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CHAPTER 1,

Aote. bl Tleall
This gift before all other good—
To have the rose of womanhood
Mine own, from bud to fall.

OSAMOND !—why, you must have taken leave of your
R seven senses, my dear boy. Rosamond! do you know
her age ? 7

“Yes. She is old enough for me to know that the older she
grows the better I shall love her. But I don't think you quite
understand.”

“Well, that’s soon seen, I’ll state the case, as if for the judges.
My niece, Rosamond, was just fifteen yesterday. You are—let
me see, how old are you?”

“Three-and-twenty last July.”

“Quite so. And you, Oswald Hargrave, who were only her age
eight years ago, actually offer marriage to a child who in eight
years will be only as old as you are now! Come—put such non-
sense out of your head; and if youcan’t, come indoors, and I'l
show you a flint hatchet—found only yesterday in Patchett’s
Piece, Oswald !—which will. A real Celt, my boy.”

“No, Mr. Fane,” said Oswald Hargrave, colouring a little at
the slight put upon the number of his years, but with certainly
no other sign of indecision ; “ I'm afraid—or rather I'm not afraid
—that the flint is still unfound that can work that miracle. You
haven’t stated the case quite fully, after all. It's true, Rosa-
mond’s but fifteen, and I but twenty-three. Well, I suppose most
people are, at some time in their lives, either one or the other.
Some day she will be twenty-three, and I shall be thirty-one.
Of course I'm not asking to marry Rosamond to-day.”
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2 A REAL QUEEN.,

“To-day! God bless the boy!”

“But, as I surely mean to marry her some day, the sooner that's
clearly understood by everybody the better it will be. T'll wait
two years—three—four; but if I have to wait & hundred it will
be the same.”

“Bless the boy! Why ina hundred years she’ll be Zoo old!

“ Rosamond, Mr. Fane, will never be either too young or too
old. I madeup my mind to marry her when she was seven and 1
was fifteen, and I've never changed my mind, not for an hour
But now she'’s fifteen, I must be prudent, you see.”

“Prudent? No, Oswald, the prudence I do not see.”

“Never mind. Tl make it as plain as a pike-staff before I've
done. At fifteen—well she won’t be much longer a child. I
know she lives out of the world down here,and it may be long
before she finds a face to her liking. Butthen, ou the other hand,
it mayn't be long. All sorts of things may happen, and 2ll sorts
of faces may come in her way. And I may be out of it; her
world’s small, but mine’s wide. I want to work my way through
it with the knowledge, as fixed as fate, that I shall find Rosamond
at theend—as theend. And so, if she understands, and yon under-
stand, that she is mine even as I'am hers, Ishall go off with a good
heart, and come baeck when her finger’s large enough for a ring.”

“Bless the—yon conld talk the skin off that flint hatchet !
Oswald, if I didn’t know yon better—I do know you, my boy,
but the world doesn’t yet; and what'll the world say to a man
with nothing but his fists for his fortune, coolly proposing that
a child, with something more than her face for hers, sliould be
kept for him under lock and key ?” .

“T hate that sort of talk, and I despise it; and so do you. If
Rosamond had a millicn a-year and I were without a sixpence,
what difference wounld it make to me? I’m not a man in a story,
to think himself bound in honour not to care for a girl unless
she’s got nothing. Yes; if Rosamond Lad twenty million a-day
I'd care for her just the same. And as for the world, it wou't
even be troubled to tell a single lie. If in two years I'm not
richer than Rosamond, then I don'’t love her, that’s all.”

“Ab, it's afine thing to be three-and-twenty ; a very fine thing
indeed. I sometimes think I'd almost give my Macedonian Stater
to be three-and-twenty last July. But three-and-twenty has
other tricks hesides faith in itself, Oswald. If I were to shnt up
Rosamond. in my cabinet, and label and catalogue her as the
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property of Oswald Hargrave, how would that shut Oswald
Hargrave's eyes from seeing a prettier face before he was twenty-
five?”

“ Of course I shall see prettier faces than Rosamond’s.- I've
seen scores. But what does that signify? I mean to marry
Rosamond, not because she’s pretty, or ugly, or rich, or poor, or
anything.”

““I'hen, bless the boy ! what do you want to marry her for ?”

“For the best of all reasons. Because she is—She.”

“And for a still better, because you're an ass, my dear lad.
Come in and see that flint hatehet; there’s a thing that remembers
the Ancient Britous and isn’t changed! Think of that, an axe
that links Queen Boadicea ”

“With Queen Rosamond,” said Oswald, without asmile. “ Yes;
I'll see that hatchet. I like the thought of a thing that has cut
its way through two thousand years, and found Rosamond at the
end. I will take it for my crest, sir: a flint axe, proper, with the
motto Semper Idem—*Always the same.” 1 aecept the ass, sir.
It’s a stubborn brute, and knows its own mind.”

“ Quite so; it’s naturally easy to know—nothing. Take care
your heraldry doesn’t turn out false, my dear lad, before you've
done. But eome, we've talked nomsense enough for one day.
Rosamond ! Bless the boy!”

This talk, whether it was truly nonsense, or whether there
were on omne side of it more sense than the somewhat rusty philo-
sophy of that worthy magistrate, Zneas Fane, was carried on
in the kitehen garden of a hybrid kind of house overlooking the
sea. If the character of a house be any index to that of its
occupants, then the character of the occupants of Cliff Cottage
must have been nondeseript indeed. But tnore probably the
result was due to the conflicting views of many generations of
tenants or owners. The house had really been a cottage once
— perhaps a fisherman’s. Then the fisherman had drawn to
Limself a neighbour, as was natural enough, seeing the conve
nience of the lofty outlook for catehing first sight of a school
of mackerel, and the single cottage had grown into two. But
these liad been prevented from forming the nucleus of a colony
by their transformation into one farm-house,and as such it had
for long continued, with the addition of necessary out-houses
and offices. The farmer (as in former times happened to farmera
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4 A REAL QUEFEN.
now and then) prosper «, and the occasional rnins wrought by
winter storms were repaired with brick-work that very ill corres-
ponded with the original lath and plaster buttressed. here and
there with stone. In another generation or two crept in a green-
house, a modern stable, and a yet more modern structural addi-
tion, fancifully termed Elizahethan—had it been yet more modern
it would bave been yet more fancifully named after Queen Anne.
Doubtless that also would come. Meanwhile Cliff Cottage was
large, rambling, incongruous, with rooms as little on a level as
those of an Eastern palace, and with neither grourd-plan or
elevation that an architect could understand. Of course it is
the fashion to admire such abnormal growths, but it was the
hereditary custom of the Fanes, s desperately Philistine race, to
deplore the inconveniences of the cottage, even while increasing
them for the disadvantagy of posterity. And this was the mere
inconsistent, because it would have been so perfectly easy to make
a clean sweep of the whole house, and to build another. But
then, on the other hand, the Fanes had not made their money by
investing it in bricks and mortar. They had been content to en-
large their elbow room from time to tiiue, secording to immediate
and indispensable needs. Thus it happened that the stable
which formed an actual wing of the house, was the best devised
and best built portion of the whole.

All the parish of Crossmarsh had once lmown, but had also
completely forgotten, that KEneas Fane—though that descendant
of the original fisherman had become squire and justice—was not
the actual owner of the cottage and the large farmlands of which
it served for the mansion. He was, in law, merely the trustee
and guardian of his two nieces, Rosamond and Sophia, the mother-
less daughters and co-heiresses of his deceased elder brother,
Anthony, Under the circumstances, it was only natural that he,
being a middle-aged bachelor, should live with his nieces in the
capacity of second father, and should in time come to be popularly
treated as if he himself were the Squire of Crossmarsh—that
delightfully unknown corner of the coast to which not even a
landscape painter had pioneered the path of iron till Rosamond
was fully five years old. He did not fall into the popular error,
however, as some men might have fallen, for the simple reason
that he was entirely indifferent to the adding of scrip to serip and
of rood to rood, which had been the otherwise universal tendency
sll the Faunes. Indifference, not virtue, made bim an absolutely
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honest steward. Ilis carelessness of his own interests extended
even to the future, No doubt Rosamond, or Sophia, or both,
might marry some day, andthe cottage pass away from the
name of Fane; but, even so, he could not conceive of
circumstances under which a decent sort of nephew-in-law
would grudge space enough among those many rooms for a
certain cabinet, and for the easy-going uncle who served the
same. ,

For Oswald Hargrave, the son of the late rector of Crossmarsh,
had, even in his babyhood, learned to connect, indissolubly, the
idea of the tall, lean, hard-featured, dry old gentleman in
spectacles with a wonderful cabinet of bits of stone and battered
buttons. Probably Aineas Fane had not really been old when
Oswald first emerged from long clothes more than twenty years
ago. On the contrary, he could hardly have been middle-aged.
But the child’s impression had been right, all the same. /Eneas,
indifferent to the present, careless of the future, was absorbed in
the past, heart and soul. He was a born collector ; he had really
gathered a unique museum of coloured pebbles and pierced
farthings, until, in maturity, Celts were substituted for pebbles and
ancient coins for the disfigured effigies of the later Georges. Tasx
was his way of displaying the inherited acquisitiveness .of stie
Fanes, Hehad beena pupil of Parson Hargrave, and his taste had
made him something of a scholar—indeed, in these unscholarly
days, what would pass for a ripe and good one. And at last, when
his guess proved right that the Pix-Knoll, in Patchett’s Piece, was
a veritable and possibly prolific barrow, the mission of his life was
found. He passed from the barrow to the cabinet, dealing justice
among his neighbours by the way. No—it was absurd to dread
the advent of a nephew-in-law who would break such a life in two.
How could it be within the bounds of natural reason that Rosa-
mond or Sophia would marry a fiend ?

To Oswald, that eabinet had once been a fountain-head of infinite
delight and wonder. It had been a treat when his baby fingers
were allowed, on days of special favour, to grasp a flint weapon or
to touch the brightly-polished face of some king of Macedon. The
magician in spectacles, who ruled the cabinet, would even read him
lectures, fascinating with their crack-jaw words, hoping, it might
be, that he was educating a pair of shoulders on which his mantle
might hereafter descend not unworthily. But, alas, neither Rosa-
mond nor Sophia cared for any of these things; especially Rosa~



6 A REAL QUEEN.

mond. Did Eneas ever quite forgive Oswald for dropping a
decadrachma into a chink of the floor because Rosamond tumbled
down the three steps leading from the next room, aud eried? I
think ho did, for none but rival and critical collectors were beyond
the pale of pardon. Nevertheless, as time went on, Oswald and
the cabinet fell more and more apart, and Oswald and Rosamond
more and more together, until—until a schoolboy, of the mature
age of fifteen, who ought to have been above such girls’ nonsense,
took to scrawling upon his slate “ Rosamond,” “ Rosamond Fane,”
# Rosamond Hargrave;” and all for a rather plain little girl of
seven, who could not even read. e was, nevertheless, boy enough
to prefer a slate for the purpose of the inscriptions, for the excel-
lent reason that he could at any moment easily rub them out again.
He never went beyond “ R ” upon a wall.

What Rosamond thought of this shy but stubborn adoration,
or even if she so much as knew of it, was her own affair. The -
question of how early little girls begin to discover their power has
never yct been solved. At the same time, she could scarcely, at
her age and in the seclusion in which she had always lived, have
learned to think of that far-off dream called marriage with her old
playmate, the good-looking young gentleman farmer from the
next-door parish of Windgates, who had studied at an agricultural
coHege, and looked so grave and talked so wisely. He was like a
grown up brother, or 8 young uncle, or an intimate eousin ; a part
of the daily life she had known. Only, if he had been any of
these, he would surely have kissed her now and then, and Oswald
Hargrave had never committed such an act of sacrilege,except once,
when he at twelve had been commanded to kiss the baby, and had
gone through the process sorely against his principles and his will.
I dare not say that her eyes had never caught a glimpse of the
nature of Oswald’s resolve; but I will say it as nearly as I dare.
For the rest, Oswald Hargrave, though far from able to keep a wife
like & co-heiress of Fanes, and with the bulk of his capital spent
upon an as yet unproductive education, was worth looking at with
older than fifteen-year-old eyes. Possibly Rosamond’s thought
bim already on the verge of middle-age; and it may be that he
really Jooked a little older than his by no means excessive number
of years. He was a brave looking young Englishman, stalwart,
and the owner of a becoming friendship with wind and weather,
whose fair face served for the clear window-pane of a very honest
heart and a sufficient share of brains. For, though Eneas Fane
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had called his old friend’s son an ass, he did not mean anything of
the kind—except so far, indeed, as a young man must needs he of
that persuasion who prefers a little girl toa flint axe that had been
made before Boadicea was Queen.

This was the state of things at Crossmarsh-by-the-Sea on the
day after Rosamond becare fifteen.

CHAPTER IL

She stood npon the ckarmed height

Between the vales of Day and Night,
And sighed. ¢ But all in vain

My secret path I strive to seek,

‘While clouds conceal the mountain-peak,
And mists are o’er the plain.”

Yet, who may stand in doubtful wise,
*Twixt clouded earth and cloudier skies ?
On moments hangs the way,
By Chance's chasms creeps the path
She dares, unknowing if she hath
Fared forth toward Night or Day.

UT, as well as a Rosamond, there was a Sophy—a very good
little girl, with wits as quick as lightning, and two eyes
which only wanted to be a little less blue in order to be as

sharp as needles. It was she, not her sister, who happened to be
looking out of the precise window which had a full view of the
kitchen garden up and down which Uncle Aneas and young Mr.
Hargrave were pacing. Somehow it always did happen so—that,
when anything happened, great or little, Sophy, by the merest
accident, chanced to be at the only window which overlooked them.
The visitor was welcome, for Oswald had never been shy with
Sophy, and she ran off to let her sister share in her piece of good
news. But, on her way through that devious house, she chanced
to pass another window, and that happened to be the only window
with a clear view of the entrance to the carriage drive at the pre-
cise moment when Mr, and Mrs. Pitcairn,the Rector and his wife,
were entering. - Sophy did not care for the Rector one quarter of
a straw, nor for the Rector’s wife more than three ; so that it was
with mingled feelings that she continued her flight, seeing nothing
more by the way—whereby it was proved to demonstration that
there was nothing more to see.

From the second window, she ran along a dark and narrow white-
washed passage, full of bulges and beams, then plunged down
three steps into a sort of lumber room with a skylight, and then
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struck with her fist a solemn blow upon a closed door. Count-
ing three, aloud, she struck two blows; then counted five, and
struck three blows. Then she waited to see what would come of
this somewhat complicated manner of tapping at a door.

But Sophy was certainly not of the sort to wait long for any-
thing ; 80, after a minute, she showered a rain of raps, and called
out,

“Rosamnond ! aren’t you there ? Dut I know you are, for the
door's locked.  Let me in—I've got such heaps of news!”

Presently sho was answered by the grating of a rusty key in an
exceedingly stiff lock, and the door was opened, showing the
interior of a loft not unlike what a prison cell of ancient times may
have been. It was gloomy, being lighted only by a barred and
latticed window, nearly as high as the ceiling : the walls and floor
were bare, and it was furnished only with a chair, a table, and a
thick heap of straw piled up in one corner.

“When will you give the signals right, Sophy ?” asked Rosa-
mond—not impatiently, but with sad reproof in her tones.
“Didn't we settle that three knocks—three between the first and
second, and five between the second and third, was to mean
‘Bverything all right, and robsdy wants you?’”

“Of course I know that—but 1 wade, indeed I did, five—no,
three, between the first and second, and five-—no, that was three—
between the second and third; and I know that's the sign for
‘Come out at once—important news!’”

“Oh, Sophy,” said Rosamond, “ you must be more carefnl—you
must indeed. Just think what would happen, if the enemy—if
signals were to be mixed up in a war! 'We might as well have
none at all. Before we go to bed I'll make you go over all the
secret signs all over again. But what s the news? And I'm so
busy—must I come down? ”

Sophy was already pretty; but Rosamond, the elder sister by a
Yyear, was not beautiful yet, although there was no reason why she
should not, some two or three years hence, wake up one morning
and find herself—or go out some evening and be found—beautiful.
Meanwhile, it was perfectly clear that she was magnificently alive,
‘When out of doors, as every fisherman in Crossmarsh knew, her
dark grey eyes were as good as telescopes for the horizon, and as
microscopes for every tiniest caprice of nature among the rock
pools. She ought to have been an invaluable niece to a collector
of the caprices of nature and art like Uncle /Eneas; but, alas, she
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was nothing of the kind. She was content to see things, and dis-
Jiked gathering them. Though not a downright brunette, she was
by no means so fair as became her historical name, and her com-
plexion, not as yet clear enough for beauty, had no suggestion of
the lilies of her namesake, nor her hair of the gold—of the rose,
about which the sea breezes had much to say, there was something ;
her hair was brown and heavy, not to say at present shaggy, with
an undertint of chestnut ; a good colour, and not too common. The
lips had much of the child left in them, and had yet to form ; they
promised to become the oulward signs of a large and generous
nature. She was well grown for her age, as the phrase is, and
might remain at her present height for good and all without dis-
advantage. For she had already obtained a graceful and stately
bearing at once erect and free; Diana herself, at whatever age
among goddesses answers to mortal fifteen, must have been curi-
ously like Rosamond. Brotherless as they were, there had grown
up between Sophy and Rosamond something of the relation of
girl and boy, for, where but two are in company, the one must
serve and the other must rule. In this case the ruler was unques-
tionably Rosamond. Sophy was all blue-eyed littleness and liveli-
ness, with a suggestion of the kitten, both in its softness and in its
peculiar style of mischief; but if Rosamond was in any sense femi-
ninely feline, it was in the lioness’s way. And it is good for a girl
to have a touch of the boy in her, just as it is good for a boy to
have a touch of the nature of the girl.

“Yes, you must come down indeed!” answered Sophy.
“ Oswald's here ! ”

“Oh!” said Rosamond ; “ that all? Sophy, you are incorrigible!
Just on the very point of raising the murderer’s ghost, and to be
interrupted for nothing, and the ghost rising so nicely, too. No,
Sophy. 1If it’s only Oswald, I don’t think I'll come down. e
can’t want sme—it’s only that new flint thing that’s brought him,
you may depend. We'll have a new signal for Oswald. If he asks
after me, tell him I'm particularly engaged.”

“With the ghost of a murderer ?” asked Sophy, simply ; but per-
haps not quite so simply as it seemed. For she represented the
humour of the household in her blue-eyed way.

“Tor goodness sake—no!” exclaimed Rosamond, colouring to
the hair. “ You might just as well let him in to all our secret
signs. TFe understand, Sophy, but, when you come to know the
world, you'll find that people like Oswald only laugh at such things;
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and it isn't nice to be laughed at. He'd call me a witch—and—
and all sorts of things.”

“Yes, I think very likely he would,” said Sophy. “ And the
ghost—is it very dreadful ? Is it really rising well ?”

“ You'll see ! I only knew it haunted me all last night—at least
till I fell asleep—till I really thought I should never close my eyes.
You see, I had committed such a terrible murder—"

“The ghost, you mean?”

“ Of course—before it was a ghost, you know—that what came
afterwards—But I can’t tell you now. No. I can’t leave the
ghost now. He’s just coming out of his grave, and he might go in
again if ¥ went away, and then I should have to begin to raise him
all over again.”

It is lamentable that Sophy was not of an imaginative nature
for thus was thrown away a picture that more than one of those
few painters who had as yet discovered Crossmarsh and Wind-
gates and all that country would have thought worth risking an
academic rejection for. There was the witeh's magic chamber—
dark,s ilent, secret, cell-like, as such chambers ought to be. Only
enough sualight came through the lattice to bring out the gloom
of the background, and, by leaving the corners untouched, toleave
an unexplored further region of darkness, in which the fancy
might work spells at will. A veritable ghostly outline wasaffordel
by the heap of straw-—at any rate, any ordinary brush could easily
conjure up the suggestion out of 2 material whereof ghosts have
been s0 often made. And there, at the entrance, framed by the
black oaken doorway, stood the witch herself, with the pale day
of the skylight bearing full upon her face—a wild young witch,
uisturbed in the midst of her ghastly ‘ucantations by a smiling
blue-eyed child.

“Ol ! but won't the ghost wait?~ seked Sophy. “ And you've
been with him all day!”

“Noj; he can’t wait,” said Rosamond, ¢ and I can’t wan

“ Then he’s a selfish creature,” said Sophy. “ Can’t you tell him
that if there's one thing I hate in all the world, it's baving to talk
to those Pitcairns ?  And yon do it so nicely, and I've so much to
show Oswald. Ob, Rosamond, I don't like your ghost to-day!”

“The Pitcairns ?  Are they here too ?”

“Yes; but I'm sorry I said it now. Of course, if you wouldn’t
come down to Oswald, you won’t for the Pitcairns, Well, whai
shall 1 say about why you can't come ?”

”
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Rosamond looked lingeringly behind her, then up at the sky-
light, and pushed back her tumbled mane.

“QOf course it’s dreadfully provoking : but—I do really want to
see—the Pitcairns,” said she. And she meant the Pitcairns, and
did not mean Oswald Hargrave, for all that she made that pause
before the name—so false a witness a tell-tale pause may be.
VWhatever the nature of her secret incantations, the heart of the
witch was too honestly absorbed in them to desire the company
of an earthly farmer who knew no magic but that of. phosphates
and steam boilers. DBut there were reasons why DMr. Pitcairn,
though reputed a bore, represented to the mind of Rosamond the
great, wide, unknown, wonderful world that lay beyond Crossmarsh
—nay, even beyond Windgates: beyond everywhere. “I have
a question,” she said, “ that I want to ask Mr. Pitcairn. I want
to ask him if, when he was a missionary, he ever saw the upas
tree.”

“Oh! that will be delightful!” eried Sophy.

“I can take Oswald into the garden, and uncle can show Mis,
Pitcairn his cabinets, and you can talk to Mr. Pitcairn about the
upas tree. They're all safe to stop to tea, and that will suit usall.
Rosamond, you will get the ghost to wait till after tea ?”

Rosamond looked down—some distance down—at her sister,
and then, for the first time, smiled. She had, at any rate, laid one
ghost—that of temper. Sophy, after all, was dearer to her even
than her murderer’s spirit, and the more masculine nature, as a
matter of course, gave way. I have said that Rosamond was the
one who nature ruled. And even so do men rule—by obeying her.
If there be one grain of paradox in the relation between Sophy
and Rosamond, between man and woman, between mind and
matter, Science shall decide.

