-
bleman’s colloguial impulses.

“You had better take care,” said Percy
Beaumont, “ or you will have an offended
father or brother pulling out a bowie-
knife.”

“I assure you it is all right,” Lord
Lambeth replied. “Youn know the Amer-
icans come to these big hotels to make
acquaintances.”

“I know nothing about it, and neither
do you,” said his kinsman, who, like a
clever man, had begun to perceive that
the observation of American society de-
manded a readjustment of one’s stand-
ard.

“ Hang it, then, let’s find out!” cried
Lord Lambeth, with some impatience.
“You know I don’t want to miss any-
thing.”

“We will find out,” said Percy Beau-
mont, very reasonably. “We will go
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and see Mrs. Westgate, and make all the
proper inquiries.”

And so the two inquiring Englishmen,
who had this lady’s address inseribed in
her husband’s hand upon a card, descend-
ed from the veranda of the big hotel and
took their way, according to direction,
along a large, straight road, past a series
of fresh-looking villas embosomed in
shrubs and flowers, and enclosed in an
ingenions variety of wooden palings.
The morning was brilliant and cool, the
villas were smart and snug, and the walk
of the young travellers was very en-
tertaining. Everything looked as if it
had received a coat of fresh paint the
day before —the red roofs, the green
shutters, the clean, bright browns and
buffs of the house fronts. The flower
beds on the little lawns seemed to spar-
kle in the radiant air, and the gravel
in the short carriage sweeps to flash and
twinkle. Along the road came a hun-
dred little basket-phaetons, in whicl, al-
most always, a couple of ladies were sit-
ting—Iladies in white dresses and long
white gloves, holding the reins and look-
ing at the two Englishmen—whose na-

tionality was not elusive—through thick
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blue veils tied tightly about their faces,
as if to guard their complexions. At
last the young men came within sight of
the sea again, and then, having interro-
gated a gardener over the paling of a
villa, they turned into an open gate.
Here they found themselves face to face
with the ocean and with a very pictu-
resque structure, resembling a magnified
chalet, which was perched upon a green
embankment just above it. The house
had a veranda of extraordinary width all
around it, and a great many doors and
windows standing open to the veranda.
These various apertures had, in common,
such an accessible, hospitable air, such a
breezy flutter within of light curtains,
such expansive thresholds and reassuring
interiors, that our friends hardly knew
which was the regular entrance, and, after
hesitating a moment, presented them-
selves at one of the windows. The room
within was dark, but in a moment a grace-
ful figure vaguely shaped itself in the
rich-looking gloom, and a lady came to
meet them. Then they saw that she had
been seated at a table writing, and that
she had heard them and had got up. She
stepped out into the light; she wore a
40



frank, charming smile, with which she
held out her hand to Percy Beaumont.

“Oh, you must be Lord Lambeth and
Mr. Beaumont,” she said. * I have heard
from my husband that you would eome.
I am extremely glad to see you.” And
she shook hands with each of her visitors.
Her visitors were a little shy, but they
had very good manners; they responded
with smiles and exclamations, and they
apologized for not knowing the front
door. The lady rejoined, with vivacity,
that when she wanted to see people very
mueh she did not insist upon those dis-
tinctions, and that Mr. Westgate had
written to her of his English friends in
terms that made her really anxious. “TIe
said you were so terribly prostrated,” said
Mrs. Westgate.

“Oh, you mean by the heat?”
replied Percy Beaumont. “ We
were rather knocked up, but we
feel wonderfully better. We
had such a jolly—a—voyage
down here. It’s so very good
of you to mind.”

“Yes, it’s so very kind
of you,” murmured
Lord Lambeth.




Mrs. Westgate stood smiling; she was
extremely pretty. “ Well, I did mind,”
she said ; “and I thought of sending for
you this morning to the. Ocean IHouse.
I am very glad youn are better, and I am
charmed you have arrived. You must
come round to the other side of the
piazza.”  And she led the way, with a
light, smooth step, looking back at the
young men and smiling.

The other side of the piazza was, as
Lord Lambeth presently remarked, a very
jolly place. It was of the most liberal pro-
portions, and with its awnings, its fanei-
ful chairs, its eushions and rngs, its view
of the ocean, close at hand, tumbling
along the base of the low cliffs whose
level tops intervened in lawn-like smooth-
ness, it formed a charming complement
to the drawing-room. As such it was in
course of use at the present moment; it
was occupied by a soeial circle. There
were several ladies and two or three gen-
tlemen, to whom Mis. Westgate proceeded
to introduce the distinguished strangers.
She mentioned a great many names very
freely and distinetly ; the young English-
men, shufling about and bowing, were
rather bewildered. But at last they were
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provided with chairs—low, wicker chairs,
gilded, and tied with a great many rib-
bons—and one of the ladies (a very young
person, with a little snub-nose and several
dimples) offered Percy Beaumont a fan.
The fan was also adorned with pink love-
knots ; but Percy Beaumont declined it,
although he was very lot. Presently,
however, it became cooler; the breeze
from the sea was delicious, the view was
charming, and the people sitting there
looked exceedingly fresh and comfortable.
Several of the ladies seemed to be young
girls, and the gentlemen were slim, fair
youths, such as our friends had seen the
day before in New York. The ladies
were working upon bands of tapestry,
and one of the young men had an open
book in his lap. DBeaumont afterwards
learned from one of the ladies that this
young man had been reading aloud; that
he was from Boston, and was very fond
of reading alond. DBeaumont said it was
a great pity that they had interrupted
him; he should like so much (from all he
had heard) to hear a Bostonian read.
Couldn’t the young man be induced to
goon?

