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MASTER OF HIS FATE.

CHAPTER 1,
JULIUS COURTNEY.

THE Hyacinth Club has the reputation of
selecting its members from among the freshest
and most active spirits in literature, science,
and art. That is in a sense true, but activity

*in one or another of those fields is not a con-
dition of membership; for, just as the listen-
ing Boswell was the necessary complement of
the talking Johnson, s¢ in the Hyacinth Club
there is an indispensable contingent of passive
members who find their liveliest satisfiction
in hearing and locking on, rather than in
speaking and doing. Scmething of the home
principle of male and female is necessary for
the completeness even of a club.

The Hyacinth Club-house looks upon Pic-
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- cadilly and the Green Park. The favorite
place of concourse of its members is the mag-
nificent smoking-room on the first floor, the
bow-windows of which command & view up
2and down the fashionable thoroughfare, and
over the trecs and the undulating sward of the
Park to the gates of Buckingham FPalace. On
a Monday afternoon, ia the beginning of May,
the bow-windows were open, and several men
sat in leather lounges (while one leaned against
a window-sash), lnxurioisly smoking, and not-
ing the warm, palpitating-life of the world
without. A storm which had been silently
and doubtfully glooming and gathering the
night before had burst and poured in the
moraing, and it was such a spring afternoon
as thrills the heart with new lile and suffuses
the soul with expectation—such an afternoon
as makes all women appear beauntiful and all
men handsome. The southwest wind blew
soft and balmy, and all nature rejoiced as the
bride in the presence of the bridegroom. The
trees in the Park were full of sap, and their
lusty buds were eagerly opening to the air
and the light. The robin sang with a note
almost as rich and sensuous as that of the
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JULIUS COURTNEY. 7

thrush; and the shrill and restless sparrows
chirped and chattered about the houses and
among the horses’ feet, and werg as full of
the joy of life as the men and women who
thronged the pavements or reclined in their
carriages in the sumptucus ease of wealth and
heauty.

Of the men who languidly gazed upon the
gay and splendid scene from the windows of
the Club, none seemed so interested as the
man who leaned against the window-frame.
He appeared more than interested—absorbed,
indeed—in the world withont, and he looked
bright and handsome enough, and charged
enough with bupyant health, to be the ideal
bridegroom of Nature in her springtide.

He was a dark man, tall and well built,
with clear brown eyes. His black hair (which
was not cropped short, as is the fashion) had a
lustrous softness, and at the same time an elas-
tic bushiness, which nothing but the finest.
tempered health can give; and his complex-
ion, though tanned by exposure, had yet much
of the smoothness of youth, save where the
razor had passed upon his beard. Thus seen,
a little way off, he appeared a young man in
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his rosy twenties ; on closer view and acquaint-
ahce, however, that soperficial impression was
contradicted by the set expression of his
mouth and the calm observation and under.
standing of his eye, which spoke of ripe ex-
perience rather than of green hope. He bore
a very good English name—Courtney ; and he
was believed to be rich. There was no mem-
ber of whom the Hyacinth Club was prouder
than of him : though he had done nothing, it
was commonly believed he could do anything
he chose. No other was listened to with such
attention, and there was nothing on which he
could not throw a fresh and fascinating light.
He was a constant spring of surprise and in-
terest. While others were striving after in-
come and reputation, he calmly and modestly,
without obtrusion or upbraiding, held on his
own way, with ynsurpassable curicsity, to the
discovery of all which life might have to re-
veal. [t was this, perhaps, as much as the
charm of his manner and conversation, that
made him so universal a favorite; for how
could envy or malice touch 2 man who com-
peted at no point with his fellows?

His immediate neighbors, as he thus stood
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by the window, were a pair of journalists, sev.
eral scientific men, and an artist.

“Have you seen any of the pictureshows,
Julius?* asked the painter, Kew.

Courtney slowly abstracted his gaze from
without, and turned on his shoulder, with the
lazy, languid grace of a cat.

“No,”" said he, in a half-abseni tone; 1
have just come up, and I've not thought of
locking into picture.galleries yet.”

“ Been in the country 7" asked Kew.

“Yes, I've been in the country,” said
Courtney, still as i his attention was else-
where.

“T1t must be looking lovely,” said Kew.

“It is—exquigite ! " said Courtney, waking
up at length to a full glow of interest. < That's
why [ don't want to go and stare at pictures.
In the spring, to see the fresh, virginal, de-
licious green of a bush against an old dry
brick wall, gives a keener pleasure than the
best picture that ever was painted.”

“1 thought,"” said Kew, “ you had a taste
fer art; 1 thought you enjoyed it."”

“So I do, my dear fellow, but not now—
not at this particular present. When I feel