The scene in the witch’s- cave had not occupied many minutes
but still, with its necessary sequence of a slight toilette, long
enough to have assembled the visitors in the drawing-room. Ix-
cept as regarded the sta%les, there was a decidedly old-fashioned air
about everybody and everything about Cliff Cottage which unmis-
takably embraced its two young mistresses. Both Rosamond and
Sophy were certainly what is called old-fashioned young people,
each in her separate and different way. Indeed, it would be sur-
prising had it not been so, seeing how completely out of the common
air of the living modern world their bringing up had been—all
inall to one another, and otherwise companionless, save for one
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antiquarian uncle and a grave, grown-up young man. Even in their
talks with one another, simple and unaffected as they were, they
hiad developed certain mannerisms, which might strike outsiders
es being quaintly set aud formal. Sophy, in spite of her own
individuality, very considerably reflected Rosamond when in com-
pany, and the contrast between her own self and Rosamond’s reflec-
tion made her often appear the more singular childof the two. The
grown-up sayings and the long, sometimes even pedautic words
were odder in her than in the elder and statelier Rosamond, who
might at times pass almost as a real woman for an hour together.
Oswald wondered sometimes whether Rosamond had ever been a
real child—sometimes whether she would ever cease to be oue.
And nobody else ever studied her at all.

This, however, is to stray from the drawing-room, where Uncle
/Eneas and his visitors were gathered. The host himself was very
decidedly and appropriately old fashioned, in accordance with
his surroundings, for it was full two generations since the Fanes of
Crossmarsh had bought any new furniture worth mentioning. The
room was therefore as little like the results of modern fashion, and
as much like what modern fashion fancies itself to be restoring, as
can possibly be imagined. Art was utterly absent, and chance
reigned supreme—that chiance who alone is possessed of really good
taste in such matters. Moreover, the place had its traditions,
which Rosamond and Sophy accepted as matters of hereditary -
faith, without any insight into the wsthetics of them. The window
was open, but the air of the room was mysteriously fragrant with
the forgotten mysteries of pot-pourri instead of the stinging scent
of the sea shore. The frame was ready, but empty; and, when
Rosamond entered, with Sophy’s hand in hers, the picture, so Os-
wald thought, breathed into being, and the frame became full.

Oswald was loungitg in the window ; Uncle sneas was display-
ing the ancient British hatchet to a plain little old lady, in a real
bonnet and flat grey curls; and the Rector, a burly clergyman,
evidently considerably younger than his wife, was apparently de-
livering a lecture to the world at large. The two girls had not
scen enough strangers in their lives to have caught the shyness
that only seeing more and more strangers can partly cure. Sophy
at once left ber sister for Oswald, and Rosamond, taking a quick
kiss fr?m Mrs. Pitcairn, and a beaming handshake from the Rec-
tor, without interrupting the discourse, settled herself quietly on
an out-cf-the-way sofa. Oswald could certainly bave gone to her,
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but he was Sophy’s prisoner ; and, though bold enough to Uncle
Zneas, that very boldness had rendered him embarrassed before
the girl. However, he would speak to her presently ; and, mean-
while, any commen, public speech would be out of keeping with
his humour. And besides, there seemed, to his eyes, always some-
thing new about Rosamend. Whenever he saw her again, after
however short an absence, she had spread out some new and unex-
pected charm—and a new charm meant a change that required
fresh study before adding to his heart’s familiar pictur.

For his love for this child was still childlike; he foresaw the
passion that it would become some day, and meanwhile, lived in an
air of conscious hope, which is the purest air that a man can
breathe. He, rightly or wrongly, reverenced in Rosamond the
woman who was yet to be, so soon as the unappreachable angel of
the bud should give place to the visible and gracious angel of the
open flower. These were not his conscious words, but they
were his thoughts; and it did not end in sentiment, but in the
fixed resolve he had spoken to Uncle Eneas—that he, who alone
had perceived the beauty of the bud, should alone gather the
flower. That he did not wholly understand what was hidden and
growing in the closed petals he perfectly well knew. DBut he
was content to be aware of mysteries, without a thought of
forcing the petals apart before their time. And so, where
Rosamond was, it was Oswald, for all his age and knowledge,
who was shy.

“ As you're 80 curious in axes, Fane,” said Mr. Pitcairn, in his
rich voice, by which an Ulster man would have been reminded
of his allegiance to the pious and immortal memory of the
Prince of Orange, “ you must come over some day soon—drep in to
pot-luck, you know—and see some of mine; I’ve got axes—aye,
and some with the blood on them still!”

Uncle Aneas smiled superior, and stroked his own last new
treasure gently—a singularly perfect specimen of the times before
flint had wholly yielded to steel.

“I daresay you must have gathered some curious things,” said
he. “But they are the work of savages, after all. Now this—
how old this is, heaven knows,”

“And what were any of us but savages, before Cromwell ?”
asked the Rector. “ Come, Miss Rosamond, you've learned your
books weil enough for that, I dare say. Now I like natives my-
self, because I know how to deal with them. Maria can tell you
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that: T forget, though—the savages were in my first wife's time.
Anyhow, she could tell.”

“ Do you like Mr. Pitcairn, Oswald ?” whispered Sophy, in the
window. ¢ Because if you do—"

“The first Mrs. Pitcaim,” said the second, as if the allusion, and
the error, had been the most dehcate and natural in the world,
# was the lady who shared the earlier portion of Mr. Pitcairn’s life
when he was working among the South Seas. I never had the
pleasure of her acquaintance, but I have her portrait among the
other curiosities at home. She was not exactly what in England,
at least, would be considered beautiful, but she must have been
interesting, decidedly. She, her picture, has an extraordinary
darkness of complexion, and there is a singular crispness about
the hair which is quite unique in its way. I consider it one of
my misfortunes that I was never acquainted with the first Mrs.
Pitcairn.”

Having thus in the sweetest manner, executed condign vengeance
upon the Rector, the second Mrs. Pitcairn, whose money had paid
for his presentation to Crossmarsh, embraced the whole company
with a contented smile.

“Do you detest Mrs, Pitcairn, Oswald ?” whispered Sophy again.
“ Because if you don't

“ But the question is, Pitcairn,” said Uncle /Eneas, ever ready
to effect a diversion in the direction of peace and harmony, “how
vou did deal with the savages in the South Seas. [ must say it
would puzzle me, magistrate as I am, and with savages enough in
Crossmarsh, and in Windgates to

“How did 7 deal with them?” asked the Rector, upon whom
the delicate satire of his richer half had been entirely thrown away
—*why, as easy as I looked at them. I took the nativesone by one,
man to man. I kept a lot of blue glass beads in one tail pocket,
and abit of stick, with eight ounces of lead at the end, in the other.
Then I preaclied at him just as hard as I could, till I'd done, If
he gave in before I was hoarse, I gave him a handful of beads; if he
didn't, I took out the bit of stick and made him feel reason. I made
more converts that way than any man on the station; and there
»asn’t one I made but stuck to his guns and turned out well.”

“ Yes, Sophy,” whispered Oswald back, “ yes, I think I do rather
like Mr. Pitcairn.”

* But did they never preach back, or strike back ?” asked Rosa-
mond. “1 don't think you'd have converted me that way.”
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¢ Certainly not, my dear; I should have begun on you with the
blue beads.”

“You must not take everything Mr. Pitcairn says seriously,”
2aid Mrs. Pitcairn. “ Of course he does not mean that he really
converted the heathen of the South Seas with those sort of things.
But you know his way.”

“ But I do mean it, Maria,” said the ex-missionary; “I do mean
it, every word. I used every device but rum, To that I never
would give in. I just took hold of a semi-brute, and by main force
I made a man of him, or as much of a man as might be. If I'd
talcen any other tack I should only have made 2 humbug of him.
Perhaps I didn’t make quite so many bad Christians as some did,
but 1 know I made a good many decent savages. And that,1
maintain, is the only way to begin. Treat your native like a child,
tell him to be good, and tell him how; and if he won't obey you,
knock him down till he’s tired.”

“Didn’t any native ever try to convert you,” asked Uncle Aineas,
“on the same lines ?”

¢ Often—often; but the same man never tried again. But about
that new old chopper of yours, Fane. What barbarians our
ancestors must have been—before Cromwell. My savages
would be ashamed to turn out a weapon like -that. You
should see my lances and knives, as I said before. It would
make another chapter for your book. By-the-way how’s
that getting on? Have you found out who was buried in
Pix-Knoll ?”

“ Ah,” said Uncle /Eneas, with a shake of the head, and a wise
smile, “you've hit the question there. When the world reads the
twenty-seventh chapter of the History of the Barrow in Cross-
marsh, commonly called Pix-Knoll for which I am collecting the
materials at this moment, I 'think the world will stare. Think of
it—every pre-historic theory thathas ever been invented, overturned
in an instant by things like this that I hold in my hand! I can-
not but feel myself justified in thinking that a special Providence
caused such an over-flowing mine of pr e-hlstomc discovery as P1x~
Knoll to be discovered on my land.”

“Oh, Mr. Fane!” protested Mrs. Pitcairn.

& \Vhy not? If Providence, as we believe, watches over history
why not over the records also? As I was saying to Moldwarp
only the other'day, if he could only find in that Barrow a Pheeni-
cian sun-dial, of a certain peculiar form, my theory would be fofus
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teres atque rotundus—that is to say, Mrs. Pitcairn, without a flaw.
Yes, as sure as we are sittiug here, Rome herself was a colony
not from Troy, but from Pix-Knoll.”

« A strange fellow, that Moldwarp,” said the Rector.

« P told,” said Mrs, Piteairn, “ that he works in the Barrow
on Sundays. But, surely, that can't be true.”

T know nothing about that,” said Mr. Fane, with some guilty
haste. “Heis certainly an extraordinary man. With no education,
and, when he came here, without even local knowledge, he can
hardly walk ten yards without coming upen some most important
relic of antiquity. He brings me everything be finds that strikes
him as out of the way, and it’s wonderful how seldom he brings me
what isn’t worth its weight in gold. And yet with all his talent
for finding, he learns nothing. I reasoned out once that there
must have been a coin of King Caractacus in that barrow; must
have been, or else a most important piece of evidence would have
been wanting to my theory. Now nobody ever found, that I
heard of, 8 coin of King Caractacus anywhere. Well, about a
month after, Moldwarp finds, in the barrow, what turned out to
be a coin of King Caractacus beyond doubt or question. And yet
Moldwarp can't be got to call him anything but the King o
Carrots to this day! If he could only find that Pheenician sun-
dial—but, well, one can’t have everything.”

“Too true,” said Mrs. Pitcairn, solemnly. “Yes; I found
that out long ago. And it gets truer and truer every
day.”

“ And a good thing too,” said the Rector. “ A good big want’s
the best thing a man can owe. I only wish I had one myself,
but with such a parish as Crossmarsh, and such a wife as Maria,
faith, I'm afraid it's past praying for. And what's the result?
I'm the only miserable soul in the room. There's you, Fane,
wanting a Pkeenician sun-dial; and when you've got it, and
Moldwarp has drunk the price of it, he'll be all the worsz, and
you none the better. There's Iargrave—being a farmer, he
wants wet weather, since it's fine; that’s the calling for a man to
enjoy himself in, for it's all ‘I want’from year’s end to year’s
end. There’s Maria: she wants new furniture for the drawing-
room ; 80, as I like to make her happy, I won't let her lose her
want too soon. There's Sophy, wanting a new doll. And here’s
Rosamond, wanting—wanting—no; I don't know what Miss
Rosamond wants, unless she'll tell.”
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% Pooh,” said Uncle Aineas, remembering what Oswald wanted
of Rosamond, and glad of an opportunity for once more setting
his foot down, “ pooh— Rosamond wanted the purple jar.”

“ And she got it too,” said the Rector, “and made another
point to my moral thereby! But she wasn’t the only Rosamond,
Fane. There was a fair Rosamond, who wanted—who got, any
way—what she choose, and wasn’t the happier for that, anyhow.
And there was Rosamond who was made to drink wine out of her
father’s skull. And there’s was Charles Lamb’s Rosamond, poor
thing, By-the-way, what a queer thing it is, Fane, that all the

tosamonds, in history or fiction, or drama, are always unlucky, or

miserable, or no better than they should be, and come to bad
ends! That's queer; and then they ask, What’s in a name?
Faith, I'll give old Moldwarp five shillings, if he’ll find me a
Rosamond that didn’t come to a bad end, either through some-
body else’s fault, or her own.”

¢ Oh, Maurice! ” exclaimed his wife, “how can you say such
dreadful things? And with the girl in the room! It’s enough
to frighten her !”

And, when they came to think of it,it did, as their exceedingly
unpolished specimen of a rector had said, seem very strange that
8o graceful a name should have proved so invariably unfortunate
to its bearers. It struck Oswald, though he scorned superstition,
more than merely unpleasantly. Why could not that vulgar
Irish parson from the South Seas hold his blundering tongue ¥
But love and superstition are substance and shadow, and he
racked his memory for a Rosamond of good omen in vain.

“ Oswald ! ” said Sophy, pulling his arm, “is that true ?”

Rosamond herself felt a curious sensation, as if a spell had
suddenly been cast upon her. Of course, it is a fine thing to have
a tragic destiny—people make one the heroine of its histories
and romances—but she had rather liked her name hitherto, and
now it seemed to turn against her, and to put out a poisoned sting.
Perhaps ninety-nine girls would have felt nothing of the sort, and
have taken the Rector's awkward chaff with a laugh. But
Rosamond chanced to be the hundredth girl.

“Then Mr. Piteairn, I will be the first fortunate Rosamond
said she, flushing.

“And the first good one, my dear,” said Mrs. Pitcairn, with
more kindness than her small sub-acid manner would have led one
to expect from her,

(Y]
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“There, then, you have found your want,” said the Rector,
feeling that he had been making some sort of mistake somewhere
and somehow. “ So you want——"

“There, thatll @o,” said Uncle Aneas, “don’t tease the girl.
How should she know what sho wants at her age? The thing’s
absurd.” It almost seemed as if he were out of temper about
eomething less than an injury to a Celt. But Oswald knew
why: and, feeling through sympathy that she was feeling
strangely, though it was impossible that he or any other reason-
able person should guess the cause, he left Sophy, and seated
himself by Rosamond.

“T think 111 tell you a story,” said Mr. Pitcairn, @ propos, as
it scemed, of nothing. “ When I first went out as a missionary,
I got acquainted with a curious kind of a customer named Green.
He'd knocked about for years in those parts, and certainly knew
a lot more about the tracks and the natives than any other
Englishman, By the way, it was from him I got one or two of
those little wrinkles we were talking about a minute ago.
Some people said he was a liar, and some said he wasn’t—but
though he had unquestionably scen strange things, it's equally
true that there were strange things to be seen. He wasn't much
of a Christian, but he wasn’t a bad sort for a man of the world,
and we got on very well, on the whole, though I was uppish in
those days, and thought—well, never mind. Anyhow, we
agreed to differ: and there are worse sorts of friendship than
that, by a long way. One day we were taking a walk along a
cliff, when I saw distinctly, with my naked eye, an outline of
coast that I had never yet seen with a spy-glass. I suppose
it was some effect of refraction, and pointed it out to Green. It
was a low, dark blue line with white specks of breakers here
and there. I shall never forget his reply. He told me that to
that coast, (only visible, as I had guessed, in certain abnormal
states of tho air, he had onco gone—I forgot from where—years
ago. He had found an island, T forgot how large, where no
European foot had ever stepped, but where he had found a
civilization—yes, a civilization—that puts our highest dreams to
shame. Everybody was good, and everybody was happy. I
suppose there were no Rosamonds there.”

Oswald’s eyes were secretly upon Rosamond, towards whom his
open declaration of his life’s plan bad inspired him with deeper
feclirgs, Sho was listening intently, as & child to an Arabian
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voyage. Ather name he felt her start, and he took her hand, while
Sophy came from the window, and laid her head upon his knee.

“Green was not well up in theology,” continued the Rector,
“and all he could gather was that the people were expecting a
kind of natural death, or national euthanasia, to be preceded by
the reign of a woman from over the sea. Their institutions, oddly
enough, were the cxact contrary of ours—and yet they were
happy! Tl tell you all about that later on. They treated Green
well, but wouldn’t let him go, for fear he should discover the
existence of the island, though how it had never been discovered
before was certainly a mystery : unless, indeed, Green was lying.
But he got home-sick, though where his home was he would have
been puzzled to say; and at last he persuaded them to let him
do. But it was on condition that he would never name the
place to mortal man or woman, or give the faintest clue to
its discovery.”

“Yet he told you?” asked Oswald, who certainly hesitated
between acceptance of the general reputation of Mr. Green and
a suspicion that the Rector was inventing an allegory, after the
style of the vision of Mirza.

“A man must tell somebody,” said the Rector. “He had no
Maria, so he told me. Of course I said I'd boat over my beads
and my bit of stick the very next day. Don't, said Green—the
people swore like Genii in the Arabian' nights, that the next
foreigner who set foot on their shores, they’d kill him, and the
next, and the next, and so om, taking for granted that Green had
betrayed them; and they’d no more look at my beads or care for
my stick, than if they were Britons—and not half so much, said
he. They’d turn up their noses at our crown jewels, and were
proof against words and blows. However, he'd said he teach me
the language, so that if I wanted martyrdom I might go under
the best advantages. I got as far as the eighty-ninth letter
of the alphabet, and to my shame, ‘gave in. Whether Green
invented that alphabet, as he went on to keep me from finding
out—Green, I don’t venture to say. That nameless island, with
its extraordinary civilization, has never, I believe, been discovered
to this day: and Gréen disappeared, I'm sorry to say, under a
cloud. But, for all that, his account of everything was beyond
invention, and invariably held together: especially about the
expected woman, who was to bring everything to an end. How-
ever, the most wonderful part of the story is still to come, and

2 A
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the moral. One day Green was carried before the Sultan, or

whatever they called him—"

Boom! It was the sound of a heavy gun from the landside.
.

Mrs. Pitcairn started from her slumber over a thrice-told tale
with a broken suort; Uncle /Eneas rubbed from his eyes the
dream of a Pheenician sun-dial; Sophy slept soundly on, with
ber head still on Oswald’s knee. It was monstrously impolite,
but the weather was warm, and the Recfor’s yarn was unques-
tionably dull as well as preposterously absurd ; it was a parable
that scemed likely to end in a sermon. Only Oswald and Rosa-
mond wers wide awake; Rosamond alone was listening to the
Rector with all her heart in her ears, as if the tale were fascina-
tingly true. The heavy “boom !” seemed to mark a crisis: and

she also started, and look round.
“ What's thatP” said the Rector. “I didn't know we had
artillery here.”

“It's & convict escaped from Lowmoor!” exclaimed Uncle
Aneas, rising as if at a sudden call of duty. “That’s what ¢tAat
means—by George 1 ”

CHAPTER III

He'd find you almost Everything,

From Venus’ Zone to Saturn’s Ring:
Each stray that ever Earth or Sky had
From Jest's lost Point to vanisht Pleiad—
‘The Crown that Ceesar ne'er put on;

‘The Crystal Shoon of Cendrlllon ; ’
Last Summer's Rose; lost Lover's Vow,
Or Lay that killed the anclent Cow ;

The perisht Books that we assign

‘The Titus Livios Patavine,

And eke the Secret of the Rune

That’s writ on t'other side the Moon

And Wand of Witch, and Drug of Hakim=—
And if he cannot find, he'll make 'em.

HE inland part of the parish of Crossmarsh is not beau-
tiful. The cliffs and bays are magnificent, but the moors
leading up from them aro barren and dull—at least for

all those who do not understand the beauty of Nature nude. The
dullest and the most barren part of all, and also the most solitary
of all, is distinguished by a long mound rising sharply and clearly
from the Downs, in shape and size suggesting the grave of Goliath.
On a closer approach one used to find the mound cut through
in three trenches, one from end to end, and two, at equi-
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distant intervals, crosswise. And this was the wonderful
Barrow of Crossmarsh, vulgarly called, from immemorial times,
Pix-Knoll.

This was the centre to which the mystery which enfolds the pre-
historic history of Man was to be traced back and thus revealed.
Enthusiastic hobby-rider as he was, Uncle Aineas had been guilty
of no sort of exaggeration in stating that extraordinary, nay, in-
credible, results, had been already obtained from Pix-Knoll. For
full exposition Uncle Aneas, like a prudent antiquary, who for-
sees a contest with all British and all German learning, was biding
his time. He knew that Cliff Cottage contained a collection of
startling evidences of a startling theory that no museum in Europe
could approach, much less rival: but, a true collector, his own
satisfaction was all-sufficient for him until the day should come—
nay, it would be sufficient even if that day never came. For the
present his notes and materials were in too chaotic a condition
to be of use to any but the owner, wherefore there is as yet
no occasion to make a critical examination of a theory that made
Tyre and Sidon colonies from Crossmarsh, and England the mother
instead of the daughter of the world.

Rosamond and Sophy held prime places in the museum of Uncle
Zineas’s heart : but Uncle Aneas’s soul was buried in the barrow.
Uncle Aineas had been fortunate in his barrow, but thrice fortu-
nate in Silver Moldwarp, the man who found—Erverything.

Silver Moldwarp was indefatigable in the search for evidence
that he did not understand. It was true that Sundays as well as
week days found him in or about Pix-Knoll, and it was in one of
the cross cuts that he was sitting now—not exactly searching, but
working hard, though the sun was blazing. In the corner of the
cut he had chosen he was invisible to all eyes save that of the sun.
He was a lean, wiry, undersized man, of an indefinite age, one who
could never have been really young, and seemed incapable of ever
becoming really old. e was dressed in a rough, almost ragged
suit of clothes, in which elegance was recklessly sacrificed to ease.
In spite of the heat, his head, chest, and arms were bare, displaying
a superabundance of hair and muscle. The man’s strength was
evidently out of all proportion to his size, and very likely to his
age. His face was extraordinarily full of character, considering
that he did not appear to be above the condition of a common
Iabourer, if indeed he stood so high. Aquiline features, worthy of a
field marshal and a full, low, projecting brow, befitting a lawyer

n
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or an engineer, were flatly contradicted by a pair of comically
twinkling eyes, suggesting that union of cunning and folly which
constitute the buffoon. The mouth, in its character, though partly
hidden by a scrubby moustache and half beard, agreed with the
eves, rather than with tho nose and brow, so far as it could be
seen. It was weak, and hung half-open, displaying teeth that were
the reverse of ornamental. Yet—to come at once to the essential
matter—he looked an honest fellow, despite his want of facial
harmony.