“Oh mno,” said his informant, very
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“freely ; “he wouldn’t be able to get the

«  young ladies to attend to him now.”
~ There was something very friendly,
' Beaumont perceived, in the attitude of
./ the company; they looked at the young
;," 'Englishmen with an air of animated sym-
b l pathy and interest ; they smiled, brightly
and unanimously, at everything either of
ithe visitors said. Lord Lambeth and his
companion felt that they were being mmade
very welcome. Mrs. Westgate seated her-
'self between them, and, talking a great
adeal to each, they ]md occasion to observe
'that she was as pretty as their friend
Littledale had promised. She was thirty
.vears old, with the eyes and the smile of
a girl of seventeen, and she was extreme-
: ~ly light and glaceful—eleaant exquisite.
e ' {’\Ils Westgate was extlemel) spontane-
_ous. She was very frank and demonstra-
tive, and appeared always—while she
fl looked at you delightedly with her beau-
,4 | tifal young eyes —to be making sudden
%‘ confessions and concessions aftel momen-

‘@ tary hesitations.

“We shall expect to see a great deal
M of you,” she said to Lord Lambeth, with
a kind of joyous earnestness. * We are

&
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very fond of Englishmen here—that is,
there are a great many we have been fond
of. After a day or two you must come
and stay with us; we hope you will stay
along time. Newport’s a very nice place
when you come really to know it—when
you know plenty of people. Of course
you and Mr. Beaumont will have no diffi-
culty about that. Englishmen are very
well received here; there are almost al-
ways two or three of them about. I think
they always like it, and I must say I
should think they would. They receive
ever so much attention. I must say I
think they sometimes get spoiled ; but I
am sure you and Mr. Beaumont are proof
against that.

“ My husband tells me you area friend
of Captain Littledale. He was such a
charming man: he made himself most
agreeable here, and I am sure I wonder
he didn’t stay. It couldn’t have been
pleasanter for him in his own country,
though, I suppose, it is very pleasant in
England —for English people. 1 don’t
know myself; I have been there very
little. I have been a great deal abroad,
but I am always on the Continent. I

must say I am extremely fond of Paris;
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you know we Americans always are ; we
go there when we die. Did you ever
hear that before? That was said by a
great wit—I mean the good Americans;
but we are all good; you’'ll see that for
yourself.

“All I know of England is London,
and all I know of London is that place
on that little corner, you know, where
you buy jackets—jackets with that coarse
braid and those big buttons. They make
very good jackets in London; I will do
you the justice to say that. And some
people like the hats; but about the hats
I was always a heretic; I always got my
hats in Paris. You can’t wear an English
hat—at least, I never could —unless yon
dress your hair « I’ Anglaise; and I must
say that is a talent I never possessed. In
Paris they will make things to suit your
peculiarities; but in England I think youn
like much more to have—how shall I say
it%—one thing for everybody. I mean
as regards dress. I don’t know abont
other things ; but I have always supposed
that in other things everything was dif-
ferent. I mean aceording to the people
—aceording to the classes, and all that.

I am afraid you will think that I don’t
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take a very favorable view; but you know
you can’t take a very favorable view in
Dover Street in the month of November.
That has always been my fate.

“Do you know Jones’s Hotel, in Dover
Street? That’s all I know of England.
Of course every one admits that the Eng-
lish hotels are your weak point. There
was always the most frightful fog; I
couldn’t see to try my things on. When
I got over to America—into the light—I
usnally found they were twice too big.
The next time I mean to go in the season;
I think I shall go next year. I want very
much to take my sister; she has never
been to England. I don’t know whether
you know what I mean by saying that
the Englishmen who come here some-
times get spoiled. I mean that they take
things as a matter of course—things that
are done for them. Now, naturally, they
are only a matter of course when the
Englishmen are very nice. DBut, of course,
they are almost always very nice. Of
course this isn’t nearly such an interest-
ing country as England; there are not
nearly so many things to see, and we
haven’t your country life. I have never
seen anything of your country life; when
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I am in Europe I am always on the Conti-
nent. DBut I have heard a great deal
about it; I know that when you are
among yourselves in the country you have
the most beautiful time. Of course we
have nothing of that sort; we have noth-
ing on that scale.

“I don’t apologize, Lord Lambeth
some Americans are always apologizing ;
you must have noticed that. We have
the reputation of always boasting and
bragging and waving the American flag;
but T must say that what strikes me is
that we are perpetually making excuses
and trying to smooth things over. The
American flag has quite gone out of fash-
ion; it’s very carefully folded up like an
old table-cloth. Why should we apol-
ogize? The English never apologize—
do they? No; I must say I never apol-
ogize. You must take us as we come—
with all our imperfections on our heads.
Of course we haven’t your country life,
and your old ruins, and your great estates,
and your leisure class, and all that. But
if we haven’t, T should think you might
find it a pleasant change—I think any
country is pleasant where they have pleas-
ant manners.
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“(Captain Littledale told me he had
never seen such pleasant manners as at
Newport, and he had heen a great deal
in European society. IHadn’t he been in
the diplomatic service? Ile told me the
dream of his life was to get appointed to
a diplomatic post at Washington. DBut
he doesn’t seem to have succeeded. I
suppose that in England promotion—and
all that sort of thing—is fearfully slow.
With us, you know, it’s a great deal too
fast. You see, I admit our drawbacks.
But I must confess I think Newport is
an ideal place. I don’t know anything
like it anywhere. Captain Littledale
told me he didn’t know anything like it
anywhere. It’s entirely different from
most watering-places ; it’s a most charm-
ing life. I must say I think that when
one goes to a foreign country one ought
to enjoy the differences. Of course there
are differences, otherwise what did one
come abroad for? Look for your pleas-
ure in the differences, Lord Tambeth ;
that’s the way to do it; and then I am
sure you will find American society—at
least, Newport society —most charming
and most interesting. I wish very much