Sophy, with the unreasonable impulsiveness that characterised
her opinions of her fellow creatures, had said, at first sight, that
she did not like Mr. Moldwarp; and to this opinion, she
had stuck, with consistent obstinacy. In this opinion, however,
she stood almost alone. There was a tacit and mutual avoidance
between him and the Rectory, but then the Rectory did not guide
the parish in social matters. So far as these were concerned, the
“ Feathers ” beat the Church hollow: for even the ploughmen and
fishermen of Crossmarsh, as became the proven fathers of civilized
humanity, had certain aristocratic sympathies, and felt that the
parson was somehow too much one of themselves to take the com-
mand. And Silver Moldwarp had proved a real acquisition
not only to the customers of the “ Feathers,” He was a capital
customer himself while it would have paid the landlord to
have kept him in drink for nothing, or even to have
given him a trifle for what he consumed. He could do
wonderful things. He could make a jack-knife disappear from a
fisherman’s fist into a ploughman’s hat, and play a score more
tricks, which, being coarser, were even better calculated to please
their simple minds, Better still, he could break a kitchen poker
by striking it upon his bare arm, and straighten a horse-shoe be-
tween his ugly fangs. And he could pay for other men’s beer, as
well as for bis own.  Iinally, he had the prestige which attaches
to an accomplished stranger: nobody knew whence he came. But
as both his honesty and his good-fellowship proved above reproach,
and as he secemed, though well able to maintain a quarrel, incapable
of making one, and as he had regular employment as Squire Fane's
liobbygrubber, he speedily became a recognised institution into
whose origin nobody dreamed of inquiring. A fellow parishioner
who should make handsome weekly earnings by picking up
bits of flint and crockery would have been regarded with envy.
Moldwarp, as a foreigner, had been entitled to take a line of his
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own, especially as it interfered with nobody. @~ When he was
neither in the barrow, nor at the “ Feathers,” nor searching, inch
by inch, along the ploughed furrows, or the streams, or the
sea-shore, he lived in a two-roomed stone hut in the middle of a
potato patch, which Squire Fane allowed him rent free.

The most noticeable point about Silver Moldwarp, however, and
at the same time the least likely to escape ordinary masculine ob-
servation, was the extraordinary contrast between his general
strength and roughness and the delicacy of his hands. IHis fingers
were long and fine enough for a lady’s and were distinguished by
those tapering tips that are supposed to note the artist, or at least
the exceptionally skilled craftsman. Such fingers have also been
observed in the superior order of pickpockets, to whom their sensi-
bility in touch is as important as to a surgeon. At the present
moment, instead of following his unlearned instinet upon the traces
of an ancient coin or specimen of stoneware, he was using his
fingers, with a rough file in them, upon a large piece of flint, raw
from the hands of nature.

There was the absorption of the artist in the man’s whole being
as he crouched over his rather niggling labour, and he worked with
such energy that the perspiration poured from his forehead, less
from the heat than from his obvious mental strain. A separate
thought seemed to enter into every touch that he gave with his
file. So deeply occupied was he that he failed to hear the gallop
of a horse over the hard turf that led landward from the barrow,
and he started up in doubly hot confusion, as a strong voice ealled
out :

“Holloa there, my man! Stand fast there; which way is he
gone ?”

Moldwarp, with a practised hand, threw his flint and his file
under his hat, in such a manner that only a professed conjurer
could have been aware of the action, and saw a prison warder, in
the well-known uniform of Lowmoor, reining his horse at the edge
of the barrow.

“ Which way ? 'Who’s gone ?” he asked in a rough country
accent which had, however, no kindred with the Crossmarsh tongue.

“ An escaped convict. Didn’t you hear the gun? A youngish
man, in the pmson uniform

“T've seen ne’er a soul,” said Mo]dwarp ; “nor e’er a body
nyther. No convic' ’s been nigh here.”

“ Who are you? What’s your name ? ”
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u ilver Moldwarp, labourer to Squire Fane. That's wko I am.”
“To Squire Fane, eh? How long have you been on this hill

Allday 27

“ Ay—all day.”

“ And you've seen nobody.”

% Nobody never secs nobody nigh here, but me and Squire
Fane.”

The warder looked beflled, and swore. With the best of reasons
in his own mind for believing that the convict had made in the
direction of Crossmarsh, and with the certainty that he had dis-
appeared closo by the convenient excavations of Pix-Knoll, it was
hard to swallow that a man, who had been on the spot all day, and
was notoriously hawk-eyed and quick eared, should have scen
nothing of the Lowmoor uniform,

“Hold my horse here,” said he, “I must have a look into those
cuttings of yours.”

Moldwarp obeyed, while the warder, cocking a revolver so that
any temptation to horse-stealing or to any other tricks might be
put to instant flight, let himself drop into the barrow. The search
was easy enough, for the cuttings were of the simplest kind, and
contained no corners where a man might hide.

“Any way, nobody's there now,” said the warder, still half
suspicious of Moldwarp, “whatever there may have been. He
must have made for one of the caves. Il ride on to Squire
Fane's. If you see or hear anything, let your master know.”

Moldwarp scarcely waited to see the warder ride off, before re-
turning to the spot where he had left his hat, resuming his incom-
prehensible work with flint and file.

“That's the way with the likes o’ them,” he thought, or rather
muttered more than half aloud, after the manner of men who live
and labour alone.  ““ A man must be sharp to get clear of Low-
moor in this sunshine—and a sharp man wouldn’t make for Squire
Fane's Folly, nor the caves— he’d know that’s where a fool would
§o, because it's there a pack of fools would go straight to find him,
There must be a spice o’ fox about that chap there. Well, ‘tis
naught to me.”

At the end of about an hour the careful and minute filing came
to an end. He put the file into his jacket pocket, and drew from
the same place 8 small hammer of a rather peculiar shape, with
which he began to clip his flint lightly. It was curious to watch
the dexterity with which he made tiny flakes of stone obey the



4 REAL QUEEN. 25

delicate touches of his hammer ; how, if he required to remove the
smallest speck in one particular point, just that speck came off in
exactly the right place and the right way. Presently the flint
grew visibly into the form of an arrow-head, of a shape well
known to antiquaries, and the resemblance was rapidly increased
when the barb also came into being under the presence of a brad-
awl that took the place of the hammer. The barbed arrow-head
was made quite as well as the best in the cabinet of Uncle Aineas;
and yet it was not made a bit better, which was certainly more
curious still, In short, it was an exact reproduction of the real
thing, and for a triumph of modern art—bearing similar signs of
age and burial.

The long and ceaseless practice, the manual skill, and the ar-
tistie, even scientific instinet which had gone to the production of
the forgery were worthy of all admiration, and should have given
Silver Moldwarp high rank in a more recognised calling. As
things were, he was compelled to find for himself the admiration
which circumstances denied him from others.

“There; that’s older than old King Carrots,” said he, as he
examined his chef~d'ceuvre for a possible flaw. “It is wonderful
what a man can find if he goes the right road to look for ’em, T
wouldn’t wonder if I chance upon that Fenian sun-dyle some day,
after all, if T could only get hold of a big enough block to seek
forn in. Granic, now, might do. It ought to be worth two
pounds——TUgh!”

The knuckles of two fists were pressed tightly into his throat,
and forced from him a strangled cry. In the same breath he was
dragged and forced down backwards, while his feet flew high into
the air.

Moldwarp was a strong man and struggled strongly. But, taken
at this complete disadvantage from behind, his efforts were in vain,
and he could only lie back panting under a knee upon his chest and
the two hands that did not for a moment leave his throat free. His
eyes were free, however : and they saw in his assailant a powerful
young fellow, with a smooth-shaven brown face, cropped hair, and
the unmistakable costume of a convicted felon. \

“ Murder—jyou're strangling me ! ” gasped Moldwarp.

“Wait a bit,” said the convict, coolly, and in the accent of a
gentleman. “It’s no use your calling for help. If we were in
earshot I shouldn’t have turned up quite sosoon. ldon’t want your
life, my man; but, you see the state of things, T want your clothes.”
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”

#Ugh! how can I give ’em when

The convict’s fingers relaxed for a moment, and MoMwarp gave
a sudden spring that almost set him free.

« Noue of that, my man,” said the conviet, giving his throat
and his chest an extra squeeze. “I want your clothes. I don’t
want to kill you; but if I can’t get them except of dead body,
then—"

There was & cool desperation about the convict that told of a
man who would be as good as his word : and his plight was un-
questionably at the last point of extremity, Moldwarp realised
that the case was neitherfor featsof strength nor for sleight of hand.

«] give in—there! Only let go my windpipe and let me up,”
said he.

The convict removed ‘one hand, but only to reach a crowbar.
“Then get on your knees, and off with every rag you've
got on. If you lift one lmee one inch from the ground till
you're as naked as you were born, 'ware head, for down comes the
bar.”

Moldwarp rose to his knees, drawing in a great gulp of deli-
cious air. ITe moved slowly, for he was calculating the odds of
a sudden rush, and of a wrestler’s hug with the convict at close
quarters, and therefore within the reach of the crowbar. He had
the discretion, which is valour’s better half, but he had the valour
besides. It was valour that left him the wits to study his as-
sailant, and to avoid rashness: and so perhaps it would be truer
to say that valour is the better part of discretion.

In the first place, he could see that the convict was no common
felon of his own class, a forger, perhaps, at any rate, guilty of no
savage or vulgar crime. Silver Moldwarp bad a natural contempt
for rogues who allowed themselves to be found out, and at the same
time be could not feel that this particular convict,though he wore
the garb of discovery, was contemptible. His artistic nature could
gympathise with the cunning whieh, by not taking at once either
to the barrow or the sea caverns, had baflled the warder. Ile was
also unconsciously influenced by that magnetic something about
the convict which distinguished the few who are born to be obeyed
from the many who are born to obey. After a long look from the
convict to the crowbar and back again, Moldwarp ended by smil-
ing in a not unfriendly way.

“You're a rough customer,” said he. “But I don't see why
you'd s call to throttle a fellow creature, before you'd known you
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had a call. It’s nought to me whether you're in or out of Low=-
moor—not to me.”

“I don’t want smooth words, my man—I want your clothes. I
don’t suppose my liberty means more to you than to anybody else,
but I fancy the reward for catching me will mean a good deal.
Now then—strip away. Off witk your jacket, man, to begin,”

He gave the slightest jerlt to the bar; and Moldwarp was con-
scious of an uncomfortable feeling that there was only one thing
to be done. As soon as his arms became embarrassed in getting
out of their sleeves, the conviet whipped off his own jacket, re-
covered the use of his own arms the first of the two, and was
again ready with the bar. The process was repeated till both men
were stripped to the skin.

“ That'll be a new trick for the ‘Feathers’” thought Silver
Moldwarp—“how to get out of your bagsand your boots, without
lifting a knee over an inch from the ground. Well: live and
learn.” The convict threw his prison clothes in a bundle to Mold-
warp, and began hastily to cover himself with the suit he had
just acquired. He was considerably the bigger man, and the
clothes were a bad misfit; but then they were also so much the
worse for wear, that they had hung loosely about their former
owner, and would not have looked conspicuously out of place on
any tramp of any size. ‘There,” said the convict, “we haven't
found one another such bad fellows after all. I won’t apologise—
my liberty is of more use to me than your old clothes are to you.
You can get another suit, but I mayn’t be able to get another
liberty—if I lose this one. Good day.”

Silver Moldwarp made no attempt to attack the convict, while
the latter wasdressing, thus, it may be thought, losing an oppor-
tunity. He had either yielded to a magnetic authority, or knew
a better way of recovering his own. i

“XE, bus the chap’s a born fool, after all,” muttered he, as he
watched the man striding out quickly and boldly towards the sea.
“ He dodged the warders, that’ssharp enough, and I'd like to know
how ’twas done ; but he shifts his gaol bird’s feathers for clothes
that’s better known in Crossmarsh than the ¢ Feathers, and are
enough to hang him in; and he’s let me see him naked, tattoos
and all, so that I could swear to him when his hair’s long, and his
beard’s grown, and his eyes under glasses. There’s a fool’s trick,
if there ever was one: and now he’s taken the straight road to
Squire Fane’s. 'Well—it’s nought to do with me, barring that I'
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geta new suit for nothing. 1711 wear these canvas things to the
¢ Feathers’ to-night, and alter the twist of my mug, and give the
folksascare. Ay,lwillhaveatryafterthat Feniandyle. But—"

All at once Silver Moldwarp turned absolutely pale. Mechani-
cally he put his hand to the part of his prison jacket, where the
pocket should have been, and naturally, found that his hammer,
file, only he knew what besides, had changed hands with the ex-
hange of clothes, But it must have been something more than
even this loss that made him groan aloud, scramble out of the
barrow like a madman, and hurry to his own hut, a good mile off,
at the top of his spced. Healone could tell what, when the eon-
victeame to be caught, would be found upon him besides a hammer
and a file,

CHAPTER IV.

When she is far,and I
Ride o’er the meadow
Under the sunny sky,
Over the shadow —
How it is easy then
Boldly to woo her
While down the winding glen
Speed I unto ber.

Scant while for answering
Love shall allow her—
Space while a wild bec’s wing

Brushes a flower . . . .
Nay, but the path hath grown
Nearer and nearer —
Farther and farther flown
All, save to Fear her;

HE sudden boom of the gun, breaking the Rector’s travellers
tale off in the very middle, had fired the imagination of Rosa-
mond—always in a state of tinder ready to be set blazing

by any chance spark that might happen to fall. She had not
often been far from the cottage in aH her life—never what
Mr. Pitcairn would have called far—but she bad once driven past
the gates and under the walls of Lowmoor, and these had made
upon her, though it was many years ago, an impression never to
be forgotten. * That is whereall the bad people go,” was the ex-
planation she hal received of its existence when she was even
younger than now. DBut even such commonplace words as those
meant a great deal to Rosamond. 'Where all the bad people go—
all : not merely some, but all! Why, it must be the very main
gate of Hell, with a scparate sin for every brick that had gone to
its building, and with those for warders that were not good even
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to dream of. The thought was her own, for the theology that
surrounded her childhood was ancient and simple, and was based
largely on very realistic images and exceedingly plain words. Ouce
again she had driven past Lowmoor, but she had not again seen
it, for on that second occasion she had shut her eyes, and had
not opened them again till the building was safely on the other
side of the hill.

Growing older, she naturally learned more of what an earthly
prison-house means, and what it is for. But, though thus enabled
to build a certain structure of facts, upon her original quicksand
of fancy, the sand was ready to swallow up the house upon the
very smallest provocation. Lowmoor, in her mind, was still a
place apart from all else, having nothing to do with the common
light and air that gave light to Crossmarsh, and Windgates
and the Sea. The building was to her invisible, but the idea of
it was a shadow often falling over her mind when she was
alone, as if it were in itself a thought of evil. One of
the books she had most ardently devoured was a stitched pam-
phlet that had come in Uncle Aneas’s magisterial way—some
sort of official return, or report, giving an account of the routine,
dietary, and other such interesting matters connected with Low-
moor Goal. In-one sense, it half-piqued, half-satisfied her curi-
osity, but it lamentably disappointed her on the whole. Men,
whose hands were red with the blood of their fellow-men, were
confined in Lowmoor. How could the knowledge that he was
allowed so many pints of soup, and so many ounces of bread, and
no tobacco, help her to see into the heart of a man with such a
hand ? The contrast between Cliff Cottage, with its quiet garden
and its changeless days, and that mansion of darlmess, near enough
to be felt all the more for not being quite near enough to be seen,
remained a more awful mystery even than before. It had never
suggested itself to Rosamond that such fathomless thoughts as
these about a hideous parallelogram, used as a fold for the world’s
black sheep, were unshared by Sophy. Her own ways of looking
at things, she took for granted, were common to all mankind—
even by old Moldwarp, she supposed.

Bat the idea that a living man had actually escaped from Low-
moor! Such a thing scarcely needed the added solemnity of a
great gun’s thunder to impress her profoundly. Not only was it
new in all her experience, but it was new to all her ideas, which
drew their life from the original notion of the visible Inferno aftae



30 A REAL QUEEN.

all. She knew something, from the old stitched report, of the
difficulties, supposed to be insuperable, which stood in the way of
such a deed. But something more than statistical descriptions
made her feel it to be a prodigious oversetting of natural lavs,
The voice of the gun through the hot, heavy summer afternoon,
seemed to Rosamond less a mere announcement of a marvel than
some supernatural effect necessarily accompanying the return of a
condemned soul to the world.

“It’s an unprecedented thing,” said Uncle /Zneas, when that
part of the afternoon arrived when its routine ordered that his
visitors should inspect the greenhouses, ‘“that a convict should
escape in broad daylight, as this man must have done. The last
man choso a fog, in winter—it was twenty years ago, the day
before I first saw my Cretan Obolus—and he would have escaped,

”

only

“Ayo?” asked the Rector. “Only——?"

“Only he walked over Furnace Point—and—well, he did
escape out and out, after all. You know the rocks under Furnace
Point. Thero wasn’t much of him left to take back to Lowmoor.”

“ Ah,” said Mrs. Pitcairn, “if people only would be contented
with their lot; but it’s always the way. A contented mind—-"

“ Isn't a continual feast at Lowmoor—if you mean that, Maria,”
said the parson. “ Poor dev—— You'll have a fine crop of grapes
this year, Fane,” he went on, quickly, having himself narrowly
escaped a precipice, ¢ a first-rate crop.”

There were many questions that Rosamond was longing to ask;
but she had not yet passed the age when, according to the primi-
tive etiquette of those parts and of that heusehold, young people
ought to be seen, and not heard. It seemed to her, however, that
she eould understand how terrible and life-crushing must be the
existence within prison walls, if it drove its victims to an escape
more terrible still.

“Oswald,” she half-whispered to her old playfellow, “what
was the story of that man who was killed? What bad he
done?”

Oswald, grown shy with the consciousness of his new relation
towards Rosamond, self-made and onc-sided as it was, weleomed a
chance of speech with her that came easily and without seeking.
‘I remember hearing of it when I was a boy—a child,” said he,
“and that’s all. What he'd done, I don’t know. . . . But
these aren’t things for you to think of. . . . No; you needn’t
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be in a hurry to run away. 1 haven’t looked at the grapes yet,
you know.” For the greenhouse had now been inspected, and
Rosamond, disappointed of her answer, was preparing to follow
the general progress to the cucumber frames, or wherever it might
be tending, He had not ridden over from Windgates solely for
the purpose of making a clean breast of things to Uncle Aineas;
he had come, with all the courage of a lover at a distance, to fix
his life for good and all. And, though he unaccountably had
found his courage less at the end than it had been at the beginning
of his ride, he had no notion of facing the shame of riding home
again without having said what he meant to say. It already
seemed quite shameful enough that he, a grown man of the world
had found himself at fault before a girl who was still almost
a child,

“Of course you can see the grapes, and eat them too, when
they’re ripe,” said Rosamond, seriously. ¢ But you might have
told me about the man that was killed.”

“T11 tell you something better than that, Rosamond.”

“Better than——"

“Than walking over Furnace Point in a fog? Well, I hops so.
That is to say, I know it would be better for me—and for you—
well, that’s where the hoping comes in. I—"

This was so far different from the manner in which he had
meant to begin, that he lost himself ; and, besides, last night, alone
with his pipe, and this afternoon while riding over, he had never
realised all that asking Rosamond to wait for him would mean.
It is true that he saw in her the future woman who ought, of
rights, to blossom from a girlhood of perfect innocence and simpli-
city; and to the woman who was to be he could have made love
as easily as true love knows how to be made, and like aman. DBut
seeing her in the midst of these flowers which, to his eyes, claimed
her as a sister, he could ouly feel, more surely even than he had
ever hitherto felt, that the woman who was to be had not yet
come. Now that he was alone with her presence, it seemed as if
it were a lighter matter to make love to that white rose whereby
she was standing, and as if a single note of the language sacred to
the purest of passion would be a stain. And yet, at the same
time, an instinct no less true told him that to make love even to a
real white rosebud as if it were nothing more is to lose one’s pains,

“1 wonder if you know how much I like you!” said he at last.

#1 hope I do,” said Rosamond, frankly. “1T hope you like me
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¢all That,’ as we used to say when we were children,” she added,
stretching out her arms as wide apart as they would go.

“Ah, you can't reach wide emough yet, to measure. But—
when we were children! That's getting somws way back, now—
at least to me. We have to measure liking in other ways—
now.”

“True,” sighed Rosamond. “I really feel getting quite old,
sometimes—as if I remembered old Moldwarp’s arrows and
hatcliets when they were new. And just think how many roses,
just like these, T have seen born and dying! And on they will go,
being born and dying, while I shall go on living and living—why
Queen Boadicea can’t seem half so old to Uncle Aneas as I mus?
seem to them. Isn't it strange?”

“ Very strange, indeed,” assented Oswald, gravely, not in the
least following her meaning, but accepting it as faithfully as
an echo, But she took his assent for intelligent sympathy, and
was encouraged to go on. It was not often that she felt such
encouragement in the presence of & playmate of long ago who
Lad grown up into 8 man of awe-inspiring gravity and learning,
and she would well-nigh have walked, in her own person, over
Furnace Peint rather than let his superior wisdom into the secret
of her magic cage—she was shy and tender over secrets that
even to her secemed to belong to a childhood that, at her mature
age, needed to be hidden away in dark corners, and she
instinctively feared the grown-up smile that would scatter them
away in shame. But there were many fancies, short of her
Grand Mystery, which belonged but to the moment, and might,
therefore, be as fearless as butterflies in sun, who know neitlier
to-morrow or yesterday; and, somehow, in spite of Oswald’s
unusual constraint, he seemed to have grown backwards nearer to
her own age than he had seemed to be when he had last visited
Crossmarsh, a week ago. After all, a young man of three-and-
twenty is not bound to be so very much older than a girl of
fifteen. There are other things in the Kingdom of Time besides
years and days.

“I assure you,” she said, leaping over a long stretch of
thought, in forgetfulness that Oswald’s wits did not share with
bers the privilege of wings, “I assure yon I have thought
everything all out, and that I mean us—Sophy and me—to have
nothing to do with change, Everything, here at Crossmarsh,
is to be always exactly what it is now, Old Moldwarp is to go
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on finding flints for Uncle Aneas till he has found them all—and
then he must begin to find them all over again. Sophy and I
will keep house, and never change a servant, nor an animal, nor
the place of a chair. And——"

“Well?” asked Oswald, with more interest than the scheme
called for—except, indeed, on the part of those who have as yet
seen nothing change, nor known what change means.

“ And—and that’s all.”

“Quite all? Haven't you kept a place for me?”

#Indeed I have, though, Oswald! You shall ride cver from
Windgates—just as often as you do now.”

“Not oftener ? But if you only mean I'm not to change—
you may be as sure of that, dear, as that you are alive. Only—
though not in me—change must come. And, since it must, don’t
you want ever to spread your wings and see the world ?”

“No. Perhaps I should, if I were a man. But—mno. I
should find nothing that I want, and that I can have here,
whenever—whenever I please.” She coloured, though without
knowing it: for her tongue, not often at liberty, had been
on the point of betraying her power of raising, at will, a far
larger and fuller life than, as even Rosamond knew, is to be
found in the whole wide world since dragons and dragon-
slayerg followed in the track of the ichthyosaurus and the
dodo. “If I did not wake up in the morning in Cross-
marsh !—-"

“Why should that be such a terrible thing ?”

“T should have crossed the sea—or else the hills ”

“And then?”

I should perhaps know what Lowmoor means. I am afraid
to know.”

“ Good God, Rosamond !” cried Oswald, only kept from laugh-
ing outright by tae awful knowledge that she was She, and there-
fore must needs mean something, though her meaning mi{™t stand
in sore need of an interpreter, ‘“anybody, who did n ! know
you, would think you meant you are afraid of being sent to
gaol!”

And, indeed, how could he guess, even faintly, into the manner
in which, during a childhood as deeply alone as was ever passed
in this world, she had evolved a world out of hints, guesses, and
shadows, in which the few things she half knew were but types
and forecast shadows of the vast and unimaginable unknown ?

3
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The sea and the cliffs bounded all the few realities of life that
were signified by that narrow word, Home. Beyond it lay, to her
mind, unbounded space and endless time, wherefrom the passing
ships were messengers no less shadowy than the sea-birds whose
nests she had never seen. On the other side were the hills, in the
half distance, beyond which lay the world of men, with a
citadel of crime for its eutrance, and its end in one. Cross-
marsh lay between two mysteries, dividing them: and while
those who feel the mysteries of life only a little long to
dare them, those who feel them a great deal can only feel,
and fear.

And yet the very dread of change may be but an extreme form
of the fascination which brings the bird to the serpent against
its will. But of that, Rosamond could, as yet, guess nothing.
Her now fancies were all that had come to disturb the melodious
monotony of her days, which, like the flowers among which
she stood, fell off the ear's stalk so softly and easily that,
when the next came, it only seemed as if yesterday were waking
again from a dreamless sleep and re-opening upon her theself-same
eyes,

“Rosamond,” said Oswald, with the air and all the sensations
of a philosopher, “of course you can’t think that you—and Sophy
—can go on living all your lives just as you are now. Changes
must come, in & world where people live and die, and never know
what is to happen next—and it'’s a good thing they do, consider-
ing what a humdrum sort of place it would else be. One needn’t
talk of anybody's dying—yet: but Sophy will marry, and you—
the more you will want somebody to stand by you,
and find courage for you, if you are so afraid of the world.
And that's so certain, dear, that I mean never to marry,
nor to change, until you do—and then only on the same
day.”

“Oh,” said Rosamond, quickly,“I never mean to be married.
Ikmow all about marriage. It wouldn’t suit me at all. And, of
course, Sophy will feel the same as me. But, of course, you can
do as you like.”

“Can 1?7 asked Oswald, a little ruefully: for he had bheen
flattering himself that he had at last reached the point of plain
speaking. “However—we'll see about that, Of course, I know
how young you are now——"

“T am fifteen!” said Rosamond,
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“ And—well, I'm afraid & can’t make you see all in a minute
what 1 mean. Would you mind changing Crossmarsh for
Windgates? After all, that wouldn’t be so very much of a
shange.”

“Oh, Oswald ! ” she suddenly exclaimed, “ are you asking ME
to marry vou?”

“Of course I am. I'm asking you to wait for me—and to know
that everything I think of, and everything I ever do, is all %
make the time come nearer. So, dear, you needn’t be afraid thae
a single thing in your life shall not be just as you will. Yu
don’t know all about marriage: nobody knows anything akis
such a marriage as I will try to make ours. Il begin to meee
Windgates exactly what you would like to find it—I'll begi.
five minutes after I get home: it will take five minutes to
put my horse up, or else I'd begin still sooner. Will you wait P”

He was speaking eagerly and warmly, now that the plunge,
which had at one time -appeared so impossible, had been made.
And, therefore he was beginning to forget his intention of only a~k«
ing Rosamond to wait in order that he might not spend the nex.
few years in anxious doubting. He came close to her, and toon
both her hands in one of his own. DBut he tried in vain to
read her eyes, which met his as if she had been utterly wrong
in her boast, and, instead of knowing all about marriage
knew nothing of it at all, preface, or chapter, from title-page
to end.

“0O course I will—wait,” said she. “It is easy enough to
do that; but, indeed, Oswald, I don’t want to marry anybody
at all.”

¢ Ah, but you will—and if that anybody is not me——You said,
just now, you liked me ‘all That’ Do you want anybody you
like to be miserable for years? I must know now whether I am
to win you or lose you in time to come. IsupposeI have told
you all I meant to tell you—now. Only from this hour think of
me in only one way—as one who means to live for you whether

-you ever let him or no, and who is always living and waiting
for you, till you find out all that—that—my love for you means.
== '

He was speaking very quietly and slowly, but something in
his voice or in his eyes made her withdraw her hands. She did
not understand ; but something in all this felt like the shadow
of—Change.

3 A
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« Promise me this now,” said he, “and— that isn't much, dear!
I won't ask anything else, till 1 know what you'll say. It's a
great thing to give a man fope, that will last him for years—
for months, anyway. Promise that you will remember all thixs,
and will wait till I ask you again. Will you? You can promise
all with just one word!”

It was certainly little that he was asking—no more than any
man might ask of any gir] whose fancy was free. But his eyes
Lung upon Ler lips as if they were about to speak his doom for
good and all. If the love he had for her was too deeply rooted
for passion, it was therefore all the moro part and parcel of him-
self, and it was for the first time spreading visibly open the
blossoms, upon the fruit whereof hung all the hopes he had formed
for all his life long. The delicate lips parted, and the word
of answer—might it be of hope !—seemed trembling into life,
when——

“ Rosamond ! Rosamond!” cried Sophy, bounding in, “ where
have you been all this while? And Oswald, too ! 1 don’t know
what has happened, but I just happened to be on the Jawn when
a man on horseback, and in a uniforny, rode up, for Uncle Aneas,
to the front door. I've been looking for you, to tell you, every-
where, and look; there he goes!”

Oswald was very fond of Rosamond’s sister, but he had never
till that moment fully realised Sophy’s peculiarities in the way of
seeing everything, and of telling, as though it were a matter of
life and death, everything that she saw, without regard to place
or time. But there was no help for it now—the coming word
had been startled away, and could not now be recalled. Court-
ing Rosamond was surely only to be compared with chasing a
butterfly, with films of gossamer for fences stronger than oak and
iron, and with a chance at any moment of finding the hunt
thr wn out by the interference of a gnat or bee. However, the
teart must be faint indeed that will yield even to lions and eagles,
Another time would make itself or else be made. So, instead of
amazing poor unwelcome Sophy with a sharp word, Oswald
Jooked from the greenhouse door at the man on horseback, in
uniform. And Rosamond, more grateful to her sister than she
could tell, was only too glad to look also.

“By Jove, if it isn't Brown, from Lowmoor!” exclaimed
Oswald, who had long ago forgotten the boom of the distant gnn,
which might have reminded him that the world contains other
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stories besides his own. “ What’s up, Brown? What brings
you here?”

“ Ah, Mr. Hargrave, I’m not sorry to see you,” said the warder,
touching his cap to the two girls, as Sophy ran forward and took
Oswald’s hand, while Eosamond shrank back on finding herself face
to face with Lowmoor in flesh and blood, human and real, and un-
mistakably branded even with a coat, cap, belt, and buttons of iis
own, “It’s nothing very particular, but if yow'll walk on a step
or two I'll tell you what I've told Mr. Fane.”

“All right. Go back to the house with—with Rosamond,
Sophy,” said Oswald, gathering that the warder did not wish to
speak before the girls. “I sha'n’t be long. There—now T'm at
your service, Brown. It's about that escaped convict, I sup-
poseP”

“Yes, Mr, Hargrave. And a more desperate 2

His voice sunk, and became mixed with the crunch of his horse’s
shoes upon the gravel, so that not even Sophy, though she pricked
her ears to their utmost reach, could gather a word more.

“Rosamond,” said Sophy, as the two sisters turned slowly to-
wards the house, “ I don’t know what it all means, but Mr. and
Mrs. Pitcairn went off as fast as if their house was on fire, and
you and Oswald have been talking in the greenhouse for hours, as
if ke was in your great secret instead of me, and now he’s gone off
with that man in uniform. There 2 something—and I'm left out
of it all. I believe it all began with that gun. "What was Oswald
saying to you in the greenhouse all that while P ”

Rosamond had never had a secret from her sister in her life.
But things were even already, if ever so little, changed since the
boom of that gun. Rosamond had received her first offer, and she
had found it so hard to understand that how could Sophy be ex-
pected to understand it at all. She had to put it all into thoughts
before she could try to translate it into words.

“Please, Sophy,” she pleaded, “don’t ask me any questions now !
1’1l tell you all about everything to-morrow, the first thing, be-
tween waking and getting up.”

“Oh, dear! that will never do. I shall be kept awake all night
with thinking—you know I always am whenever I think, and then
when it’s time to wake I shall be too sleepy to listen, Tell me
now—please ! ”

“Indeed I can’t, Sophy.”

“Is it anything about—me P”

.
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“Nothing in the world.”

“And you wou't tell? Oh, Rosamond, I never knew you unkind
before!”

“I can't. I wish—but never mind.”

# No—never mind! I suppose you're sworn to secreey—but I'm
not; and as that man in uniform is at the bottom of it all, Zecan’t
complain if T just—just happen to be behind the laurels while he
and Oswald are crawling along the drive.”

And off Sophy ran, with feet as quick as her ears, °

CHAPTER V.,

Such tricks
Our own minds play ns, that we, oftentimes
Taking false phantoms for the truth of flesh,
And winds for voices, are betrayed thercby
To taking truths for dreams phantastical.
All {8 not gold that glitters, preach the wise;
And naught that gieams Is goiden, prates the fool.

ART, at least, of the latest news turned out to be true enough
P —the Pitcairns had gone home. On ordinary occasions,
Rosamond would have been rather sorry, for she would have
wanted to hear the rest of that story about the undiscovered island.
She was a world-wide traveller in fancy, in spite of her feelings
against actual change. Uncle Aneas, as he usually did in the even-
ing, had shut himself up with his bones from the skeleton of dead
Time ; and Oswald did not return. So Rosamond, at the open bay
window, read a book, upside down, until Sophy returned, looking
as important as if she had just been made a cabinet minister. She
also brought a book to the bay window; and it is quite possible
that she also may have read the wrong side upwards, for she had
a wonderful knack of reflecting her sister in outward actions, so
that the few people who had ever had an opportunity of observing
them used to call the twogirls as like as two peas. Ouly it so hap-
pened that Sophy also had her original side, and in that matter
the observant people were, naturally enough, as wrong as they
always are.

Rosamond was silent, while the summer twilight deepened, and
80 was Sophy. But there are as many sorts of silence as there are
tongues to break it. Rosamond was silent because she did not
want to speak—Sophy because she wanted to be spoken to. How-
ever, since the mountain would not come to Mahomet——
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“You needn’t tronble to wake me early to-morrow morning,
Rosamond!” said she. “If you were in your castle I should give
the signal for important news.”

“Important news!” echoed Rosamond, waking up from what
was neither sleep, nor thought, nor dream, nor voyage of fancy
but from some mental mood known neither to men, nor women,
nor children, but to girls alone—unrecognised when they come,
and forgotten when they go. “ Why, Sophy, 1 declare I had for-
gotten you were there ! ”

“Don’t you want to know ?”

“Of course I do.”

“I don’t know what Oswald was saying to you, but I do know
why the Pitcairns hurried off, and why the man came from Low-
moor, and why, instead of coming back to the house, Oswald had
Nancy out of the stable and saddled her himself, and galloped off
with the man. I happened to be just behind the laurels at first,
and afterwards, Rosamond, I just chanced to be in the loose box
while Oswald was saddling Nancy. And—oh! Rosamond, do
youknow—thegaoler and Oswaldhave gallopedofftohuntaman!”

“A man?” A slow flash of summer lightning played over the
far line of the sea, and, dumb as it was, brought back the signal
gun to mind. “ Ok, Sophy—the man who has escaped from the
gaol?”

Sophy nodded. “They don’t know what has become of him, or
where he may be, or what he may do. Tle might rob, or perhaps
murder somebody before he is taken again. It’slike as if a lion or
tiger had broken out of a show. But don’t you think we'd better
have lights ? Isn’t it getting rather dark to read ?”

“T’m not reading Sophy. Do you want to read ?”

“Well, perhaps not exactly to read. But we might want,
presently, to do something else, you Imow ; it’s still an hour to bed
time, and 22

“Does Uncle Aneas know P”

“ He knows, and the Pitcairns know, and that’s why they went
off home, to put everything safe there. I didn’t hear that, but 1
suppose that’s why. But you mustn’t know anything, because we
weren’t to be told, for fear we might be afraid—as if that was
a likely thing! What was that, Rosamond ? ”

“ What was what ?” asked Rosamond, herself a little startled
by Sophy’s sudden whisper which, in anybody possessing less
courage, might certainly have been mistaken for fear.
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“That rustling sort of noise. It i getting dark, Rosamond—
raally dark : and the lightning looks so blue and odd ; and Ido
really want to read. Let’s shut the window and ring for candles.”

“And Oswald ?”

“I told you. He knows all the places and the ways about, and
he'’s gone to help catch the robber—if they can.”

# Sophy, I'm afraid it's very dreadful, but——"

“But what?” What's dreadful ?” asked Sophy, whose chair
had been all the while walking nearer to Rosamond's until now
it could come no nearer.

%1 can’t help it. I hope they won't catch that man.”

#Not catch a man who robs and kills ? ”

“ But suppose he's innocent—suppose he’s been in prison by
- mistake. Think of that other man who fell over Furnace Point,
Sophy! I can't get it out of my mind. And theun, if Oswald
finds him, and if they fight. Did you hear why the man was in
prison P—what he has dcne ?”

“Only that it was something very dreadful indeed.”

New things so seldom happen in Crossmarsh or, rather, so seldom
used to happen there, that when they did they assumed a size
and a shape inconceivable by most of us, who are brought every
hour with things the least of which would have been there the
lasting landmark of a year's history. A man had escaped from
Lowmoor, and the warders were after him. What then? Ile
will presently be caught : and in five minutes there will be a fire,
or a war, or a libel that will wash such a trifle clean off our
minds, And this we call living. But it was in Crossmarsh that
people really lived, making much of little things and giving
themselves up to the influence of what they called great ones.
Rosamond was not frightened in the vulgar sense—that is to say,
Jest a ruffian at large should be lying in wait to spring upon her
from behind a hedge in one of her walks, or should even now
be watching for an opportunity to make a dash through the bay
window. She was not infected by Sophy’s half-triumphant
trembling over the terrible news she had been the first to gather.
But she felt that Crossmarsh, with one of the lost souls of Low-
moor wandering over it like a condemned demon at large, was not
the Crossmarsh that she had chosen for her whole life’s abode—
the one point of peace and safety between the world beyond the
hills and the world beyond the sea. The intrusive element had
even mada itself outwardly perceptible in the sort of panig
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reported by Sophy, and in the complete silence and solitude which
had followed upon a more than commonly social afternoen. But
it also seemed to Rosamond as if there were something beyond
the common course of nature in the dark, moonless, starless,
windless twilight of a cloudy midsummer night, and more than
coincidence in the chance that the gun which had set the new
influence free had also been the preface for Oswald’s strange and
still but dimly comprehended words:

Cliff Cottage was early resting and early rising.  Uncle Kneas,
indeed, would sometimes sit up half-way through the night over
some new find of Silver Moldwarp’s, but on such occasions he would
rise all the earlier, in order to return the sooner to a fresh study
of the treasure which had meanwhile delighted his dreams. To-
night he departed, a little from the established routine. Ie sent
off the girls to bed a full half-hour before the usual time, and
the rest of his proceedings would have remained unknown had
not Sophy, half undressed, just happened to be taking the air at .
the head of the stairs when he went round and locked, doubled
locked, and wherever practicable, bolted every door: no easy task
for such precantions, though customary in theory, had fallen into
abeyance at the cottage for years. Then he went out and Sophy
heard him unfastening old Rover’s chain. Finally, she skipped
into a dark corner just in time, unseen herself, to see Uncle
/Fneas carrying the plate, the butler’s charge, into his own room.

“I sha'’t sleep a single wink, Rosamond!” said she. And,
so saying, she fell asleep soundly.

It was Rosamond who, well-nigh for the first time in her life,
found sleep impossible. She did not even close her eyes, and not
being provided with a stock of night-thoughts, such as may either
conjure sleep into coming or enable the more perverse insomniac
to kill the crawling hours, she found wakefulness intolerable. IIalf
a dozen times she went to the window, and looked out seaward,
while Sophy—who evidently neither woke nor slept by halves—
never stirred. Yet she was tired, and, though she was so broad
awake, Oswald’s conrtship itself became as unreal as if the day
had been the night, and she had dreamed therein. Then imagina-
tion fairly woke up, and claimed to be exorcised.

“Yes; I willl” said she, half aloud. “ Sophy won’t wake till
I come back, and if she does, she’ll know where I am.”

So she dressed herself, lighted one candle and supplied herself
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with a second, and went out into the passage, and closed the
door softly behind her. The cottage was built far too well
to contain creaking boards, and her footsteps were unheard
even by herself until she reached that bare lumber room, with
tue one table, the one chair, and the heap of straw in the corner,
where she had been interrupted that morning in the middle of her
spells, Placing the candle on the table she turned the key in the
door, and arranged her magical properties—an ink-bottle without
a stand, a thin heap of paper, and a quill pen.

Never had she felt in better form for the prosecution of that
great secret which was, as yet, only known to herself and Sophy,
and which interested Sophy mainly, if not entirely, because it was
a secret in which she alone was permitted to share. Her body was
fired, her mind confused, and her spirit broad awake: the place,
the solitude, and the feeble light which left the corners of the loft
in gloom suggested all sorts of capricions shadows and wild
inages: and everybody knows how the small hours of the four
and twenty are a kind of inspiration in themselves. The nonsense
which filters through thought into a semblance of sense when the
sun shines, seems all superior to sense in those midnight hours,
and floods itself out wholesale. Rosamond Fane having no
foolish fear of critics and readers before her, filled her pen at once,
and lost not a moment in finishing the sentence into which Sophy’s
ill-timed summons had broken :

“. . . . when there rose before their wondering gaze that
terrible form. The gleam of the torches first turned blue and
was then lost in the glow that gleamed from the cavernous eyes
of the phantom. Even in that moment of terror Callista noticed
a blood-red cross in the centre of its brow, and remembered how
the mysterious Montalvan had told ler by that brand the whole
mystery would hecome clear. She threw herself on her knees
beside the priest, and grasped his sable robe. ¢Speak! phantom!’
said the priest. ‘Who art thou ?—and whence comest thou ?—
and why?’ A strange groan made the walls of the chamber
quake and tremble. To the ears of the priest it meant naught;
but it said to Callista, “ Lady, beliold in me the spirit of the
miserable Demetrins—branded with the brand of Cain!” It
scemed to her that a powerful sentence, she knew not how, had
slipped from her pen, and she paused to listen to the melaucholy
music that it scemed to ber, under the glamour of night, excite-
ment, and solitude, to contain. The ring of it felt,indeed, alnost
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too good to be her own. Yet she was sure she had never met
with it in any of her books, and was conscious of the poet’s glow
when the poorest bit of work is glorified to the workman’s eyes
by the flying sparks of the forge at work and the roar of the
labouring wind.,

But, after such a stroke as that, to continue the description of
the murderer’s ghost was much less easy than it had been to begin.
She re-read her morning’s work, dwelling upon the fine points,and
here and there mending them. But somehow her written words
no longer realised her conception of the scene. It all came before
her so much better when she looked away from her paper, and
leaned back in her chair, and allowed the priest and Lady Callista,
and the murderous apparition to act before her. There was
something wanting in all that she had written heretofore, with
the single-minded purpose of indulging an instinet, and of some
day seeing how the work of her pen could make Sophy’s blood
run cold, for every author must.needs write for some public, and
Sopby was Rosamond’s. Now, however, either Oswald had
proved himself the most unheroic of lovers, or else her own great
love-scene between the beautiful Callista and the mysterious
Montalvan was all wrong. And then—since the morning there
was a real murderer abroad. Her miserable Demetrius lacked
the cachet of a lost soul from Lowmoor, whose very existence,
invisibly ghost-like as it was, had been enough to charge the
air of Crossmarsh with sudden and pervading thunder.

How much better, could she find the words, would she raise her
ghost now! She began the half of another sentence, and then a
few words of another; but the inspiration, which had seemed ready
to last all night, refused any longer to come at her bidding. IHer
fancies seemed to take upon them the visible form in which such
things appear to ghost-seers, looking with contempt on the feeble
efforts of words to follow them. The old loft expanded easily into
the vast and ancient hall of her story, with gallery and dais, just
as she had seen in the illustrated county history. The air was
heavy enough with heat, and the one candle was burning dimly
enough to represent to the life the impotent light of the torches.
She was herself a flesh and blood Callista, with a real lover, who
had set out on a desperate life and death chase, and impressed with
an actual atmosphere of crime and mystery. Indeed, she was in
worse plight than Callista with her priest. She was alone—all
alone. She never thought of returning tc her bed: it is of the
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nature of such moods to hold us whers we are till we have exhausted
all the influence that holds our minds not unwilling prisoners.

But where was the spectre ? That, at least, she had no desire
to raise. All the rest, though made up of the most intangible
fancies, was quite real enough for one who was keeping & vigil of
candle-light in such a place, and at such an hour. Yet Fancy is
not one of those creatures who can be fixed to its place, and for-
bidden to wander beyond a given line. . . . She could swear
that the air was growing thicker and closer in one corner of the
room ; she could almost swear that she saw the motion in that
more compact and darker air that suggested the presence of an un-
substantial form.

Then her heart misgave her. It was not for this that she had come
to use the magic of her pen. She gave herself a mental shake,
passed her hands quickly and roughly over her eyes and forehead,
plunged ber pen into the ink, and again sat down to the table.
She even wrote a whole sentence. But it was incoherent, and was
written really as a sort of charm against the visible appearance of
the unseen. She was ashamed to run away from a freak of fancy,
and yet she could not, for the life of her, but feel that the air in
that corner was growing thicker and darker, and the presence con-
centrating itself there more and more.  She could not write, and
she dared not look round.

The strain was growing terrible. Who is strong enough to
battle against causeless fear, or to stir hand or feot when bound
with invisible chains? “They would not hurt us if they could;
they could not if they would,” she forced herself to remember ;
and found that old jingling charm of daylight reasen against mid-
night spectres as unavailing as thousands of wiser people have
found it before her. She might certainly havs said her prayers
and the hymn which begs protection against all powers of dark-
vess ; but she had a natural shame of turning prayer into a talisman
against childish terrors. 3o she sat spell-bound, pen in hand, lis-
tening, and hearing nothing—not looking, for fear of what she
might see.  “ Branded with the brand of Cain!” Suppose she
sbould look up, and those caverns of eyes, and between them the
cross of crimson, and

Her shoulder was grasped by a heavy hand,
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CHAPTER VI.

Gil Elrich till that ladie came,
And ran before her knee—
% Now help and hide me soon, fair Dame,
Out of thy great pitie.”