my husband were here; but he’s dread-
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fully confined to New York. I suppose
you think that is very strange — for a
gentleman. DBut you see we haven’t any
leisure class.”

Mrs. Westgate’s discourse, delivered in
a soft, sweet voice, flowed on like a min-
iature torrent, and was interrupted by a
hundred little smiles, glances, and gest-
ures, which might have figured the ir-
regularities and obstruetions of such a
stream. Lord Lambeth listened to her
with, it must be confessed, a rather in-
effectual attention, although he indulged
in a good many little murmurs and ejac-
ulations of assent and deprecation. e
had no great faculty for apprehending
generalizations. There were some three
or four indeed which, in the play of his
own intelligence, he had originated, and
which had seemed convenient at the mo-
ment ; but at the present time he could
hardly have been said to follow Mrs.
Westgate as she darted gracefully about
in the sea of speculation. Iortunately,
she asked for no special rejoinder, for she
looked about at the rest of the company
as well, and smiled at Percy Beaumont,
on the other side of her, as if he, too, must

understand her and agree with her. He
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was rather more successful than his com-
panion; for besides being, as we know,
cleverer, his attention was not vaguely
distracted by close vieinity to a remark-
ably interesting young girl with dark
hair and blue eyes. This was the case
with Lord Lambeth, to whom it occurred
after a while that the young girl with
blue eyes and dark hair was the pretty
sister of whom Mrs. Westgate had spoken.
She presently turned to him with a re-
mark which established her identity.
“It’s a great pity you
couldn’t have brought
my brother-in-law




with you. It’s a great shame he should
be in New York in these days.”

“Oh yes; it’s so very hot,” said Lord
Lambeth.

“It must be dreadful,” said the young
girl.

“1 dare say he is very busy,” Lord
Lambeth observed.

“The gentlemen in America work too
much,” the young girl went on.

“Oli, do they? I dare say they like
it,” said her interlocutor.

“I don’t like it. One never sees them.”

“Don’t you, really #” asked Lord Lam-
beth. “T shouldn’t have fancied that.”

“ Have you come to study American
manners ?”” asked the young girl.

“Oh, I don’t know. I just came over
for a lark. T haven’t got long.” Ilere
there was a pause, and Lord Lambeth be-
gan again. “But Mr. Westgate will come
down here, will he not ?”

“T certainly hope he will. He must
help to entertain you and Mr. Beaumont.”

Lord Lambeth looked at her a little
with his handsome brown eyes. * Do
you suppose he would have come down
with us if we had urged him #”

Mr. Westgate’s sister-in-law was silent
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a moment, and then, “I dare say he
would,” she answered.

“ Really !” said the young Englishman.
“ He was immensely civil to Beaumont
and me,” he added.

“Heis a dear, good fellow,” the young
lady rejoined, “and he is a perfect hus-
band. DBut all Americans are that,” she
continued, smiling.

“Really!” Lord Lambeth exclaimed
again, and wondered whether all Amer-
ican ladies had such a passion for gener-
alizing as these two.

He sat there a good while: there was
a great deal of talk; it was all very
friendly and lively and jolly. Every one
present, sooner or later, said something
to him, and seemed to make a particular
point of addressing him by name. Two
or three other persons came in, and there
was a shifting of seats and changing of
places; the gentlemen all entered into
intimate conversation with the two Eng-
lishmen, made them urgent offers of hos-
pitality, and hoped they might frequently
be of service to them. They were afraid
Lord Lambeth and Mr. Beaumont were
not very comfortable at their hotel ; that

it was not, as one of them said, “so pri-
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vate as those dear little English inns of
yours.” This last gentleman went on to
say that unfortunately, as yet, perhaps,
privacy was not quite so easily obtained
in America as might be desired ; still, he
continued, you could generally get it by
paying for it; in fact, you could get
everything in America nowadays by
paying for it. American life was cer-
tainly growing a great deal more pri-
vate; it was growing very much like
England. Everything at Newport, for
instance, was thoroughly private; Lord
Lambeth would probably be struck with
that. It was also represented to the
strangers that it mattered very little
whether their hotel was agreeable, as
every one would want them to make
visits ; they wonld stay with other peo-
ple, and, in any case, they wounld be a
great deal at DMrs. Westgate’s. They
would find that very charming: it was
the pleasantest house in Newport. It
was a pity Mr. Westgate was always
away; he was a man of the highest
ability — very acute, very acute. Ile
worked like a horse, and he left his wife
—well, to do about as she liked. Ile
liked her to enjoy herself, and she secied
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to know how.
She was ex-
tremely brill-
iant, and a
splendid talk-
er. Some peo-
7 ple preferred
[ 1 her sister ; but Miss Alden was

very different; she was in a dif-
¥ ferent style altogether. Some people even
f‘ thought her prettier, and, certainly, she
| d was not so sharp. She was more in the
"SR Doston style; she had lived a great deal
in Boston, and she was very highly ed-
5 neated. Boston girls, it was propounded, %
f were more like English young ladies. z