But she forth spake, “ And thongh I would
And had withal the power,

How will they deem of maidenhood
Who find thee here in bower ? *

% Then out,” quoth he, “on Hope and all—
On maid be bale and ban
‘Who'll ehide her Hawk when finches fall,
But hound a hunted Man!”

< USH!” breathed a voice in ber ear. “Don’t scream—

H don’t faint : I shall do you no harm.”

There was not the least chance of her doing either.
One must have a voice to scream with, and one’s heart must be
alive and going before it faints—and Rosamond's breath was
paralysed and her heart standing still. She was too petrified
even to be called afraid: for fear, like pain, has a limit beyond
which it cannot go. And, for another thing, she had never
fainted in her life, and so did not know how.

“Of course she could not help looking: and was almost reassured
to find that the eyes were not cavernous and that there was no
crimson cross between them. Her nerves had been strung to
such a point of tension, that she would have been amazed at
nothing: and it was a loosening of the cords to find that the
owner of the voice and the grasp was of real flesh and blood, after
all. But, as exaltation died down, fear arose. Though but mortal
like herself, he was no very attractive object upon whom her
eyes were riveted. Perhaps he might not have been ill-looking
under more favourable circumstances; but what she saw was a
tall man, obvicusly a good many years older than Oswald, with a
closely shaven face, closely cropped hair, and a strange bundle of
clothes upen him that had evidently been made for a man of at
most half his size. His legs were bare below the knees, and his
arms nearly to the elbows—and, singularly enough, the gar-
ments, if such they could be called, did not seem entirely unfamiliar
to her. But the man himself was an utter stranger: so she must
have been mistaken about his clothes.

“Indeed you need not be in the least alarmed,” said he, rather
quickly and eagerly,  though it is likely enough you should be.”
His voice was pleasant enough, and had the accent of a gentleman,
T am neither a burglar, nor—anything of that kind. You are a
woman—or you will be one, some day. I don’t suppose you have
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yet learned that it is the right thing to betray the hunted beast to
the hiounds; of course, if you have, I am in your hands.”

Rosamond was trembling all over: but all her knowledge of
life was innocent, and she was therefore spared the extremity of
fear. A boy might have been frightened enough, but Rosamond
was at any rate unconscious of having any more cause for fear
than if she had been a boy. Her heart was sound, and her health
perfect—and those things mean courage, in whatever chance
humour the nerves may be.

“Who are youP” she asked, in & voice that was at least
decently firm,

“ First of all—are you a Miss Fane? Then, did you ever hear
of a place called Lowmoor ? But of course you have—you know
all about it, I dare say; but you never yet heard of a man escap-
ing from it. - Very well—I have escaped from Lowmoor.”

So this was the very being whose freedom that gun had pro-
claimed! And yet, startling as it was to learn that she was alone,
almost iu the dark, with the creature which had spread fear and
confusion around, Rosamond was scarcely any longer surprised.
Indeed, it scemed to her now as if his presence in her own citadel
in CIiff Cottage were the most natural thing in the world—in
short, as if she had stumbled unwittingly upon an aetual spell,
and had really raised the speetre of which she had only dreamed.

“Are you?" gasped she.

“ Ah—that is better! I see you are a brave girl. For that
matter, I expect you were a good bit less afraid, even when you
first felt my hand, than I was when I first saw you. I suppose
you think it's a strange place to find an escaped eonvict—in the
house of a justice. Well, it was the last place where anybody
was likely to look for me, that's all. There’s the whole story of
my escape from beginning to end—doing precisely what would
occur to nobody in his senses. And now the same question comes
in—what’s the most unlikely thing for anybody in his senses to
do?”

As he spoke, rather to himself than to her, as if to give her
time for the recovery of startled nerves, a sense of reaction—of
disappointment—I hardly kmow the right word, began to come
over Rosamond. His language was too much like that to which
she had been accustomed, differing only in greater readiness and
fluency: in spite of his extraordinary costume, the man was far
too much like any mere ordinary man. He even seemed, instead
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of being mysterious and terrible, composed, subdued—even heed-
fully gentle in his bearing. IHad she been better acquainted witi
convicts, these very qualities would have seemed remarkable even
to the point of mystery. But, in her ignorance, she began to be
almost annoyed with herself that she could not contrive to be
appropriately afraid.

‘Wherefore it must be concluded that the conviet, whatever
else he may have been, understood the indescribable and unteach-
able art of depriving those with whom he had to deal of at least
one set of defensive weapons—their fears. Rosamond became
able to distinguish the man himself from the effect given him by
his clothes, and—being with no prejudices, save of her own
making—felt that his breadth of Zhest and shoulders, his length
of limb, and his Roman cast of features ought to be formidable,
not to the weak, but only to the strong. Being what she was, it
was hardly possible that she should fear strength, especially when
strength spoke gently. She began at last actually to think—and,
thinking, wondered how she might best and soonest ensure the
man’s escape by the way he came, and hurry back to her bed,
never to return to her castle after nightfall again.

But his next words—though spolen as gently as by a woman—
were these : ‘

“ A man in his senses—he would begin by strangling you, and
hiding the body where it would take long to find, because dead
tongues tell no tales. I know how that would double my chances
—and if T was taken in spite ‘of them, I should, at any rate, be
better off than at Lowmoor, because I should be hanged—and,
therefore, I'll do nothing of the kind. 'What would a man in his
senses not do ?”

He seated himself on the table, and absently began to turn
over the loose leaves of Rosamond’s manuscript, but without
reading them.

“T will tell you,” said he; “it’s my ome chance: I'll do it,
because it is the maddest thing in the world—T1l trust a woman
and a strange woman, not with life, that’s nothing, but with
liberty. I'm just run to earth here; and needs must, when the
devil drives. Miss Fane, you are young; that is to say, you are
still too wise to take for granted that when a gaol-bird says.he
is innocent of all real crime, except that of gaol-breaking, he
must needs be lying. You must judge for yourself whether I'm
the kind of man, apart from these clothes, to have robbed, forged,
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burnt hay ricks, or done anything else to fit inyself for an idiot
asylum. The truth is, Miss Fane, that I am one of those poor
devils, more common than people, who are old and foolish, think
for, who am punished for nothing at all. I tell you that, on the
lionour of a gentleman, which is a thing that a lady is bound to
believe. And now for my plan: I mean to stay here, in this
room, till one of two things happen; till either you give me up to
injustice, or till the hunt has run by. I put myself into your
hands, even as Sisera did into Jael's.”

“Here?” faltered Rosamond.

“Here. When you leave the room, you need only lock the
door and pocket the key. When you came in—some half hour,
or whatever it was, ago—you locked the door and then sat down
to your story. Of course that means that this out-of-the-way
corner of a rambling house is your own particular bower, where
you can rely upon being alone and undisturbed. Aye, and I
found the door locked from the outside when I squeezed myself
through the window. TIn short, this is your own citadel of
which you alone keep the key. Very good—then nobody need
know of my presence in the louse, save you and this most fortu-
nate heap of straw. If I am taken, I shall not envy you your
conscience, which has allowed you to betray an innocent man,
who trusts you because he has none else to trust to in the whole
wide world. If I starve—but no, Jael did not starve Sisera—
you might hang a dog, but you'd hardly starve him. There, that
13 my plan. And now you'd better go hack to bed; and 1 hope
vou'll sleep half as well as I, who am going, on that straw, to
dream for the first time that I am free without its being only a
dream. Good night, Miss Fane, and take my thanks for the
brave, kind thing you are going to do for one who has put life,
liberty, faith, hope, all that he has, into your hands.”

“I cannot!” cried Rosamond, not in the least disbelieving his
nssertions of innocence, but feeling, all in a moment, and with no
need of help from thought, all that the attempt to carry out
such a plan would mean; “don’t ask me; I'm sorry if you are in
trouble that you don’t deserve. I will help you out of the
house—"

“As you will,” said the convict, yawning and rubbing his
eyes. “I have told you the circumstances. It is for you to decide
—not me. Only, I won't leave the house. If I am to be taken
it shall be here, and it shall be by you. Sleep over it; sleep is
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counsel, you know, Permit me, Miss Fane, if you will trust me
with your key for a moment, I will unlock the door.”

It is not good to feel that -another’s will is making itself the
master of one’s own. DBut it was not strange that the will of this
exceedingly singular convict was mastering one so ill-tried as
Rosamond’s, fighting, as it was, upon euch unfamiliar ground.
Had he commanded or threatened, she might have found courage
to escape: had he gone upon his knees and implored her to save
bim, his object must have been injured by the contempt with
which weakness regards weakness. But he had simply trusted to
the honour which forbids treachery, assuming that such an appeal
cannot possibly be made from one human creature to another in
vain, and he had expressed his trust with a cool decision of manner
which was in itself & power, and with a dignity that even his
grotesque costume could not lessen, nay, rather increased by force
of contrast, and by giving the man’s own personality an air of
essential superiority to all outward and accidental conditions.
She gave him the key. He unlocked and opened the door for her
to pass out, and returned her the key with a bow, neither too low
to seem theatrical, nor too slight for reverence and courtesy, and
gravely significant of present trust and future gratitude.

“Now you will kindly lock me in,” said he; “and for to-morrow,
you will, T hope, remember that you have a prisoner who has not
eaten anything but a handful of wheat-ears since breakfast-time
at Lowmoor. Good night, Miss Fane. You are a brave young
lady, and nobody can be brave without being true.”

There was no need to bid her lock and double lock the door.
She listened for a moment, with beating heart, until she heard the
faint rustle of straw, and crept back into her bedroom and her
bed, as miserable as & girl could be, save for a lingering hope
that, when morning came, the whole of that night’s work
would prove to be but the nightmare which its beginning had
seemed.

And indeed, when the night with all its mysteries was freely
blotted out, and the sun, already high in the sky,.called all the
world to begin a new summer day, such an adventure could not
have seemed otherwise than a dream to man or woman, boy or
girl: From the very heaviest and most dreamless sleep she had
ever known, Rosamond was aroused by Sophy singing—as a rule,
it was Rosamond’s morning toilette that waked Sophy. For a
whole long minute her mind was a clean blank; she only kmew

4
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that sho was awake and alive. And when the first memory of her
mldnight watch camo back, it was at first indeed with a shudder,
but then with a feeling of joyful relief that it had been but a bad
dream after all.

«QOh, Sophy!” she began, “I have had such a strange—"
But sho was fairly awake now, and her mind grasped reality.
What was to be done ? That cscaped prisoner was actually and
absolutely in the house ; and it depended upon her whether he was
atraightway to be returned to all the vague terrors of Lowimoor,
or whether sho was to burden herself with such a secret, and her
life with attempting to hide that which could not be hidden for
long. She turned round upon her pillow, affecting to have fallen
asleep again, until she might imagine what she ought to do. Of
course, she could go straight to Uncle /Eneas, and tell him all.
It would not take long to send for a constable, or to Lowmoor, for
help, and her mind would once more be open and free. But no—
it would be no such thing. If the man was in truth guiltless of
crime, how could she bring herself to be the means of re-setting
the world—that world beyond the hills—upon its worlk of cruelty,
injustice and wrong? She felt that she would never know a single
happy moment again. And even if a real wolf, rightly pursued
hy the hunters, had crawled into her castle, and, licking her hands,
had thrown himself upon her mercy, how could she find the heart
to betray the miscrable wretch to ita foes ?

Perhaps there are girls of her age—perhaps even in Crossmarsh
—who know how to distinguish between the opposing claims of
justice and honour, and would not feel called upon to sacrifice their
own peace of mind to Quixotic notions of loyalty to trusts im-
posed on them against their wills, Nevertheless, T hope and I
believe their good sense to be so rare, and I admire it so little, that,
were itshared by Rosamond, I should liold herat once tooexeeptional,
and too contemptible for ber fortunes to be worth the following
let others take what view they please. Guilty or innceent of up~
known crimes, the man had spoken the simple truth in telling her
that his liberty—his life it may be—lay in the hands of a giri of
fiftcen. How far an instinctive knowledge of the material he had
to work upon had suggested his scheme she was not to kmow, and
even had she owned more prudence, the man’s readiness to trust to
the honour of a stranger might have fairly argued honour in him,

“Wlhen are you goiug to get up ?” asked Sophy, long before
Rosamoud had found a clue to the mazein which she was wander-
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ing. “T'm nearly dressed, and in less than five minutes there’ll
be the breakfast bell.” v

‘Well, there was no help for it. Rosamond must face her day,
all undecided and unprepared. She wasnot sorry to be late, how-
ever, since that would give her the reprieve of dressing alone.
She said nothing while crawling out of bed, and Sophy was her-
self in too much of a scramble, in order to make up for the conse-
quences of an over-long sleep, to take notice of her sister’s silence.
Before the five minutes could have passed the bell rang, and Sophy
scampered downstairs,

How Rosamond envied Sophy! It was the first time in herlife
that she had woke to a single care—and, for a first, what a care.
In spite of her lateness she did not hurry. But she was ready at
last to face her troubles, and went down with a sense of weight
dragging upon her—and a weight wasin truth dragging her, though
it was only the weight of a key. Even during the length of the
staircase she found time to ask herself a hundred questions a hundred
times—Have they found that man in that room ? Have they not
found him? Will they think that I look strangely, and ask me
questions to find out why ? And, above all, ch ! wkat ought I to
do?

Nothing, however, is less likely to happen than what we hope,
except what we fear. Rosamond looked to find everything as
usual—her uncle in his place, devouring his toast and some newly
found flint in alternate mouthfuls, and Sophy doing her best to
delay the tea-making, so as to give her sister time to avoid the
charge of late rising. So much was she usually the first to be up
and down that her appearing last would have been a family event
on ordinary occasions, and have drawn the eyes of Uncle Kneas as
if to the sudden entrance of the Pheenician sun-dial. Asit proved,
she heard voices in full talk, and recognised one of them as
Oswald’s. So she crept in quietly under the cover of the ‘conver-
sation, and avoided all but a general and including nod of good
morning. Oswald recognised her entrance, but the others were
intent upon what he was saying—so intent that he could not stop
speaking:

_ “No, Mr. Fane—I believe I know every inch of the cliffs and
every hole; and we didn’t miss a point where a man could have
gone over. And then—"

“Ts it possible,” asked Uncle Aneas, “that he has gone over
where a man can’t go over ? That——"

' 4 A
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# Ah, you're thinking of that old business of Furnace Point P
No, it's impossible. He couldn’t have reached the cliffs, reckon it
as we may, till the tide had turned, and if he had walked over the
edge his body must have been found on the shore. Besides, men
dap'’t escape in order to kill chemselves—at least, not to kill them-
selves till there's nothing left to do. This fellow is young, Brown
says, and healthy and strong, and couldn't have escaped from a place
like Lowmoor without miracles of courage and skill. They can’t
find out how it was done, even now, and he had been a gentleman,
they say, though a desperate sort of one. Brown, who's a sharp
fellow, tracked him close to Pix-Kuoll—that he can swear to. But
there's no hiding place within a mile of that, and if he'd taken to
auy road, high or bye, in the prison dress, he'd be safe in Lowmoor

now.” 5
“] needn't ask you, Oswald, if you've left no cormer unex-
plored ?”

“We could ride, between sunset and breakfast-time, over more
ground than a man could ran. .\nd a prisoner from Lowmoor
isn't likely to know the sopes of the country—let alone when he's
being tracked by one who's hunted, an1 shot, and fished and birds’-
nested over it ever since he was born. Let me alone for that,
Uncle /Eneas; barring your own house, there isn’t a spot in Cross-
marsh we haven't been over, high or low, land or shore.”

“ And you conclude he is alive, and at large? Brt where?”

““He couldn't have got out of Crossmarsh, for we m.'s¢ have had
new of him. So, after all I've said, it's my firm beliex that he’s
still in this very neighbourhood; though where iz the name of
miracles he can have chanced on a hiding place I don’t know.”

Oswald’s idle mention of a place so impossible as her own Louse
for the convict’s refuge drove all the colour from the cheek cf Rosa-
mond. But, lest her confusion should be noticed, she snoke:
and—

“Is it certain he has done—is guilty—of anything ? ” asked sk v.

“Bless the girl! a convict—an escaped convict—from Low-
moor!"” exclaimed Uncle AEneas, in some surprise. “ I must give
you some elementary readings in the law of England, my dear.
‘Well, Oswald, and what do you propose to do P”

“Hemustbe caught. 'We can’t have an escaped convict wander-
ing about at large. The houses won't be safe, nor a woman, nor a
child, wor a man who has got to go out alone with anything on him
worth losing. Of course, everybody about the place has been
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warned, and the police will see that there’s no getting out cf the
circle within which he must be. Of course therell be a reward
out, to make the people look alive. As for me—well, I'm nost
going to throw away my night’s ride; I'm going to have that
scoundrel—dead or alive. I'm not going to give in when once I've
put my hand to anything ; no, whatever it may be.”

As he spoke, he looked straightly at Rosamond : and her con-
scious blush made him believe that she had comprehended what
lay at the root of his words. For his “ whatever it may be” meant
the nand and heart of Rosamond herself, and not the body of any
felon, dead or alive. Not that it was Oswald’s way to boast, but
he meant the whole world to know that he was not to be turned
from the purpose of his life; while, in his present mood, manly
action commended itself to him both as an outlet for his energy, a
salve for his suspense, and, in some indirect fashion, a way of
proving his devotion. Even so, in certa’: good old times, the way
to alady’s favour was identical with the path that led to enchanters’
caves, giants’ castles, and dragons’ dens. So long aslove lasts will
that same knighthood last ; and here were knight to do, deed to be
done, and lady’s eyes to see.

Could Oswald only have guessed that she whose steps abroad he
was preparing—in the name of public safety—to secure from pers
could he have guessed that she was hiding the wizard, the dragon,
the giant, the evil knight, secret in her own bower! TFor a
moment, seeing what the hunter, and not the quarry, thought of
the hunt, she was inclined to make a clean breast of it all. But
then it felt such a horrible thing to betray a fellow creature, bird,
beast, or man, to its pursuers—it could not be done. Had Oswald
been less bent upon the man-hunt, it is possible she might have
made a confidant of her old playfellow, and all have ended well:
for it is not good that even the guiltless should be able to escape
unlawfully from the hands of the lay. She could trust Oswald,
even as this hunted convict had trusted her; but, alas, she had
watcniully read in his eyes and heard in the tones of his voice that
she could only trust him to do what he thought right, and that he
would never think it right to let this man go free. When would
breakfast be over, so that she might be free to think these things
out alone ?

Oh, if only they would search the house, and break down the
door of her castle, so long as that were done of their own motion,
and without treacherous hint or help from her! That would be
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a way out of the difficulty indeed—so complete that it was some-
thing to pray for. But even as she had been ashamed last night
to pray against imaginary fears, so now it would be like taking &
mean advantage to ask the power of Heaven to do what would
soil her own hands; to ask, as it were, an wagel to do dirty work
for her. 1f she had ever thought of betraying the convict, her
lips were sealed now.

“By the Lord Harry,” suddenly exclaimed Uncle Aneas. “I
have it. I have Aim.! Agye,Oswald, by the heels! There's some-
thing in having an old brain, after all.”

“Indeed,” said Oswald; “Is there any place in Crossmarsh
where—"

“ Aye, my lad, there’s sure to be. Don’t worry yourself: after
your night’s hunt you must be dog-tired. ITl—Ill set Silver
Moldwarp on him: there! There's nothing in Crossmarsh that
Silver Moldwarp won't smell out, Il have him round in half-an-
hour.”

Alas—there was no thought among them all of looking under
their feet, none. Why should there be P the houses of justices are
not chosen by escaped criminals to hide in. Uncle Afneas swal-
lowed his last mouthful of tea, pocketed his flint, and went out
to give orders for the immediate appearance of the man who could
find everything—even Pheenician sun-dials,

Sophy vanished altogether.

Oswald lingered about for another word with Rosamond: but
she dared not listen to a8 word, lest she should betray what had
now grown into a secret that she must guard, or be a dishonoured
traitor. He could only misread her coldness, and ride off, either
back to Windgates, with his errand undone, or else further on his
search, to see if he, though unable to catch a girl, might at least
catch a man,

Rosamond seized the first chance of cutting off half the brealk-
fast Joaf and carrying it to her castle door—just when vanished
Sophy, by tha merest chance, happened to have her in full sight
from the top of the stairs,
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CHAPTER VII.

And when they won to the walls of brick

That had tossed back battle with lightsome scorn
The baitded bulwark and rampart thick

‘Were melt to the mist of a summer morn ¢

And when to the midmost keep they won

That a thousand knights might not hope to win,
Each gate of steel and each girth of stone,

As carven of cobweb, hath let them in.

S she approached the door of her castle, Rosamond was
seized with an awful hope that the man who had shown
himself such an adept at imprisoning himself might have

disappeared again, either through the window, or the wall, or the
floor, or the roof, or by whatever path it was that he had entered.
It would be so much more than a relief—it would be so simple and
natural to find that nothing had really happened after all. For
there are things so impossible that it is easier to disbelieve in the
memory of our own eyes and our own ears than to believe. What
a delight it would be to draw a free breath on finding her room
empty, and to feel herself without a secret once more !

Everything was so silent as she listened at the door, with a
beating heart, that the wish it could be so almost grew up into the
hope that it might be so. The fear that it might not be so swal-
lowed up all the remains of meaner fear. She opened the door as
gently as possible. It was never really light there, owing to the
height of the windows, the badness of the glass, and the small-
ness of the panes. It was not immediately, therefore, that all
hope died away. Eut alas, the death of hope’s last whisper had
to come. There, on the straw heap, sat the Man.

“Good morning, Miss Fane,” said he, courteously and even
pleasantly, as she closed the door. “ Ah—and bread! I was get-
ting so famished that I almost fancied you meant to get rid of me
by starvation. Give me the loaf, if you please. Did you ever
see a wolf killed, Miss Fane?”

“ A wolf ?” the word did not come agreeably from the lips of
this strong and wild-looking scare-crow. For the long night, and
the cold daybreak, and unbroken hunger, had done their work
upon him, and he was really looking, in broad daylight, the
desperate criminal that he professed not to ke.

“Never ? Then you shall see me kill one now. But—pray sit
down. It won’t take Jong.”

She did not obey the invitation to make herself at home in her
own room but ‘woodst,ondering how all this was to end, while
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the convict tore the bread into huge fragments and devoured them
greedily. Not for five good minutes did he speak a single word,
At last he paused in his work, drew a strong sigh, and said,

“Do you bake at home ?”

“Yes,” said Rosamond, with a start from her hopeless thought:
for, under the circumstanees, so homely a question was surely the
most startling that could have been devised.

“Sp do we—at Lowmoor : but nothing like this. ¢ Liberty and

.a crust, indeed ! thisis liberty and Ambrosia. There—the wolf is
pretty near dead now : at any rate asleep till dinner time. And
now to business, The rest of the bread won’t hinder talking. But—
while we talk, Miss Fane—pray oblige me by taking a chair.
You would rather stand? Then so will I. In the first place,
Miss Fane "—another bite, and an almost simultaneous swallow—
“I mustn’t forget manners. I must thank you for being kind—
no, that would be nething to you; I mean I must thank you for
being brave. It wanted a little courage to eome all alone with
that loaf to a hunted, heaven-forsaken man like me, when you
could have got rid of him in a moment, with a word or a scream.
‘Women are not often brave, Miss Fane, and men, poor creatures,
more seldom still. I was driven to trust you with more than my
life last night, because it was my one last desperate chance; but
T hardly half-believed that I could trust you. I heard a mouse
serambling once, outside the door; and so sure was I that I had
fallen into a trap, that I thought you had brought the police or
the gaolers upon me: and if you had I wouldn't have blamed you.
A mouse wouldn’t frighten you, Miss Fane—but it frightened me.
Do you know what made me trust you through thick and "—
another bite and swallow—* thin ? This was it—not a triumph
of literature, but written with a pen dipped into a heart for an
inkstand, and a good big heart too. I knew the hand that wrote
this,” said he, bringing down his fist upen her pile of scrawl,
“wouldn't deprive even a real wolf of bread and water and open
air.”

Something like the maternal instinct—the only thing that fears
nothing—arose in Rosamond at seeing her brood of fancies covered
by a strange hand, and at bearing that they had already been pro-
faned by sacrilegious eyes. In any case, perhaps, no shame, in
point of heat and sharpness, equals the shame of being detected
in a first aet of authorship, where the faney is eoncerned. If
Uncle /Eneas had been the criminal, she would have wished for
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the floor to open and cover her—even Sophy, her intended public,
was not to set eyes on a word until the moment, if it; should ever
come, when the last word was written and copied ; and even then
she might lack the courage, even if she should retain the desire.
This had been written only for the writing’s sake, as children
write: and it may be that she held to it all the more closely, as
half conscious that she was too quickly out-growing its inspira-
tion, just as a girl may make a younger girl an excuse for playing
with her doll, or as a boy who has become half a man may still
hide away his old make-believes in a dark corner of his heart,
to take them out and play with them when he is quite sure that
he is quite alone.

¢ Give me my papers!” she said, feeling like a detected criminal
but speaking like a real Queen. “ You have no right—those are
my papers, and this is my room!”

“ And therefore my place of refuge,” said he. “Of course I
hadn’t a shadow of a right to read this romance of yours. Of
course I haven’t a ghost of a right to be here at all. But I don’t
beg pardon for either. I’ve read you in your romance, Miss Fane;
and I feel as safe here as if I had your wizard’s invisible ring.
You can no more betray a man to whom you have given bread
than Flora Macdonald could have given up Prince Charley. Could
you—yes or no ?”

But there was no need to read her writings—in which, after all,
an author is mostly prone to paint himself as he is not—to feel
that Rosamond Fane could no more betray a trust than she could
give up her worst enewy to his pursuers. 'With all his masterful
ease of manner, this condemned soul (according to her theories
of Lowmoor) was inspiring her with a dread which felt, to her
innocence, almost like what she fancied must be hate: and
his having read the secret of her life gave him the kind of
awful influence that comes of knowing all the mysteries of one’s
mind and soul.

“T have done all I can,” said she. “Tkisisnot my house, though
it is my room. You—if you were my own sister, I could do
nothing for you; nothing in the world.”

“Tn fact, you are as anxious to be clear of me as I assuredly am
—or rather assuredly was—to be clear of you. Well?”

% Perhaps—if you are not found—I can manage to bring you
something to eat: just once more before you go. But you il be
found. Mr. Fane, my uncle, is a magistrate; Silver Moldwarp hag
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been sent for, who finds out everything ; Oswald—Mr. Hargrave—
who knows every inch of all the land, is riding after you every-
where—"

“ And therefore the only place for me is the only place where
Silver Moldwarp, who finds everything, and Oswald—DMr. Hargrave
—who rides everywhere,—will neither look nor ride.” He spoke
in a tone she had not yet heard from him, and she did not under-
stand it, for she had never yet, so strange a place was Crossmarsh,
seen or heard a sneer. “ Who is Oswald—Mr. Hargrave? And
what has he to do with the affair ?”

“Mr, Hargrave, of Windgates,” said she, stiffly, “He is not
likely to let go anything that he once takes up—till it is done.”

The convict growled something to himself, in which more accus-
tomed ears might have recognised words hardly suited to a girl’s
ears. “I never counted on tkat wind!” said he.  Well—if one
trusts a man, one tells some woman ; if one trusts a woman, one
tells some man. Of course, ke has read this romance of yours, this
Mr. Hargrave, of Windgates? He may find me here, without
riding ? ”

Not even the faded remembrance of what had passed yesterday
in the greenhouse rendered Rosamond econscious that her mention
of 8 man by his Christian name had at once suggested the conclu-
sion that he must needs be her lover to her most unwelcome guest.
There are girls, scarcely older in years, who would have read in
the words, in the passing sneer, and in the suppressed eagerness of
the half-question, something deeper than an escaped convict’s dread
of discovery—that is to say, jealousy. He had, beyond question,
too much to think of to have a thought for love-making at first or
second sight, even were such a thing under any conditions out-
rageously absurd: but danger, and hunger, and loneliness, and weari-
ness, and watching will make their victim melt at the faintest touch
of long unknown kindness, and a girl’s voice had become a new
sight, a girl’s voice 8 new sound, to the ex-inmate of Lowmoor.
The girl who was not Rosamond would have felt, at least, one thrill
of fearful pride before leaving the room and closing the door upon
this gaunt, perhaps desperate, certain evilly handsome scarecrow
for good and all. Even Rosamond herself could not help feeling
indignant, though she knew not wholly why.

“Nobody ever comes into this room but myself,” she exclaimed
imprudently, forgetting that the opposite belief would be the most
eflicient means of scaring him away—*“Nobody in the world | 7
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Three taps on the door—count one, two, three, four—two taps
—count three—one blow.

The convict, as well be might, started and turned pale. It was
clearly a signal of some sort—and, to a man with only himself
to think of, what thing could it mean but one ? Rosamond could
almost hear the clench of his teeth, as he threw upon her a look of
upbraiding—no; she could never betray him now. That reproach-
ful glance, thrown by a strong man, who believed himself betrayed,
and by her, would have been past her bearing if it had been de-
served. Infancy, before there was time for the next count, she felt
the remorse of a traitor: come now what might, her course was
sealed.

“Quick, quick!” she could only whisper, “hide yourself urder
the straw—and don't rustle or move.” How Rosamond, even Rosa-
mond, who had never before had a secret in her life, should be sud-
denly inspired with the sole shift for keeping so great an one, belongs
to the chapter of mysteries—and of common things.

She was as long as possible in opening the door, since for a long
man to hide himself under a straw heap is by no means so easy as
it sounds. But it was done asquickly as it might ; and Rosamond,
having thrown a glance round the room to make sure that there
was nothing in sight that might tell tales to Sophy’s sharp eyes,
answered the signal,

“What is the news now ? ” she asked, trying to fill the doorway.
“Am I wanted, again? Oh, Sophy, so busy as I am, I only wish
the world would leave me alone!”

¢ Silver Moldwarp’s come—and of course, I thought,” said Sophy,
while her eyes tried to look over Rosamond’s head into the farther
twilight, “I thought you would like to know.”

“ Does he guess anything ?

“I don't know, He's with Uncle Aneas now. But you ought
to come down and see him—he’s such afigure of fun! He always
did wear the strangest sort of clothes ; but he must have bought of
a beggar those he's got now. Do go and look at him, Rosamond;
I'll guard your castle while you're gone.”

Rosamond’s secret felt as if it were choking her——she would as
soon have left Sophy alone with it as a cat with a basin of cream.
“No, no,” she gasped, “I don’t want to see Silver Moldwarp—and
certainly not his old clothes. Anyhow that—that man, he isn’t
found ?”

“1 only wish he were! Please don’t shut yourself up to-day; I
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don't like to go about the housealone.  #’e don’t believe in ghosts,
of course—not in real ones: but I've been fancying myself seeing
things ever since breakfast, and hearing things, too; and I don’t
like it at all.”

¢ Hearing things! What things?”

“Strange voices, and things like those. I wouldn’t go back
through the lumber room and along the passage alone for the
world. It scemed as if people were talking in your castle—not
out loud, nor whispering, but between. I thought you never would
open the door!”

Rosamond’s heart was sinking deeper and deeper—she had for-
gotten that stone walls have voices, and that Sophy had ears as
well as eyes. “ Voices?” she asked in a faint voice, that harmon-
ised well with the touch of panie in her sister's humour. ¢ What
did they say?”

“That was the worst of it,” said Sophy. “I couldn’t make out
a single word. Do you think the house s haunted ? I should lose
my senses if I was to sit all alone in a dark empty room like you.
I must come in, till you're ready to go. I feel as if that horrible
wretch they’re trying to find was coming down the passage
after me. Do come into the garden, Rosamond—it's sunshine
there.”

It would have been easy enough for Rosamond to loek the door
ard go back at once to the living rooms or the garden; but she
was still but a tyro in plotting, and she fancied it would look
suspicious if she refused admission into ber castle-tower. It is
true she had done so fifty times before, out of nothing but whim;
but now she had become afraid to move a finger, lest that finger
itself should prove a traitor. As for looking so much as the hall
clock straight in the face, she felt that she would never have the
courage to do such a thing again. So she made way for Sopby to
enter, and followed in an agony, from which the only attainable
relief was to press her finger-nails hard into her palms,

“No,” said Sophy, “I can not make out what makes you so fond
of sitting here. But what a lot you have written, to be sure.
‘What have you been doing with dry bread ? I saw you with the
rest of the loaf after breakfast, and there’s nothing left of it but
crumbs, and not many of them.”

“Bread? Oh, I often get hungry when I'm working,” faltered
Rosamond—a reason as true to the letter as was ever made by a
bungry girl who grew in sea air. “ Yes, the story is nearly done
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sow. I—T wish it had never been begun. I know what well do,
Sophy! W¢'ll take it out into the garden, now, this minute, and
Il read it you as far as it’s gone.” .

“But there are ghosts in it, aren’t there—and murderers ? ”

“ Yes, plenty !”

“Then, Rosamond, I think T’d rather wait till it's guite finished.
T want to get all that sort of people out of my eyes and ears. Not
that I mind them so much, any more, now that I'm here with you.
After all, it’s snug to have a castle all to one’s self, and all one’s
own. When youre married to Oswald—oh, yes, I know!—I'll
take this for myself, only I won’t keep it just like it is now. 1d
have company—1I’ll have a big cage for canaries, and two or three
dogs, and a kitten, and perhaps an owl. And—good gracious,
Rosamond ! what #s the matter with that straw ?”

Poor Rosamond felt that she was indeed bearing the very last
straw,

“ What straw? ” she gasped, as well as her throat would let
her.

I saw it—it moved ! ”

“And you heard voices! and you saw ghosts!” cried Rosamond,
who had almost foreknown what must come. But she also knew
that she must hold out to the last, for honour’s sake, and let herself
be torn in quarters by wild horses, if need’were, rather than let so
contemptible a thing as cowardice betray the man who had trusted
his all to her courage.  Come, Sophy, I will see Silver Moldwarp
after all.”

“One minute, Rosamond ; I must see if there’s anything under
that straw!”

Rosamond contrived to place herself between Sophy and the far
from easy bed where the convict lay.

“No, Sophy, what nonsense! "What should there be?”

“It might be a mouse, or a bat, or a cat with kittens, It might
be something that would do for my room, you know.”

It was too late to repent the over-cleverness which had let this
irrepressible detective into the room. That Sophy would dive into
the straw-heap, unless very speedily prevented by some extra-
ordinary means, was as certain as that the convict was hidden
there. "And then? Then either Rosamond must either have to
bear the life-long remorse of feeling herself responsible for the
return to Lowmoor of a condemned soul, or else—the thought was
not too horrible to rise up before her like the apparition she had
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conjured up last night—this desperate man might prefer the doing
of murder to tho loss of liberty. She could be almost willing, for
her own part, to lose life if that were the only means of getting
rid of her secret—but, if Sophy, groping among the straw for a
kitten or a mouse, wero suddenly to be grasped round the throat by
the hand of a murderer? Rosamond turned faint, and for a
moment the light of day turned to a chaos of sparks, and the air
seemed filled with the buzzing of bees. Only by a desperate effort
she gathered herself together.

#Sophy,” said she, “do me a real favour—please; pray don’t
look under that straw.”

%QOh, Rosamond ! Why ?” asked Sophy. “What can you have
hidden that P'm not to see ? ”

The sisters were really very like boy and girl, or Rosamond
would surely have known better than to think that the way to
keep a secret is to implore that it shall not be unlocked, o long as
the key is in the door. 3

# Nothing ; you'll know some day ; at least perhaps you will” .

It was a challenge to a game of hide and find: for how could
Sophy dream that Rosamond was not making up some new play ?

" Rosamond's one real secret was her story; and even that was
shared with Sophy, as were all other things.

“(QOswald says you are a real witch,” said she, “and that you
come here to work real spells. Do you keep your—what is it they
call it—your Familiar under that straw ?”

¢ Perhaps,” said Rosamond. “But please, pray, never mind
what it is now. 1 want to go out. Please don't tease me now.”

Even Sophy, struck by something in her voice, and perhaps in
her face, began to think that all this mystery was something more
than play. )

“I'll tell you what it is,” said she, with her best grown-up-
woman-of-the~world air; “ you’ve been seeing things, and heuringl
whispers and strange talking, as well as me. They all came from
your castle: and, now we're in the castle, it all seems to belong to
the straw. “I'm not going to be frightened by bogeys, nor shall
you. Ghosts are nonsense, you know—and there’s nothing in the
house that could hurt us, if it's alive. And so—here goes!”

“Sophy ! ” cried Rosamond, holding out both her arms to bar,
the way.

But Sophy, though not famous for courage before known and
intelligible dangers, would have charged a regiment of soldiers i
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they barred her way to the ghost of a secret, and have opened
Pandora’s box or Bluebeard’s chamber, as surely as if she had been
christened Eve. In an instant she had dived under Rosamond’s
right arm, and was scattering the straw.

TRosamond fancied she heard a scream, but could not tell whether
the cry was Sophy’s or her own. In truth it was her own: but it
was andible only to herself—voice and limbs were paralysed as by
nightmare. Had the moment been less terrible, she must have
swooned. And then—

“There !” cried Sophy, in triumph. “As if I didn’t know there
was nothing at all, all the time!”

Had Rosamond indeed lost her senses?—or had the convict
indeed been but a monstrous apparition, created of overv:rought
fancies and dreams. There stood Sophy, waist deep in the scattered
straw. DBut there was neither cat nor convict, murderer nor man.

CHAPTER VIIIL

SIR MIDAS.
If you had seen, sir, half that I have known !
Spirits from space in flesh-and-blood-like form—
(Materialised, we term it)—if you'd seen
Twice two make five, and chairs with tables dance,
And great Lord Bacon tanght in other worlds,
Come back to jabber like the parish fool,
And harps, unfingered, twang themselves, and all
The laws of Newton topsy-turvy-wise —
You'd surely, sir, have faith ?

COLONEL HOTWELL.
I would indeed—
In Doctor Bolus: and I'd send for him.’

”

#N\T course,” said Silver Moldwarp, with a slightly superior
smile, of course they’ll find neither nothing nor nobody if
they go to work that way. That’sthe fault of all the regular

detectives, sir, They think to find a thing by looking. But that

aren’t my way.”

“T know you're a clever fellow, Moldwarp,” said Uncle Aineas,
who was giving his prime minister a private audience in the
library ; “that’s why I sent for you. But what is your way ?”

“ That’s their mistake, sir—to think they’ll find things by look-
ing. And whetHer it’s a Flint or whether it’s an Eleflint, the prin-
ciple’s the same. The way to find a thing’s by no¢ looking.”

“ By not looking ? Bless my soul!”

“That’s right, sir.  What’s the way, if you're lost a-horseback,
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to find the Ingh road, but to give the animal his head and leave
him to instinc', sir? That's my way. When I want to find
anything, I get on the back of instinc’, and straight I go: but 1
could never tell you how I got there for a hundred pounds.  Tho
othiers can always tell you the way they went, but 'tis always to
nowhere. Now, sir, do you think it likely a desperate character,
and as cunning as an old fox, would go where any mortal soul
would think of looking for him? No, sir; you don't think any-
thing of tho kind. And you're right, sir—just as you always are
right, and as I never know'd you wrong. Ah, Mr. Fane, begging
your pardon, you've that eye for an axe as'd puzzle old Harry to
take in you.”

“Well, Moldwarp,” said Uncle AEneas, “I certainly do think
Mr. Hargrave over confident in supposing that the rascal could be
discovered by means of mere topographical knowledge. What
you say only confirms my own original view. But you under-
stand the gravity of the occasion? Here is a desperate character
from Lowmoor at large in Crossmarsh, if he’s anywhere. If he is
finally to make good his escape, he must manage to supply him-
self with food, money, and clothes. Not a house in the parish is
safe as long as he is at lJarge. Not a man can safely go out after
dark, nor a woman at all. As you say, the authorities have
lamentably broken down. You suppose he #s in Crossmarsh,
Moldwarp ?”

“Yes, sir, I do. Hoe couldn’t have cleared the parish in his
prison clothes; and if he had changed ’em, by force or trick, we'd
have heard tell of it long afore now.”

“Of course there’ll be a reward issued for his apprehension.
But, whatever it is, I, on my own account,as the principal resident
in this parish, will add fifty pounds to whoever gives such infor-
mation as will lead to the apprehension of this Lawrence Derwent
—yes, fifty pounds. Great Heaven! To think there's an escaped
convict about, in the same parish with a house like this, Mold-
warp—with a museum of flints worth their weight in gold ! ”

“ Aye, sir—to think of that indeed!”

“This house is a national responsibility, Moldwarp. Suppose
the man were to break in some night and carry off some priceless
link in the history of the aboriginal Pheenicians—the labour of
a life, and the intentions of Providence, might be destroyed.
While that man is at large and exposed to such temptations in the
shapo of flints, I shall not be able to sleep in my bed, and be unfit
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for my work all next day. It is worth paying fifty pounds for
peace of mind.”

“T’ll give you that, sir—leastways, a piece of my mind. And
that’s not to trust overmuch to a young gentleman like Mr, Har-
grave. He’s young, you see; and if he goes scouring all over the
country, he’ll find nothing himself, and he’ll only spo:l the game
of them that can. A young gentleman, galloping that gait, would
scare away that Fenian Sun-Dyle. If I'm to earn that fifty pound
I must earn it my own way. AndI can’t if you don’t putina
word to hinder Mr. Hargrave.”

“Well, Moldwarp—there is sense in what yousay. But—you
said something about a sun-dial, a Pheenician sun-dial; how do
you know that if there’s one thing wanting to be found—what do
you know of such things ? What put the idea into your mind ?”

For a moment, Mr. Moldwarp looked a little disconcerted. But
it was only a moment before he scratched his head and smiled
again his superior smile. “There it is, sir! I couldn’t tell you
how! You might aswell ask a bee how he knows there’s honey
in a flower, He'd only buzz—and that buzz would mean natural
instin¢’, Mr. Fane. That’s how I find things, and no other way.”

“ Aye, Moldwarp, but I don’t understand how a man hits on
things by chance, without knowing what’s wanted.”

“ As you say, sir, 'tis just beyond mortal understanding ; nobody
that understands things is ever able to do anything any more.
Why don’t you find the axes and the flints P—because you
understand ’em. What comes of my not knowing one from
totherP—why I find ’em., If you, sir, was to understand the
works of my mind ’twould be all the same as if I was to
understand yours, and then we'd be of no more use than if
we understood why we was both born.”

“ Well, well,” said Uncle Aineas, hastily, not wholly convinced,
but not caring to follow farther in the direction of so unwelcome
a conclusion as that Silver Moldwarp might not be so complete
an ignoramus as his patron choose to believe him. “ 'Well, well:
I dare say that’s all very true. I'll speak to Hargrave; the lad’s
reasonable—at least, in most things—and he’ll see the need of
your setting to work in your own way. And about this Lawrence
Derwent—how are you going to begin ?”

“That’s instinc’, sir ! ”

“But bless my soul, instinct isn’t dumb, I suppose ? What
does it say?”

5
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Uncle /Eneas would far sooner have lost confidence in himself
than in Silver Moldwarp ; but impatience to justify his own faith
in the man who could find everything rendered him impatient,and
the impatience expressing itself somewhat testily, may have seemed
to Moldwarp in the slightest degree flavoured with suspicion. At
any rate, he thought it advisable to satisfy his patron’s desire for
something definite by suggesting something in |the shape of prac-
tical course of action.

“Instinc’ says, sir, says she, that T'll take the boat out of the
boat-house, and course along under the cliffs, and overhaul the
holes and caves. If that scoundrel’s neither drowned nor dry he
must be between the two. And if he’sin ahole, sir, I'll spot him
with half aneye. He must have scrambled up, or scrambled down,
and if there’s a scratch on the rock, or pebble out of place,
or a tuft of grass awry, I'll know if it's been done by man or
cony—and there’s none else to leave a mark except myself,
and I know my own marks as sure as sure. That’s the voice
of instin¢’, Mr, Fane.”

“ Aye, Moldwarp, and of reason too. I said from the begin-
ning that the man would make for the caves, but you'll want
help 27

“No, thauk you, sir. Helping’s hindering, all over the world.
TNl just go along with the tide, and the pair of sculls. Another
man would be interfering with instinc’, and may be asking why
I did this? and, why I didn't do that? or went here,or didn’t
go along there, till I didn’t know sense from reason. Ill have
him, if he’salive. And if he’s not alive, why he’s drowned. And
you won’t say a word to Mr. Hargrave, sir, if you please—except
to tell him not to go scattering my flints, and, maybe breaking
to hits things you'd like to have found whole.”

“Bless my soul, Moldwarp—that's true. I never thought of
what might come of riding about the country off the roads.
Why that confounded mare’s shoe might strike on a Pheenieian
sun—DBetter let fifty convicts loose than have that happen. I'll
tell him !—Come in!”

“Uncle,” said Sophy, opening the door without coming in.

“Well, what isit? Don’t you see I'm busy with Moldwarp ?”

“I want you to come to Rosamond, if you please, uncle. I'm
afraid she'’s ill.”