Lord Lambeth had presently a chance ;
to test the truth of this proposition, for
on the company rising in compliance with

| a suggestion from their hostess that they g8
! should walk down to the rocks and look g8 ¢
at the sea, the young Englishman again {
found himself, as they strolled across the
grass, in proximity to Mrs. Westgate's
sister. Though she was but a girl of
. twenty, she appeared to feel the obliga-
ol tion to exert an active hospitality; and
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this was, perhaps, the more to be noticed
as she secemed by nature a reserved and
retiring person, and had little of her sis-
ter’s fraternizing quality. She was, per-
haps, rather too thin, and she was a little
pale; but as she moved slowly over the
grass, with her arms hanging at her sides,
looking gravely for a moment at the sea
and then brightly, for all her gravity, at
him, Lord Lambeth thought her at least
as pretty as Mrs. Westgate, and reflected
that if this was the Boston style the Bos-
ton style was very charming. He thought
she looked very clever; he could imagine
that she was highly educated ; but at the
same time she seemed gentle and grace-
ful. For all her cleverness, however, he
felt that she had to think a little what to
say; she didn’t say the first thing that
came into her head ; he had come from a
different part of the world and from a
different society, and she was trying to
adapt her conversation. The others were
scattering themselves near the rocks;
Mrs. Westgate had charge of Percy Beau-
mont.

“Very jolly place, isn’t it #” said Lord
Lambeth. “It’s avery jolly place to sit.”

“Very charming,” said the young girl.
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“ I often sit here; there are all kinds of
cosey corners—as if they had been made
on purpose.”

“Ah, I suppose you have had some
of them made,” said the young man.

Miss Alden looked at him a moment.
“Oh no, we have had nothing made. It’s
pure nature.”

“J should think you would have a few
little benches—rustic seats, and that sort
of thing. It might be so jolly to sit here,
you know,” Lord Lambeth went on.

“] am afraid we haven’t so many of
those things as you,” said the young girl,
thoughtfully.

“1 dare say you go in for pure nature,
as yon were saying. Nature over here
must be so grand, you know.” And Lord
Lambeth looked about him.

The little coast-line hereabouts was
very pretty, but it was not at all grand,
and Miss Alden appeared to rise to a per-
ception of this fact. “I am afraid it
seems to you very rough,” she said. “It’s
not like the coast scenery in Kingsley’s
novels.”

“ Ah, the novels always overdo it, you
know,” Lord Lambeth rejoined. “You
must not go by the novels.”
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They were wandering about a little on
the rocks, and they stopped and looked
down into a narrow chasm where the ris-
ing tide made a curious bellowing sound.
Tt was loud enough to prevent their hear-
ing each other, and they stood there for
some moments in silence. The young
girl looked at her companion, observing
him attentively, but covertly, as wormen,
even when very young, know how to
do. Lord Lambeth repaid observation ;
tall, straight, and strong, he was hand-
some as eertain young Englishmen, and
certain young Englishmen, almost alone,
are handsome, with a perfect finish of
feature and a look of intellectual repose
and gentle good-temper which seemed
somehow to be consequent upon his well-
cut nose and chin. And to speak of
Lord Lambetl’s expression of intellectual




repose is not simply a civil way of say-
ing that he looked stupid. Ile was ev-
idently not a young man of an irritable
imagination ; he was not, as he would
himself have said, tremendounsly clever;
but thongh there was a kind of appealing
dulness in his eye, he looked thoroughly
reasonable and competent, and his appear-
ance proclaimed that to be a nobleman,
an athlete, and an excellent fellow was a
sufficiently brilliant combination of qual-
ities. The young girl beside him, it may
be attested without further delay, thought
himn the handsomest young man she had
ever seen; and DBessie Alden’s imagina-
tion, unlike that of her companion, was
irritable.  He, however, was also making
up his mind that she was uncommonly
pretty.

“I dare say it’s very gay here—that
you have lots of balls and parties,” he
said ; for, if he was not tremendously
clever, he rather prided himself on hav-
ing, with women, a sufficiency of con-
versation.

“Oh yes, there is a great deal going
on,” Bessie Alden replied. ¢ There are
not so many balls, but there are a good
many other things. You will see for
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yourself ; we live rather in the midst of
it.”

“It’s very kind of you to say that.
But I thought yon Americans were al-
ways dancing.”

“] suppose we dance a good deal ; but
I have never seen much of it. We don’t
do it much, at any rate, in summer. And
I am sure,” said Bessie Alden, ¢ that we
don’t have so many balls as you have in
England.”

“Really !” exclaimed Lord Lambeth.
“ Ah, in England it all depends, you
know.”

“You will not think much of our gay-
eties,” said the young girl, looking at
him with a little mixture of interrogation
and decision which was peculiar to her.
The interrogation seemed earnest and the
decision seemed arch ; but the mixture, at
any rate, was charming. “Those things,
with us, are much less splendid than in
England.”

“] faney you don’t mean that,” said
Lord Lambeth, laughing.

“T assure you I mean everything I say,”
the young girl declared. ¢ Certainly,
from what I have read about English

society, it is very different.”
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“ Ah well, you know,” said her com-
b b

panion, “those things are often described
by fellows who know nothing about them.
You mustn’t mind what you read.”

“QOh, I skall mind what I read !” Bessie
Alden rejoined. “When I read Thackeray
and George Eliot, how can I help mind-
ing them ?”

«“ Ah, well, Thackeray and George
Eliot,” said the young nobleman; “I
haven’t read much of them.”

“Don’t you suppose they know about
society ¢ asked Bessie Alden.

“Qh, I dare say they know ; they were
so clever. DBut these fashionable novels,”
said Lord Lambeth, ¢ they are awful rot,
you know.”

His companion looked at him a mo-
ment with her dark blue eyes, and then
she looked down in the chasm where the
water was tumbling about. “Do you
mean Mrs. Gore, for instance ?” she said,
presently, raising her eyes.

“J] am afraid T haven’t read that, ei-
ther,” was the young man’s rejoinder,
langhing a little and blushing. “I am
afraid you’ll think I am not very intel-
lectual.”

“ Reading Mrs. Gore is no proof of in-
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- @ tellect. But I like reading everything .-w
o, “’dabout English life—even poor books. I@j’" :
I m am so curious about it.” 2
. ‘f*‘ “Aren’t ladies always curious?” asked

the young man, jestingly.

But Bessie Alden appeared to desire to
answer his question seriously. “I don’t
think so—I don’t think we are enough so
—that we care about many things. So

t’s all the more of a compliment,” she
added, “that I should want to know so
much about England.”

The logic hele seemed a little close,
but Lord Lambeth, made conscious of a
compliment, found his natural modesty
just at hand. “T am sure you know a
great deal more than I do.”

“T really think I know a great deal—
for a person who has never been there.”

“ Have you really never been there ?”
cried Tord Lambeth. ¢ Faney!”

“ Never—except in imagination,” said
the young girl.

“Fancy!” repeated her companion.
“But I dare say you'll go soon, won’t
you?’
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“It’s the dream of my life!” said Bessie
Alden, smiling. :

“But your sister seems to know a tre-
mendous lot about London,” Lord Lam-
beth went on.

The young girl was silent a moment.
“ My sister and I are two very different
persons,” she presently said. “She has
been a great deal in Europe. She has
been in England several times. She has
known a great many English people.” -

“But yon must have known sone, too,”
said Lord Lambeth.

“I don’t think that I have ever spoken
to one before. You are the first Eng-
lishman that—to my knowledge—I have
ever talked with.”

Bessie Alden made this statement with
a certain gravity—almost, as it seemed to
Lord Lambeth, an impressiveness. At-
tempts at impressiveness always made
him feel awkward, and he now began to
laugh and swing his stick. “A, you
would have been sure to know !” he said.
And then he added, after an instant, “I'm
sorry I am not a better specimen.”

The young girl looked away ; but she
smiled, laying aside her impressiveness.
“You must remember that you are only a
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beginning,” she said. Then she retraced
her steps, leading the way back to the
lawn, where they saw Mrs. Westgate come
towards them with Percy Beaumont still
at her side. ¢ DPerhaps I shall go to Eng-
land next year,” Miss Alden continued ;
“I want to, immensely. My sister is
going to Europe, and she has asked me
to go with her. If we go, I shall make
her stay as long as possible in London.”

“ Ah, you must come in July,” said
Lord Lambeth. ¢ That’s the time when
there is most going on.”

“I don’t think I can wait till July,”
the young girl rejoined. ¢By the first
of May I shall be very impatient.” They
had gone farther, and Mrs. Westgate and
her companion were near them. “Kit-
ty,” said Miss Alden, “I have given out
that we are going to London next May.
So please to conduct yourself accord-
ingly.”

Percy Beaumont wore a somewhat ani-
mated —even a slightly irritated — air.
He was by no means so handsome a man
as his cousin, although in his counsin’s ab-
sence he might have passed for astriking
specimen of the tall, muscular, fair-beard-

ed, clear-eyed Englishman. Just now
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Beaumont’s clear eyes, which were small
and of a pale gray color, had a rather trou-
bled light, and, after glancing at Bessie
Alden while she spoke, he rested them
upon his kinsman. Mrs. Westgate mean-
while, with her superfluously pretty gaze,
looked at every one alike.

“You had better wait till the time
comes,” she said to hersister. ¢ TPerhaps
next May you won’t care so much about
London. Mr. Beaumont and I,” she went
on, smiling at her companion, * have had
a tremendous discussion.  We don’t agree
about anything. It’s perfectly delight-
ful”

“Oh, I say, Perey!” exclaimed Lord
Lambeth.

“] disagree,” said Beaumout, stroking
down his back hair, “even to the point
of not thinking it delightful.”

“Oh, Isay!” cried Lord Lambeth again.

“I don’t see anything delightful in
my disagreeing with Mrs. Westgate,” said
Perey Beaumont.