Rosamond was not ill. But it was not strange that she seemed
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so: it would not have been wonderful if she were. Not only had
she been living under the burden of an intolerable secret, but the
unaccountable disappearance of the convict from his hiding place
and from the room itself made havoc of her whole mind. Unless
she had been dreaming, he had been there. The straw heap had
moved before her own eyes as well as before Sophy’s; he could not
have left it without being seen by her, aswell as by the quickest
eyes in the world ; there was no other hiding place in that empty
room, and the window was too high for a tall man to reach with-
out using either the chair or table. And yet he had vanished, as
completely as if he had never been there at all,

‘When Sophy first plunged into the straw, she had half covered
her eyes with her hands; when she removed them, all sense of
relief was lost in incredulous wonder. Were magic and witch-
craft real—had she, while engaged in the creation of apparitions,
been playing with edged tools and fire? Was the oceupation, or
the crime, of the condemned souls in Lowmoor truly of a sort
that defied and over-turned the laws of nature? Mr, Pitcairn
had told her tales of Indian conjurers—of the great basket trick,
and how a man can throw a rope’s end into the air, and climb up
the rope, coiling it after him till he and it are out of sight, and
seemingly lost midway to the sky.  But this feat was to the full
as wonderful as these; it was the work rather of a wizard, who
can control nature for great ends, than of a conjurer who is hired
only to surprise and amuse. With awe of Lowmoor deepened in
her, she was in the mood to give way to 2 belief in magic and in
all maddening things.

“Into the air !” was all she could say to Sophy, who, wondering
at her sudden paleness,and change of voice, took her sister’s hand
and led her from the chamber of mystery. Then, safely away at
last from an atmosphere that seemed charged with a necromancer’s
fumes, she lay down upon the sofa in the parlour, with flowers
within, and the window open to the sunshine and birds, and closed
her eyes. She neither fainted nor slept; but yet, for some need-
ful instants of rest, her mind and memory became closed. It was
the instinct of health and strength to preserve themselves; and
health and strength were Rosamond’s fairy godmothers, who had
promised never to fail her whatever mighs Setide,

But Sophy, who had never seen sickness except in a labourer’s
cottage, was alarmed ; and Rosamond’s next living sensation was
the sight of her uncle’s anxious face, who bent over her and held

-

9 A



63 4 REAL QUEEN.

Ler hand. He was as sparing as his favourite flints of the signs
of affection; and Rosamond’s heart, touched to its depth, felt like
a criminal's. The need of confession healthily possessed her, and
confession no longer meant so much as the imagination of trea-
chery. If the hnman-seeming creature had ever been there, he
was gone now, and eafe, no doubt, in some region where nature
has no laws, and where such things as this can be.

Her uncle listened in silence as she contrived, incoherently
enough, to deliver the story of her nightmare, while Sophy sat
at her feet in fascinated amaze. She was not interrupted by a
word : and even when she had finished, Uncle Alneas did not ask
her a single question. He only shook his head gloomily.

“ Yes, yes, my dear,” he said, “ { daresay—1've no doubt—it all
happened just exactly as yon say. We oughtn’t to have let you
hear about such things. Justice work, and men like that and
their doings, aren’t fit things to fill little girls’ brains. I think
you'd better go to bed and go to sleep. 1don’t wonder at your
lying awake, with all my coins and flints in the house; I must
buy a safe and put everything into it every night at bedtime. See
your sister upstairs to her room, Sophy, and when you've seen
her in bed come back to me.”

“ Bed, unclel” exclaimed Rosamond. “No; why half the day
hasn’t gone, and I'm as well—"

“Yes, yes, my dear. No doubt you're perfectly well, bnt
yon'll go to bed all the same, Sophy, take your sister to her
room.”

Uncle /Eneas did not often interfere with his nieces’ liberty, but
old-fashioned obedience to lawful authbority was one of the laws
of their life, and Rosamond did not dream of rebellion-—and, for
that matter, she was growing hungry for rest and solitude. The
companionship of Sophy would only be & burden to her for some
hours to come.

“ Then uncle,” she asked, as she rose from the sofa, “ then—yon
don’t think all I saw was true?”

“ God bless my soul, no—bless my soul, yes, I mean. But don't
Worry over it any more, there’s a good girl ; don’t be afraid of the
man any more. He’s gone,and Moldwarp will find him, and then
he'll be kept safe enough, you may be sure, for the rest of his
days—for he’s in for life, I'm told. There, go to sleep like a good
girl, and forget it all.”

“ And—and—you don’t think I did wrong P”

] o



A REAL QUEEN. 69

“No, no: don't worry, that’s all. Be off with you, and don't
let me hear about it any more.”

“Oh, Rosamond,” said Sophy, on their way upstairs, “ and have
you really been hiding that prisoner, all alone? 1 wonder you
aren't dead of fear! Why didn’t you scream, and call up the
house ? 'Why didn’t you call me ?”

“Indeed, Sophy, I can’t tell you all about it now, I must think
it all out, for I'm sure there must be something about it all that
can’t be really true. Sophy, forgive me. I'll never try to hide
anything from you any more. It’s the first time, and the last too,
so forgive me—please do. But how could T give up that poor run-
away? You'd have done just like I did, indeed.”

“Indeed, I wouldn’t though,” said Sophy, “I should have run
away back to bed, and hid under the clothes. I don’t pretend to
be brave, like you,” she added, for Rosamond was still her heroine
aud her chief, and she felt that her heroine had somehow risen to
the occasion, though she hardly comprehended how.

“ Wil you forgive me, dear?” asked Rosamond, humbly, the
larger nature bowing before the smaller, as is the way of larger
natures, always and everywhere.

“Of course I do. And—and—I think—I'll never try to find
things out again, only I do wonder how he got away. I must find
out that, or else I shall never be able to rest in my grave.”

“TI'm afraid, Sophy, there are a great many things that we'd
much better not try to understand. I don’t want anything to
happen any more. I want things to go on just as they are for
ever. Promise me you'll never marry anybody, Sophy. If you
won’t I never will.”

“ What—not Oswald ?”

¢ No—nobody.”

“ Then, neither will I. But you're quite sure you’ll never have
any secrets from me any more ?”

Rosamond laid down upon her bed without undressing. Sophy
brought her book and then returned to Uncle Eneas in the
library.

“Ah, there you are,” he said, stopping in the middle of an im-
patient walk up and down the room. “Have you seen her safe
upstairs ?”

“ Yes, uncle. But kow did he get away?”

“Then say nothing to the other servants, but go into the yard
or up the long garden, and find Pritchard, and tell him to ride
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over to the village, and give this note at once to Dr. Hawker, and
to trot fast all the way.”
- % Dr, Hawker, uncle ?”

“ Bless my soul, yes—who else, when Rosamond's got the fever
on the brain ? But don’t say a word about that to Pritchard, or
to another soul about the place till Hawker'’s been, They might
think it catching——"

y % Then you don’t believe, uncle—"

“Tless the child, no! Asif an escaped convict would hide
in the house of a justice—as if he could get in, and, being in, as
if he could get out again—absurd! And, on her own showing,
there was no conviet—conviets at Lowmoor don’t treat young
ladies, and a houseful with throats to cut, and of prieeless arch-
wological treasures to steal, in that fine gentlemanly sort of way.
She’s been reading too many story-books, and has been patching up
a réchauffé of Claude Duval, or some such lady-killing scoundrel,
1 shall overhaul that lumber room, not for conviets, but for books;
and if I find what I expect, I'lltake & leaf out of old Don Quixote,
and have a bonfire without waiting for November.  That straw
will come in well. And do I believe that 2 man of flesh and blood
can vanish, like a hobgoblin on a broomstick, through solid walls!”

“Oh, uncle? Isshoill?”

“ She’s been seared about that conviet being at large, and it's
got to her brain. But she mayn't be seriously ill—if Hawker gets
here pretty soon.”

Off ran Sophy. Illness had never yet come to the cottage, and
she scarcely knew how to feel towards it when it did eome. Could
it mean that Rosamond might die? But nothing like that could
happen—that would mean the end of the world. Of course her
uncle was right, and Rosamond could really have seen nothing;
but Sophy remembered how she herself had been tricked by phan-
tom voices along the passage, and how she herself had seen the
straw-heap move, Iad she also received a toueh of fever on the
brain? But, with this appalling shadow hanging over Rosamond,
she had reason enough for feeling fevered now. Having delivered
ber message to Pritchard, the groom and gardener, with an at-
tempt at prudence and reticence that suggested nothing less thau
a sudden outbreak of plague, and with an evasion of questions
that amounted to exaggerated answers, she crept back to the
house, and, not daring to dxsturb her sister, gave hersclf up to
tears until she was tired.
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Rosamond, alone at last, and free from the burden of her secret,
closed her eyes, and wished and wished so strongly that the wish
almost persuaded her that her night and morning had been a
dream, and nothing but & dream, or, at any rate, a visitation from
that unkmown and lawless world beyond the hills. People who
are unused to wonders, believe in them when they come more
easily than those who Live in an atmosphere of strange things.
At last, however, the sense of infinite relief possessed her; aud,
after her sleepless night, set her sleeping. She slept so sound and
so long that she knew nothing, towards the end of the afternoon,
of the visit of Dr. Hawker, who, having heard her story, came
and shook his head over her, and very properly ordered that on no
account should she be disturbed. “ She’s called in Dr. Nature,”
said he, “and I won’t interfere till he goes. 'When he gives up
the case, call me again. It’s a case of cerebral excitement ; but I
hope that inflammation may be averted with proper care. Miss
Rosamond is of a peculiar type, of the nervous temperament, I
should say. Strange things, those morbid fancies; but we may
look for plenty of them, with an escaped convict roaming over the
country. Mrs. Hawker, when she heard of it, went off into hys-
terics; she’sa highly organised type of the nervous temperament,
too. Miss Sophy had better not sleep in the same room to-night,
for fear the patient should be disturbed ; every minute’s sleep is
worth a pound of medicine. But she can be somewhere within
call: patients like these are liable to have bad dreams. Die, did
you ask, Miss Sophy ? Nonsense—or perhaps when she’s a great
grandmother of eighty years old. Only keep her quiet and let
her sleep : that’s all. Her being woke up before her time is
just the one chance—and there’s always one—of things going’
wrong.”

The counsel was wise, and it made Sophy happy again: for,

" though her heart had not yet grownto be very large, it was all
Rosamond’s. She even rose to the occasion, and took infinite pre-
cautions to ensure her sister’s slumber from being disturbed by
the remotest of accidents. She shut every window in the house,
and stood sentry, without any shoes, on the landing outside the
bedroom door,so as to compel silence on all who went up or down.
At tea-time, she poured out the milk drop by drop, and would not
stir her sugar for fear the spoon should rattle. And her going to
bed—among the creepy sensations belonging to the first experience
of a solitary room—was as much a miracle of swiftness and
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silence as her sleep was of soundness so soon as the pillow
was touched by her golden hair.

It was dark when Rosamond woke: but she was not ignorant
of the hour, because the hal clock, which Sophy had unaccounta-
ably forgotten to stop, struck eleven immediately afterwards.
“1 have slept! ” thought she. “ What can it mean? And I am
not undressed—yes, I was sent to bed : I remember now. Sophy,
—are you there ? ” she whispered ; but no answer came, nor, when
ghe Kstened, could she hear the faintest breathing. ¢ They’re very
late in coming to bed,” thought she. She rose, groped her way to
the door, and looked out upon the landing. All was dark; the
hall lamp was out, and the tick of the hall clock was the only sound.

She worked her way back to Sophy’s bed, and found it empty.
1t all secemed very odd ; and of course Sophy ought to have slept
lightly enough, in the next room, to lear her moving. How-
ever, Rosamond could find a match, and lighted a candle, and
presently discovered that Sophy’s room had been changed. “ Am
I going to be ill ?” thought she. “ And yet I don't feel different
from usual. But perhaps I do feel different without knowing it;
and surely people don't sleep all day and half through the night
when they're well. I wish Sophy was awake, but I can't wake
her; she looks a great deal too happy. Oh, I hope I am not going
to fall itl—and ob, if I am, there’s my story: nobody must find
that ; nobody must ever see that now. I must get hold of that,
and tear it to bits, before I ever go into that horrible castle again.”

After the part it had played in her terrible adventure, the
creature of her mere fancy had been blighted out of life and soul.
She would never be able, herself, to bear the sight of it again;
and the vision of herself laid up helplessly ill, while her unele, and
perhaps Oswald Hargrave, were exploring her bower and rifling
her past of its mysteries, was not to be borne. That must be
averted at any cost, even at that of another, one more, one last
visit to the castle, where she had formerly spent so many happy
and busily idle bours. She might find herself ill to-morrow, the
deed must be done now. Yet she shuddered as she thought of a
repetition of last mght's journey. It was like courting fresh dis-
aster, and she fore-knew that, as she followed the passages to her
citadel, the echo of her feet would become visivle phantoms,
Still they would be but empty phantoms, this time, after all;
the manuscript must be seized and forthwith destroyed, as if it
were some evil charm. She need not linger a moment in the
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room, she need but snatch the papers from the table, lock the door
behind, fly back to bed and safety, and let herself fall ill, if so she
must, with a clear mind. Sophy might wake at any instant. The
deed must be done, and now.

She had expected so much from the terror that flieth by dark-
ness that the reality fell infinitely short of her fears, Tt was true
that the boards would creak, and that the failure of the ticking
clock to rouse the househeld was searcely short of a miracle. But
for the rest, the powers of darkness did not molest her on the road.
For the last time—for the very last time—she entered that dreary
room, which the light of her one bedroom candle rendered more
dreary and dismal still. Her hand was on the papers, the deed
was well-nigh done. But at that moment another hand was laid
upon her shoulder.

“You are come at last!” said—He.

Let those picture the poor girl's misery who have the power.
It passes mine. !

“T am half dead with hunger, half mad with waiting,” said he.
“ But never mind now. After all, you could have chosen no better
time. For heaven’s sake, don’t look so scared; bring your wits
together. Don’t you want to be rid of me for good and all?
‘Won’t you understand that I've found the way to escape clean off
never to see you again, if you'll only be half as brave, for a short
ten minutes, as you were, God bless you, last night and this morn-
ing ? Come—you must be; you shall. Do you think I want to
stay here ? And do you want me to stay? Listen—be yourself.
Don’t you understand that you are to rid yourself of me; to belp
me to go?”

“T can do nothing more,” said she, faintly.

“Yes—youcan. And you have no time to loose. I know, better
than you, that any minute may bring somebody to this room. The
very stupidest of them all can’t go on without looking in the right
place for ever. Their stupidity—even theirs—has reached its last
limit by now. There’s a boat-house, isn't there, where you keep a
boat, with sculls?”

“Yes,” said she, without in the least wondering how he had
come to know.

“Ts it locked or opeu ?”

“Not locked.” His former mesmeric force over her was return-
ing rapidly. '
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“ Then—you must let me out of the house, and show me the
way. I'm sailor enough to pull a boat in a calm, and I shall know
where to make for. If I can get off at once, I shall have as many
dark hours as I need. Come.”

“No!” sho managed to bring out, with what seemed to be the
last remnant of strength that was left in her.

“Then—Miss Fane—there is only one thing to be done. Tecan't
stay here and starve ; and I won’t be taken back to Lowmoor for
nothing. Do you understand ? ”

She did not understand ; at least not wholly. But she eould
guess his drift, and began to be conscious that only her courage
stood between 8 desperate man and some desperate deed. 1lis
voice and his manner, for all their quiet ease, and their unfailing
courtesy, were for that very reason more significant than threats
could have been. Whatever it might cost her, the man must go,
and in his own way,

“ Are you ready now?” asked he. “You have only to guide
me to the boat-house, and then to return as quietly as you please.
You can wake in the morning, certain of there not being a sign
left to show that I have been here for a single hour. When the
boat’s missed, that will be nothing to yon. You will never be
troubled by me again. I shall be either on the other side of the
world, and alive, or dead at the bottom of the sea. If you pause
one moment longer, you are a fool, and on your own head be
whatever comes of your folly.” ‘

“ Anything to be sure he is gone for ever!” thought Rosa-
mond. And, somehow, she felt as if the convict read her thoughts
as he followed her from the room,

CHAPTER IX.-

Even thus he fares who, on the hiil
Where toward the sunset wandered she,
Feels, at one stroke, his heart turn chill—
By paths ber feet have blest, what 11}
Shonld make nim atart to see ?
Only a glove, or ring, you'll say,
That she had lost the while she stood
To watch the war of gold and grey
His ear hath canght from love's estray
A whisper-—as of Blood.

. ELL, Moldwarp,” asked Unele .Eneas next morning
before breakfast, # what have you found? You took
tho boat out yesterday—eh ?”
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“T did that, sir—aye, and this morning again too. I'm cn my
way up from the boat-house now.”

“Well ?”

“J can’t say I've found much to speak of—not as yet. But——"

“ Then it seems,” said Oswald, who had ridden over on chance
of hearing news, “ that your instinct hasn’t turned out so much
better than mine ? ”

«X beg your pardon, Mr. Hargrave. I didn’t say I'd found
nothing, Not much to speak of don’t mean nothing at all. Only
50 sure as you begin to ask questions of instinc’, off she goes.”

“ Oswald,” said Uncle Aneas, a little sharp, “ don’t bother the
man. IHe has ways of his own. You can't expect even Silver
Moldwarp to find everything in a day.”

“ All right,” said Oswald. *Of course genius had nothing to do
with reason, as all the world knows. My belief is that the man
has got out of this country altogether in spite of everyone. Still,
every notion’s good for something, and I won’t own myself beat
till I’ve tried everything. My horse wants a rest, and I want to
change my limbs, Y1l take a pull along shore myself, and see
what instinct will do for me.”

“Well, what do you say to that, Moldwarp?” asked Uncle
Aneas.

“Well, sir, nothing but what, if Mr, Hargrave likes the job, it’s
all one to me.”

“ All right,” said Oswald. “ Then, Mr. Fane, if you'll let me,
I'11 breakfast here.”

“ And youd better get some breakfast yourself, Moldwarp,”
said Uncle Aneas, thus taking occasion to save his ¢ prime minister’
from the cross examination that he seemed to see gathering in
Oswald’s eyes. “ You don’t understand Moldwarp,” he said, as the
latter, no less ready to take advantage of the occasion for escape,
left the library, ¢If that man, Derwent, is to be found, Mold-
warp will find him—only he must do it in his own way. You
may wager what you like he wouldn’t have given up the hoat to
you if he hadn’t put himself on a track that he’s going to follow
up ashore. That’s Moldwarp all over; he never understands any-
thing, and he never can explain anything, but he’ll go for what~
ever's wanted as straight as a hound.”

Oswald did not affect Silver Moldwarp, but he had no call to
interfere with any man’s hobby, so he said nothing, but went for
a stroll in the garden till breakfast time, Of Rosamond’s illness
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he had heard nothing, for he had spoken to nobody about the
place but Mr. Fane, who had slept off all anxiety on tha't score,
and scarcely cared to enter upon the topic of his niece with her
unreasonable lover without real occasion,

Meanwhile Moldwarp carried his own reflections with Lim.
“Confound that Oswald Hargrave ! ” thought he. “If they find
that murdering thief they’ll find my jacket pocket, and if they
find my jacket pocket, I may live to Methuselah before I get hold
of such another green-handed pump as Squire Fane. Ilknow what
Master Oswald thinks—he don't believe I ever went, out in that
boat at all, and he wants to spy. Ah, my lad, you may be one
too many for Silver Moldwarp, but Silver Moldwarp’s a baker’s
dozen too many for you! You expect to find a dry old tub fit for
firewood, so you may say, ¢ Holloa, this hasn’t felt the touch of
salt water since 'twas last painted, whenever that may be!’”

Moldwarp was, as has been said, exceedingly prone to talk half,
or even quite aloud to himself, for he was his only companion
during the daytime,and his own only friend and confidant always.
Thus soliloguy, whieh in most cases is but a convenient makeshift,
was in his case a reality. Only it was one of his many instinets
that he never thus suffered his tongue to take its needful exercise
at times or places where it could be overheard.

Of these places the boat-house was not one. Indeed, it was the
least frequented spot in all the ground belonging to the cottage, for
it was difficult to get at, and the boat itself was never used—it
fulfilled the purpose of its existence by being there to be used some
time next summer that never came, and meanwhile by being one of
the orthodox properties of a house by the sea. Still, like a grand
piano, there was a household tradition that it was notan idler, and
that Moldwarp should have had it out was assumed to be quite in
the natural course of things. IIe was therefore no little taken
back when he found that, despite the confident assertions he had
made not a minute ago of his having not only used the boat but of
bhaving left the boat in safety, that no boat was there.

“If I baven’t let my confounded instine’ run me into a fix now |’
exclaimed le, in his half-thought, half-speech. * It looks uncom-
mon like as if some of the fishers had been making free with what
nobody was likely to miss from year's end to year's end—and I
can't go back from it now, that I had her out all yesterday, and all
this morning up to breakfast time. Thingsaren’t looking quite so
pleasant all round that [ can afford to be bothered with lies, I've
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had that confounded boat, that I must stick to—my t.uth’s my
character ; and as I said ’twas here ten minutes ago, why, here it
must have been. But then, what must have become of the brute
within ten minutes ago ? Devil take the tub, if thisisn’t a tougher
job than chipping out that Fenian Dyle! And if there isnt that
Paul Pry of a Hargrave coming down!”

But there again Silver Moldwarp’s celebrated instinet had con-
trived to lead its owner wrong. It may be that the fear was
father to the thought, for it would certainly have been an awkward
business for Silver Moldwarp, while unprepared with a story that
would hold together, to have the boat-house found empty by
Oswald Hargrave. The right conclusion would be the only one
open—that the boat had been absent, nobody could guess how long,
at the time when Silver Moldwarp had professed to be using her,
and that, for 2 man who made simplicity and straightforwardness
his principal stock in trade, would never do. Moreover, perhaps
because Oswald Hargrave somewhat mistrusted Silver Moldwarp,
Silver Moldwarp had an especial objection to being caught in a
common-place, bungling, utterly inartisticlie by Oswald Hargrave.
For the man was a real artist in his way, and was really ashamed
of a lie that lacked even a respectable amount of ingenuity. The
merest tyro, he felt, would, before saying he had been using the
boat, have made sure that the boat was there to be used. However,
there was not the immediate call upon his readiness of wit that he
feared.