“Well, I do!” Mrs. Westgate declared;
and she turned to her sister.  “You know
you have to go to town. The phaeton is
there. You had better take Lord Lam-
beth.”
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At this point Percy Beanmont certainly
looked straight at his kinsman ; he tried
to catech his eye. But Lord Lambeth
would not look at him; his own eyes
were better occupied. I shall be very
happy,” ceried Bessie Alden. “I am only
going to some shops. But I will drive
youn about and show you the place.”

*An American woman who respects
herself,” said Mrs. Westgate, turning to

Beanmont with her bright expos-
itory air, “must buy something
every day of her life.  If she can-
not do it herself, she
must send
out some

her family
for the pur-
pose. So
Bessie goes
forth to ful-

¥ o il my mis-
é sion.”

The young
girl had
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walked away, with Lord Lambeth by her
side, to whom she was talking still ; and
Percy Beaumont watched them as they
passed towards the house. “She fulfils
her own mission,” lie presently said ; “that
of being a very attractive young lady.”

“I don’t know that I should pay very
attractive,” Mrs. Westgate rejoined. “She
is not so much that as she is charming,
when- you really know her. She is very
shy.”

“Oh, indeed !” said Percy Beaumont.

“Extremely shy,” Mrs. Westgate re-
peated. ¢ But she is a dear, good girl;
she is a charming species of a girl. She
is not in the least a flirt ; that isn’t at all
her line ; she doesn’t know the alphabet
of that sort of thing. She is very simple,
very serious. She has lived a great deal
in Boston, with another sister of mine—
the eldest of us— who married a Bos-
tonian.  She is very cultivated—not at
all like me; I am not in the least eul-
tivated. She has studied immensely and
read everything ; she is what they call in
Boston ‘thoughtful.”

“A rom sort of girl for Lambeth to
get hold of I his lordship’s kinsman pri-

vately reflected.
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“T really believe,” Mrs. Westgate con-
tinued, ““that the most charming girl in
the world is a DBoston superstructure
upon a New York fonds; or perhaps a
New York superstructure npon a Boston
Jonds. At any rate, it’s the mixture,”
said Mrs. Westgate, who continued to
give Percy Beaumont a great deal of in-
formation.

Lord Lambeth got into a little basket
phaeton with Bessie Alden, and she drove
him down the long avenue, whose extent
he had measured on foot a couple of hours
before, into the anecient town, as it was
called in that part of the world, of New-
port. The ancient town was a curious
affair—a collection of fresh-looking little
wooden houses, painted white, scattered
over a hill-side and clustered about a long,
straight street, paved with enormous cob-
ble-stones. There were plenty of shops,
a large proportion of which appeared to
be those of frait venders, with piles of
huge watermelons and pumpkins stacked
in front of them; and, drawn up before
the shops, or bumping abount on the cob-
ble-stones, were innumerable other bas-
ket-phaetons freighted with ladies of high

fashion, who greeted each other from
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vehicle to vehicle, and conversed on the
edge of the pavement in a manner that
struck Lord Lambeth as demonstrative,
with a great many “ Oh, my dears,” and
little, quick exclamations and caresses.
His companion went into seventeen shops
—he amused himself with counting them
—and aceumulated at the bottom of the
phaeton a pile of bundles that hardly
left the young Englishman a place for
his feet. As she had no groom nor foot-
man, he sat in the phaeton to hold the
ponies, where, although he was not a
particularly acute observer, he saw much
to entertain him—especially the ladies
just mentioned, who wandered up and
down with the appearance of a kind of
aimless intentness, as if they were looking
for something to buy, and who, tripping
in and out of their vehicles, displayed
remarkably pretty feet. It all seemed to
Lord Lambeth very odd and bright and
gay. Of course, before they got back to
the villa, he had had a great deal of des-
ultory conversation with Bessie Alden.
The young Englishmen spent the whole
of that day and the whole of many suc-
cessive days in what the French call the
entimité of their new friends. They




agreed that it was extremely jolly, that
they had never known anything more
agreeable. It is not proposed to narrate
minutely the incidents of their sojourn
on this charming shore; though if it
were convenient I might present a rec-
ord of impressions none the less delec-
table that they were not exhaustively an-
alyzed. Many of them still linger in the
minds of our travellers, attended by a
train of harmnonious images—images of
brilliant mornings on lawns and piazzas
that overlooked the sea; of innumerable
pretty g oirls; of infinite ]ounmn(r and talk-
ing and ]alw]mw and ﬂn‘tm(r and lunel-
ing and dmmg; of universal friendliness
and frankness; of occasions on which
they knew every one and everything,
and had an e\tx'aordmary sense of ease;
of drives and rides in the late dfternoon
over gleaming beaches, on long sea-roads
beneath a sky lighted up by marvellous
sunsets; of suppers, on the return, infor-
mal, irregular, agreeable; of evenings at
open windows or on the perpetual ve-
randas, in the summer starlight, above
the swarm Atlantic. The young English-
men were introduced to everybody, enter-

tained by everybody. intimate with every-
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body. At the end of three
days they had removed their
i ( lnggage from the hotel, and

' gone to stay with Mrs. Westgate

—a step to which Percy Beau-

mont at first offered some conscientions
opposition. I call his opposition conscien-

tious, because it was founded upon some
71
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talk that he had had, on the second day,
with Bessie Alden. e had indeed had
a good deal of talk with her, for she was
not literally always in conversation with
Lord Lambeth. He had meditated upon
Mrs. Westgate’s account of her sister, and
he discovered for himself that the young
lady was clever, and appeared to have
read a great deal. She seemed very nice,
though he could not make out that, as
Mrs. Westgate had said, she was shy. If
she was shy, she carried it off very well.

“Mr. Beaumont,” she had said, “ please
tell me something about Lord Lambeth’s
family. How would you say it in Eng-
land—his position #”

“Ilis position ?” Percy Beaumont re-
peated.

“His rank, or whatever you call it.
Unfortunately, we haven’t got a ‘peer-
age,’ like the people in Thackeray.”

“That’s a great pity,” said Beaumont.
“You would find it all set forth there so
much better than I can do it.”

“Ile is a peer, then ?”

“Oh yes, he is a peer.”

¢ And has he any other title than Lord
Lambeth ?”

“His title is the Marquis of Lambeth,”
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said Beaumont; and then he was silent.
Bessie Alden appeared to be looking at
him with interest. “Ile is the son of
the Duke of Bayswater,” he added, pres-
ently.

“The eldest son ?”’

“ The only son.”

“ And are his parents living 7

“ Ol yes; if his father were not living
he would be a duke.”

“So that when his father dies,” pursued
Bessie Alden, with more simplicity than
might have been expected in a clever girl,
“he will become Duke of Bayswater ¢”

“Of course,” said Percy Beaumont.
“ But his father is in excellent health.”

“ And his mother?”

Beaumont smiled a little. “The duch-
ess is uncommonly robust.”

“ And has he any sisters 7”

“Yes, there are two.”

“ And what are they called ?”

“One of them is married. She is the
Countess of Pimlico.”

“ And the other ?”

“The other is unmarried ; she is plain
Lady Julia.”

Bessie Alden looked at him a moment.
“Ts she very plain?”




Beaumont began to langh again. “You
would not find her so handsome as her
brother,” he said; and it was after this
that he attempted to dissnade the heir of
the Duke of Bayswater from accepting
Mrs. Westgate's invitation.  “ Depend
upon it,” he said, ¢ that girl means to try
for yon.”

“Jt seems to me you are doing your
best to make a fool of me,” the modest
young nobleman answered.

“She has been asking me,” said Bean-
mont, “all about your people and your
possessions,”

“] am sare it is very good of her!”
Lord Lambeth rejoined.

“Well, then,” observed his companion,
“if you go, you go with your eyes open.”

“D—n my eyes!” exclaimed Lord Lam-
beth. “If one is to be a dozen times a
day at the house, it is a great deal more
convenient to sleep there. T am sick
of travelling up and down this beastly
avenue.”

Since he had determined to go, Percy
Beanmont would, of course, have been
very sorry to allow him to go alonej; he
was a man of conscience, and he remem-

bered his promise to the duchess. It
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was obviously the memory of this prom-
ise that made him say to his companion
a couple of days later that he rather won-
dered he should be so fond of that girl.

“In the first place, how do you know
how fond I am of her ?” asked Lord Lam-
beth. “And, in the second place, why
shouldn’t I be fond of her?”

“] shouldn’t think she would be in
your liné.”

“What do you call my ‘line? Yon
don’t set her down as ‘ fast?'”

¢ Exactly so. Mrs. Westgate tells me
that there is no such thing as the ‘fast
girl” in America; that it’s an English
invention, and that the term has no mean-
ing here.”

“ Allthe better. It’sananimal I detest.”

“You prefer a blue-stocking.”

“Ts that what you call Miss Alden?”

“ITer sister tells me,” said Percy Bean-
mont, “that she is tremendously literary.”

“T don’t know anything about that.
She is certainly very clever.”

“Well,” said Beaumont, I should have
supposed you wounld have found that sort
of thing awfully slow.”

“In point of fact,” Lord Lambeth re-
joined, “T find it uncommonly lively.”
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After this Percy Beaumont held his
tongue; but on August 10th he wrote
to the Duchess of Bayswater. Ie was,
as I have said, a man of conscience, and
he had a strong, incorruptible sense of
the proprieties of life. Ilis kinsman,
meanwhile, was having a great deal of
talk with Bessie Alden—on the red sea-
rocks beyond the lawnj in the course of
long island rides, with a slow return in
the glowing twilight; on the deep veran-
da late in the evening. Lord Lambeth,
who had stayed at many houses, had never
stayed at a house in which it was possible
for a young man to converse so frequently
with a young lady. This young lady no
longer applied to Perey Beaumont for in-
formation concerning his lordship. She
addressed herself direetly to the young
nobleman. She asked him a great many
questions, some of which bored him a
little; for he took no pleasure in talking
about himself.

“ Lord Lambeth,” said Bessie Alden,
“are you a hereditary legislator #”

“Oh, Isay!” eried Lord Lambeth, “don’t
make me call myself sueh names as that.”

“But you are a member of Parliament,”
said the young girl.
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“I don’t like the sound of that, either.”

“Don’t you sit in the House of Lords?”
Bessie Alden went on.

“Very seldom,” said Lord Lambeth.

“Is it an important position?’ she
asked.

“Oh dear no,” said Lord Lambeth.

“I should think it would be very
grand,” said Bessie Alden, “to possess,
simply by an accident of birth, the right
to make laws for a great nation.”

“ AhL, but one doesn’t make laws. It’s
a great humbug.”

“T don’t believe that,” the young girl
declared. It must be a great privilege,
and I should think that if one thought of
it in the right way—from a high point
of view—it would be very inspiring.”

“The less one thinks of it the better,”
Lord Lambeth affirmed.

“T think it’s tremendous,” said DBessie
Alden; and on another occasion she asked
him if he had any tenantry. Ilereupon
it was that, as I have said, he was a little
bored.

“Do you want to buy up their leases?”
e asked.

“Well, have yon got any livings #’ she
demanded.
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“Oh, I say!” he cried. “Have yon
got a clergyman that is looking out?”
But she made him tell her that he had a
castle; he eonfessed to but one. Tt was
the place in which he had been born and
brought up, and, as he had an old-time
liking for it, he was beguiled into de-
seribing it a little, and saying it was really
very jolly. Bessie Alden listened with
great interest, and declared that she wounld
give the world to see such a place.
Wherenpon—“It would be awfully kind
of you to come and stay there,” said Lord
Lambeth. e took a vague satisfaction
in the eircumstance that Percy Beaumont
had not heard him make the remark I
have just recorded.

Mr. Westgate all this time had not, as
they said at Newport, “come on.” His
wife more than once announced that she
expected him on the morrow; but on
the morrow she wandered abont a little,
with a telegram in her jewelled fingers,
declaring it was very tiresome that his
business detained him in New York; that
dhe could only hope the Englishmen were




having a good time. I must say,” said
Mrs. Westgate, * that it is no thanks to
him if you are.” And she went on to
explain, while she continued that slow-
paced promenade which enabled her well-
adjusted skirts to display themselves so
advantageously, that unfortunately in
America there was no leisure class. Tt
was Lord Lambeth’s theory, freely pro-
pounded when the young men were to-
gether, that Percy Beaumont was having
a very good time with Mrs. Westgate,
and that, under the pretext of meeting
for the purpose of animated discussion,
they were indulging in practices that
imparted a shade of hypocrisy to the
lady’s regret for her husband’s absence.

“T assure you we are always discussing
and differing,” said Dercy DBeaumont.
“She is awfully argnmentative. Ameri-
can ladies certainly don’t mind contra-
dieting you. Upon my word, I don’t
think I was ever treated so by a woman
before. She’s so devilish positive.”

Mrs. Westgate's positive quality, how-
ever, evidently had its attractions, for
Beaumont was constantly at his hostess’s
side. He detached himself one day to

the extent of going to New York to talk
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over the Tennessee Central with Mr.
Westgate ; but he was absent only forty-
eight hours, during which, with Mr. West-
gate’s assistance, he completely settled
this piece of business. ¢ They certainly
do things quickly in New York,” he ob-
served to his cousin; and he added that
Myr. Westgate had seemed very uneasy
lest his wife should miss her visitor—he
had been in such an awful hurry to send
him back to her. “I'm afraid you’ll
never come up to an American husband,
if that’s what the wives expect,” he said
to Lord Lambeth.

Mirs. Westgate, however, was not to en-
joy much longer the entertainment with
which an indulgent husband had desired
to keep her provided. On Aungust 21st
Lord Lambeth received a telegram fromn
his mother, requesting him to return im-
mediately to England; his father had
been taken ill, and it was his filial duty
to come to him.

The young Englishman was visibly an-
noyed. “What the deuce does it inean ?”
he asked of his kinsman. ¢“What am I
to do?”

Percy Beaumont was annoyed as well ;

he had deemed it his duty, as I have nar-
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rated, to write to the duchess, but he had
not expected that this distinguished wom-
an would act so promptly upon his hint.
« It means,” he said, “ that your father is
laid up. I don’t suppose it’s anything
serious ; but you have no option. Take
the first steamer ; but don’t be alarmed.”

Lord Lambeth made his farewells; but
the few last words that he exchanged
with Bessie Alden are the only ones that
have a place in our record. ¢ Of course
I needn't assure you,” he said, “that if
you should come to England next year, I
expect to be the first person that you
inform of it.”

Bessie Alden looked at him a little and
she smiled. “Oh, if we come to Lon-
don,” she answered, ““ I should think you
would hear of it.”

Percy Beaumont returned with his
cousin, and his sense of duty compelled
him, one windless afternoon, in mid-At-
lantic, to say to Lord Lambeth that he
suspected that the duchess’s telegram
was in part the result of something he
himself had written to her. 1T wrote to
her —as I explicitly notified you I had
promised to do—that you were extremely
interested in a little American girl.”
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Lord Lambeth was extremely angry,
and le indulged for some moments in
the simple language of indignation. But
I have said-that he was a reasonable
young man, and 1 can give no better
proof of it than the fact that he remarked
to his companion at the end of half an
hour, “ You were quite right, after all.
I am very much interested in her. Only,
to be fair,” he added, *“you should have
told my mother also that she is not—
seriously—interested in me.”

Percy Beaumont gave a little laugh.
“There is nothing so charming as mod-
esty in a young man in your position.
That speech is a capital proof that you
are sweet on her.”

“She is not interested —she is not!”
Lord Lambeth repeated.

“ My dear fellow,” said his companion.
“you are very far gone.”



~ point of fact, as Percy
Beaumont would have said, Mrs.
Westgate disembarked on May
18th on the British coast. She
was accompanied by her sister,
but she was not attended by any

other member of her family.
To the deprivation of her husband’s so-
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