Oswald, on reaching the steep cliff path that led to the cove,
turned aside, and lounged along the edge of the cliff itself, just
outside the low wall of the kitchen garden. This particular part
of the path, originally made for the coast-guard, was not without
a certain promise of possible danger for weak heads, and was
therefore the fuller of pleasure for strong ones. The young man,
to Silver Moldwarp's infinite relief, seated himself upon the wall,
and enjoyed tke sheer down-look into the ebbing tide, and its
angry battle as it retreated from the steep shelves of the shingle.
The tide there rose high and fell low; when high it covered the
narrow beach and met the cliffs, and was never, at its lowest,
other than deep water, leaving nothing in the way of flotsam and
jetsam behind. It need not be said that Rosamond, as always,
was deep down in the mind of the man whose fixed purpose was
to become her husband in due time and her lover for all time; but
her mental presence was so constant and so deep that he bad
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plenty of mind to spare for daily things, and the seizure of the
escaped convict, if only for the reason that he had undertaken it,
was fixed in hismind also. “ Moldwarp is a conceited ass,” thought
lLe. “Ie's bound to do something, but doesn’t know what—and
pottering about with a boat is the best way of wasting time till
everything's forgotten, and till Uncle Aueas gets into a hurry for
him to be at the flints again. Yowever, if I take a boat too, and
prove there’s notliing to be found that way, I shall stop a false
scent—and that helps to find the true one. And it may bring the
fox out of his hole, wherever it is, if he's let think that the hunt’s
called off. 1f he isn’t starved out or tempted out by this time to-
morrow, I shall begip to think he's walked over this precipice in
the dark, and been washed out into the deep sea. By Jove, if he’s
done that, he wouldn't have left even his body bebind him. It
wouldn't be a bad place even to dive over, for a man who knew
how to swim at high tide. It isn’t like Furnace Point, where the
rocks wouldn't give him even so much chance s that of being
drowned. What in the name of —"

His eye had been suddenly caught by something which, thongh
it had nothing to do with Lawrence Derwent, seemed to require
looking into. It was not the way of straw hats at Crossmarsh, any
more than in more civilised quarters of the globe, to grow ou
gorse bushes ready made, But that was what Oswald Hargrave,
craning the edge of the precipice, and speculating on the fate of
one who should slip or spring over, very distinctly saw. The bush
was not on the narrow path itself, but hung out a few inches
below the edge, an advanced guard, or sentinel, of vegetation ; and
held tightly among the thorns was & brown straw bat, with a nar-
row brim and blue ribbon—a small hat, such as a girl might wear
for playing at sailors, and, though like thousandsof others, perfectly
familiar to Oswald’s eyes. It did not require a second glance to
recognise the hat which Rosamond had worn the day before yes-
terday in the garden, and a hundred times before.

There was no reason for suspecting mystery or evil in a very
natural trick of the wind. Rosamond had, no doubt, been wu]kin.g
on the safe side of the wall, when some playfully-minded breeze
had teased her by blowing her hat out of the reach of her hands,
It -wns a fine opportunity for a lover with the least touch of the
knight a'f)out him. Oswald laid himself flat on the path, and
pushed himself forward, holding the stem of the bush with is left
hand, til}, with almost half his body extended beyond the brink of
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the precipice, his right fingers reached the straw brim. Itwasless
easy to draw himself back again, but hesucceeded at last in standing
with the recovered hat in his smarting and bleeding fingers. DBut it
was Rosamond’s very own hat, and well worth a good many
scratches.

“ I must get Sophy to help me play her a trick about this,’
thought he, “ The witch mustn’t think there’s ro magic in the
world but her own.”

Clearly Oswald Hargrave was no despairing lover, who took his
repulse of yesterday for the loss of a pitched battle. And, for
that matter, it would be diflicult for any man to feel very hopeless
on so bright and fair amorning. Pleased at having begun the day
by doing something for Rosamond, and something which was en-
nobled by the element of just possible peril, he touched with his
lips what had touched her hair, vaulted over the wall, and went
towards the house in search of Sophy. Before reaching the front
door he heard himself accosted from behind with a bearty

“Holloa, Hargrave—you here? You've come to ask after Miss
Rosamond, I suppose? How is she to-day?”

“What—haven’t you heard she isn’t well? But you've just
arrived, T suppose. This is my day out your way, so I've come
over early, before starting on my regular round.”

“Miss Fane—ill ?” asked Oswald, in surprise and dismay.

“Yes,” said the Doctor, who lmew nothing of the nature of
Oswald’s interest in Rosamond, and therefore thought himself
free to talk openly: “I didn’t like to frighten old Fane and Miss
Sophy when I was called in yesterday, but it's lucky if she’s been
able to sleep off a threat of brain fever. The heat, I suppose, and
an intensely excited condition of nerves. She was asleep when
I saw her, but she had been delirious—and one knows what that
means.”

“Good God!” exclaimed Oswald, “ and I bave heard nothing—
not a word! What——"

“Yes. She fancied, and told her uncle and her sister, that she
had been helping to hide that man from Lowmoor—that he had
come out of a heap of straw in some room where she was at
night, and that she had been obliged to give him food and shelter,
and—but here’s Mr. Fane. Well, Mr. Fane, has she slept out
yet? She hasn’t been disturbed ?”

But Oswald broke in before Uncle Afneas, who, grown hungry,
had come out to gather his breakfast flock, could answer. “ And

%
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what makes you think that fever, Doctor?” asked he, a little
roughly. “ Why should it not be ¢rue?”

“ Because, my dear Hargrave,” said the Doctor, “ Fane here
will tell you that certain portions of her story could not possibly
be true. The end of the man was that he disappeared—no,
vanished—into air. It could not be true, because it was a halluci-
nation, a strange one, but nothing more. Perhaps Miss Sophy
will see if her sister is awake, Mr. Fane?”

But before Uncle /Eneas could find room for a word, and before
Oswald could realise that Rosamoud either had lost her senses or
had gone through some terrible adventure incredible to archaeo-
logists and physicians, Sophy herself darted out of the house all
scared and breathless, as if the man from Lowmoor himself was at
her heels, She did not pause to notice Oswald or the Doctor, but
seized Uncle /Eneas by the hand, and cried out,

“She—is—Gone!”

“Rosamond ? Miss Fane? Whywhat is thematter with her?”

There was no need to ask whom Sophy meant by She. But
“gone” could have only one meaning; nor was there one there,
save Dr. Hawker, who dared to give that meaning its name.

“Dead!” he exclaimed, most unprofessionally aghast, “I will
go at once to her room.”

“She is not in her room,” cried poor Sophy; “she is not any-
where. I've hunted everywhere, high and low. She is gone,
and, oh! her hat’s gone too.”

“Was this ber—the hat, Sophy ?” asked Oswald, in a strange,
hollow voice, and deadly pale.

“Yes, yes,” said Sophy with hope springing up in her eyes,
“where did you find her? Where is she, after all?”

It was no time to spare the hearts or respect the hopes of
others when it was he that had to deal the blow who himself felt
the stroke the most keenly. “Where I found this?—on a furze
bush, over the cliff,” Oswald groaned, “ and—"

Dr. Hawker looked at Uncle Aneas, who had collapsed, all
bewildered. “If that has happened—if she woke too soon—if the
worst has happened to her brain——"

“Speak out, man!” Uncle /Eneas cried out, suddenly starting
from his stupor. “You believe that—she—has gone out in a fit
of fever-madness, and thrown herself from the cliff into the sea—
is that what you believe ? ”
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“Pray, Mr. Fane, calm yourself—be 2 man! Perhaps——"

“Moldwarp ahoy!” sung out Uncle Alneas. “ Get out the
boar—and, Oswald i

But Oswald was already at the boathouse, and Sophy half way
after him. So long as something, anything, could be done,
though only to prove the worst to be the very worst, he would
not realise the terrible fate that the Doctor’'s words implied—a
young girl sent mad by a summer sun, and self-slain in a fit of
delirious frenzy. But even while he hurried to the boat there
. came before his mind the only too clear picture of the pitch-dark
midnight, the narrow path, the sheer cliff, the hungry tide, and the
frenzied girl. He bunst open the boat-house door. “ The boat—at
once!” he cried to Moldwarp, who stood within, staring out to
sea.

“And that’s the very thing 'm looking round the offing for,”
said Moldwarp. “ Only half an hour ago I made her fast by the
painter to that post—and I suppose it broke with rottedness, for
anyhow ’tis broke and off, that blessed tub has gone all alone
with the ebb—you may see her pitching out there this minute, if
you've got your eyes. 'Twas no fault of mine, sir—maybe she’ll
be picked up yet; but anyhow we must stay ashore for to-day.”

Silver Moldwarp spoke so straightly, and with such abstinence
from all superfluous details and flourishes, that Oswald, much
less Uncle Aneas, who had now overtaken the others, would not,
even under less all-absorbing conditions, have dreamed of doubting
him. To connect the absence of the boat with the absence of
Rosamond, or either with the convict, was a process which could
not possibly occur to any man’s mind. Oswald could only feel
faint with despair—Uncle AEneas was already grown older by ten
years. Dr. Hawlter must be right. And then there was Sophy——

“ IThave killed her!” the poor child cried, I fell asleep. I
did not hear her go——"

“No, Sophy!” said Oswald, coming to his senses. “For God's
sake den’t get that into your mind—it was not you—"

Moldwarp, knowing nothing of what had happened, looked from
one to the other. So he did not perceive that Sophy, her ruling
passion intensified, or at least turned into instinct by despair, or
perhaps in the forlorn hope that any trifle might give light, had
picked up from a dark corner a tattesed old jacket from some hole
in which fell a chisel and a cheap note-book, bound in frayed
leather, With miserably passive face she placed the book and

6
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chisel in Oswald's unnerved and passive fingers. But Moldwarp,
his attention called by the movement, caught sight of the gar-
ment, though not of the note-book, made a pounce at the former
as it lay on Sophy’s arm, and recovered it somewhat rudely.

« Begging your pardon, miss—but that’s my old coat,” said he.

Oswald, catching ono last ray of Sophy’s struggling hope,
glanced at the book, and then at the tool, first slightly, but then
more sharply. And then he looked straight at Moldwarp, and
openly held out chisel and book towards Uncle /Eneas.

“]I believe,” said he, firmly enough out of his heavy and
desperate heart, “ that she was not mad—that her story was true.
I believe it, because I believe that the man who stands there,
being a liar by trade, has lied about the boat: that it was there
yesterday, and not there this morning. I believe Iler story,
because it is hers, and because it contradicts his lie. For his Le
and her truth mean that the man out of Lowmoor is even now at
sea—if this means Murder—I will 7ot give way, nor sit down
and mourn—no, not for a single hour. If I never find Her, I will
never rest till I find Him.”

None longer noticed Sophy, who had broken down into pas-
sionate and remorseful tears. To the Doctor his words were those
of one whom desperate grief and horror had turned into a mad-
man. But little did Oswald to whom flints were but flints, reckon
on the effect of the chisel and note-book upon a collector’s soul,
Uncle /Eneas loved Lis niece dearly: I have said that the shock
of her horrible fate had aged him by ten years. But his nieces
had never, like the flints of Pix-Knoll, grasped the foundations of
his nature. e, also, saw in the note-book, among a score of like
things, the working notes of the Phcenician Dial, precisely as it
existed in his own mind; he also took note of the chisel—then,
seeing the guilt-brazened face of the detected impostor who had
been trading on his heart’s desire, he turned away, aged ten, nay
twenty years more. What, after all, was the death of a girl?
She had been spared this—she was better off than he.

But Oswald, misreading him, placed his hand on the old man's
shoulder. * Love is over,” said he, sternly. “ But, since hell has
proved stronger than heaven—therefore vengeance remains.”
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CHAPTER X.

Use Fortune for a slave, she’ll cheat your will :
Dare her as foe dares foe, she’ll conquer stili ;
Deny her force, and swift her force shall fall—
But he who trusts her blindly, gaineth all,

“ ISS FANE,” said Lawrence Derwent, the convict, “I
must most humbly apologise. But necessity knows

. no law.”
So, in the gentlest of voices, he addressed the girl who was

alone with bim, far out at sea. He had rowed hard, the night
had been dark, and the morning grey; and even now, though the
hour of sunrise was long past, the nearer of the two steep shores
of the sea looked but a bank of clouds—the farther was unseen.
Rosamond—for it was she—could only imagine that she was her~
self one of those lost souls, whose doom, ever since she could
remember, had hung over her like an awe. Or rather, she could
only feel this—imagination could not grasp the truth of a situa-
tion that defied the reach of dreams. Had she been but a year
older in heart, she must have been prostrate with physical fear.
But a soul suddenly whirled away out of life, as she seemed to
herself to be, and into the region of doom, has nothing left to fear
—the worst has come. Only a few days ago alive, and happy,
and at unbroken peace, and never dreaming of change, but as of
something too infinitely dreadful to concern her and hers—now,
alone with this man, who seemed something far else than man,
and on the sea, which stood to her for the border-land of all
outer mystery; it was enough to make her despair. It -might
have been natural to cast about for the chances of human help
from human peril. But she had been driven to believe, in spite
of herself, that he who had borne her off belonged to a world
whose creatures are gifted, or cursed, with super-human powers
—that he could read her thoughts, and command nature herself
to obey his will. Moreover, it might surely have been natural to
be overwhelmed with desperate wonder, if wonder, however
desperate, were not all too weak a word. But Rosamond had
long learned to regard the whole outer world, with Lowmoor in
it, from a point of belief that would not have regarded the adven-
tures of Sindbad himself as wonderful, had she been told that they
were true. For Rosamond’s fancy, at any rate, was as bold and
uncompromising at fifteen years old as it had been at five.

6 A
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She had not yet learned to look upon the cinrise as mnot
surpassing all imaginable wonders, or upon the flights of the
wildest dreams asa pproaching the wonder of the rising of the sun.

She had given one startled scream, when her companion had
lifted her into the boat before pushing off from the shore, but she
had no hope that it could have been heard in the sleeping cottage.
through the roar of the sea; or that, had it been heard through
sleep, it would have suggested anything but a sea-bird out fishing
at an untimely hour, Since then, she had only remained passive
—and, indecd, the bravest could have done no more. It was not
that she felt herself at a desperate man's mercy. Derwent was
1o mere man to her.

I must apologise most humbly,” said he, again, resting on his
by no means encrgetic oars, and wiping his brow. ‘I assure you
I had to conquer myself, and, after a hard battle, to put you to
all this—well, say trouble. And it pains me all the more—for
you are a brave girl, Come, have you nothing to agk? Nothing
to say ?”

“What is to happen to me ?”

“On my life, I could not have believed in a girl who would not
have torn out at least one of my eyes. I assure you that I was
prepared to pay one, as the lowest price I could expect to pay for
liberty. You have been my guardian angel—all through. If
I knew how to find speech for such dumb things as thanks—but
I can’t do that. Nobody ever can. Only for this night’s work
sake I am your slave, for ever and a day.”

It was not the first time that something in his veice though
certainly not in his words, had made the girl almost hate herself
for feeling herself so much a slave, or rather, for not being able
to comprehend the confusion of fancy and faith, error and honour,
that had brought her here. If she could only be sure that, in
helping this creature, she had been following the clear light of
plain duty, and of her own free will, she might have dared the
unknown worst of her doom. It was too late for this assurance
now, for all freedom of will had passed out of ker bands. But
her very helplessness inspired her to rebel.

“Then,” said she, as if taking him at his word, “ put me ashore
again, anywhere; I will find my own way home, even from
Furnace Point.”

“You ask me the one impossible thing. No, Miss Fane; that
I cannot do. If I could have done that, I would not have
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carried you off: I did not hring you out to sea to put you on
shore, Pray don’t look at me like that. On my honour, Miss
TFane, I mean you no harm, no possible avoidable harm. There,
we can let the tide take care of us now. Ah, it’'s a comfort to
be able to drift again, Whether I'm to be henceforth gaol-bird
or free-bird, luck must decide it now. I've done my all; the rest
is a matter of heads and tails. Just think of it, Miss Ifane,
at this moment all the thousand chances that go to make an hour
of the world’s life are being shaken over me, and will soon be
thrown. 1 can’t even cog the dice, and yet something tells me
that I shall win the game. Since I won eight thousand in one
night, without a break in the luck, I never felt like this before.
It’s true that I never before felt half so hungry, and, maybe,
hunger helps a man to feel hopeful.”

Rosamond’s had been but the poorest pretence of rebellion,
after all. His apparently meaningless words, spoken like the
commonplaces of a morning call, ceased to touch her ears. She
could only crouch in the stern, dead to the fresh hreeze that
followed them, and blind to the sunlight that was now beginning to
make a golden path for the boat upon the waves. The glory of
yesterday was returning to the sky and the sea. But that same
glory of light revealed something more. At first she sat, with
her elbows on her lnees, and her chin upon her hands, in a state
of absolute blindness, only wondering if God knew what Ife was
doing with her, and with Sophy, and with all at home. But, as
the hreeze blew fresher, and as the waves began to dance to its
more lively tune, she saw the cliffs receding on either side, and, in
front, a line of white that she knew, by instinct, to be the edge
of the open sea. She felt herself turn pale and her heart sink,
She was drifting out of the last sight of the world to the threshold
of doom; nay, being danced thither to the music of sunlight
and wind.

“Ilow soon will it be,” she asked the wind, “ before I die ?”
Despair was deepening into awe.

“No man on earth knows that,” said Derwent, less lightly.
“What makes you think death an inch nearer here than in the
safest place on earth, which is a gaol ? Listen to me, Miss IFane,
and when you have listened, think of me as you please, but not
till then, Whatever has happened, we are in the same boat now
—truely enough ; and, till we are out of it, for hoth our sakes we
must be comrades and friends; are you listeniug ?”
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“I hear,” said Rosamond, answering him with her lips, but not
with ler eyes, which were alive only to the vanishing shores
and the nearing line of foam. For she was as one who, in the
midst of life and strength, is called upon to watch the parting
of the shores of life and the nearing of the occan of death, and
yet is not allowed to leave behind a word of comfort or of fare-
well. She thought of Sophy, and of the uncle who had hitherto
scemed of such small account in her life, and of Oswald, her ol
playfellow, from whom she had scarcely parted friends Ilow
had sho treasured so little the mere daisies that grew on I’ix-
Knoll? She would never see them again-—and in their place
only the terrible smile of tho sea.

“Think,” said Derwent, torturing with his voice the last hours
in which she might mako at least her thoughts her own; *thiuk
of what is ten thousand times more horrible than the most
hideous of deaths—the life of a man, young, strong, able, who
kmows how to think, and how to live, condemrel to a prison cell
until he is old! No, you can’t think of it; only such a man
himself can conceive what it means, nor then truly until
he has tried. I have tried it: and, if I could, I would not
dare tell you all it means. You needn’t know half to answer
this—is there any imaginable thing a human being would not do
to escapo from hell 7 Having escaped, is there anything he would
not do to remain freo? Hlave I escaped—as some would say
by miracle—to throw my last chance away for the sake of a
child of whom I know nothing, scarecly so much as her name ?
‘When I said there is nothing I would not do for you if I could,
I was not thinking of impossible things. I would cut off my
right hand, Miss Fane, because I am grateful, but I could not go
back to Lowmoor, because, though I am grateful, I am a man.”

“Yes,” said Rosamond, compelled to answer, “1 can understand
how a man would do anything to be free. But”—she dared to
look round once more, and in tho matter of daring all things for
freedom, she was very far indeed from being gifted with a man’s
soul; he saw her shudder, as she added bitterly—*what need had
you of me?”

“My dear young Jady,” said Derwent, “you are rashly
inquiring into the great mystery of creation. Why must the
weak always suffer for the strong? Why, that some may live
must others die? I presume you would welcome my return to
Lowmoor, in order that you might be at home again. If you
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wish to know what need I had of you—simply, I dared not leave
you behind. T have learned not to trust you, Miss Fane. Your
heart is as true as steel, and you have the honour of a man; but
you have a woman’s tongue—you would betray me against your
will: you have done so already, ten to one. I tell you that I
would have killed you, without scruple, if that had been the only
way of silencing the only tongue that could tell the story of how
Ileft the land, and what there was between your boat and me.
The boat will be missed—perhaps it has been missed now: and
your conscious silence would have put them oa the track more
surely than your open speech would have done. Leaving you
on shore would have been the same as sending the bellman round.
There is an Oswald, I remember—and, as I said before, what one
woman knows in the morning, at least one man knows in the
afternoon. No—if I had strangled you I should have been less a
fool than if I had left you on shore alive. That was one reason
why ; another was that your loss would throw people off my trail;
they won’t connect you with me, and your vanishing will put out
of people’s minds the unprofitable search for one for whom nobody
cares but the law—that’s reason number two. Another was that,
if we fall in with the help I'm looking for, your presence will
account for a good many things—that’s reason number three.
Reason number four is—well, because carrying you off is
cogging the dice, and getting the whip-hand of fortune, after
all.” ;

He paused, as if waiting for her to question him. But he had
to take her silence for questioning.

“Yes,” he went on, “it’s all matter of chance with me. But
it's different with you, I take you with me in the capacity of
guardian angel, Miss Fane. With you on board, this boat, coclde
shell as it is, will come to no harm; and though we may reach
starvation point, we shall not starve. I meanwhat Isay—though
it may sound as superstitious as faith always sounds to fools.
Till he or she has lived his—or her—life out, nobody dies: else
the universe would be a sheer bungle from beginning to
end. I may have lived my own life out, for aught I know. But
yours has not begun. You have the health of a mountain
nymph; you are brave: you are wise, in your own way : you are
of the stuff of which nature makes heroes—your time is not
come. As to myself, it may be that your life’s work is to save
mine ; for it may be my life that has got to be lived out, after all,
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But, if not, so long as you are in this boat, the boat dares rot
¢ink, and therefore I cannot drown; you will not starve, which
means that help will come to me in coming to you, If Heaven
lets you suffer for my deeds, ther Heaven is ruled by fiends.
And, as Heaven can’t protect you without proteeting e, or
drown me with ut drowning you—you have reason number four:
maybe the best and wisest of them all. Have you heard of the
sword, the edge of which is the bridge to Mahomet’s Paradise ?
The saints pass it—the sinners fall into the flames. This is the
bridge to life and freedom. You must pass it—I cling to your
ekirts so tightly that you also must perish if I fall. Since you
cannot be lost for my sake, I must be saved for yours.”

The picture called up by his words was certainly not likely to
lessen any of the fear that awe had left her. Nor was his cata-
logue of reasons, for all its frankness, of a nature to reassure any
creature that found itself to be helplessly in this man’s hands, and
held to be of use in them. A very real earnestness had been in-
creasingly revealing itself through lis habitual, perhaps partly
affected, lightness and indifference of tone; whether his professed
belief in her protection, as if innocence were magie, was honest or
no, his other reasons for complicating his escape with the apparent
encumbrance of a girl were sound enough, and argued deliberately
an unserupulous heart no less than a singularly ready brain. No
doubt he had found plenty of time to lay out his plans in detail
while imprisoned in what had once been Rosamend’s castle; but
actual details seldom shape themselves so exactly in accordance
with the best laid plans. Rosamond felt herself falling more and
more helplessly into his grasp at every word. After all, the
s>rpent, despite his fame, is a frank and honest creature, and the
bird who comes to him has not, like the antelope or the lion, to
complain of ambush and treachery.

“Oh,” eried Rosamond’s heart to her, “if Oswald could see me
now !”  The ery found no voice, but her companion’s next words
came as if in answer—

“And if you want a last reason, it is,” said he, *that I, know-
ing what you are now, and what you will be, need you as no
other man needs you, or will ever know how. I am staking more
on this than liberty, Well: we shall know the end soon, now.”

Truly it seemed to Rosamond that they would indeed very soon
kmow the end. 'What was his plan of saving himself in mid sea,
and how far at her cost, were matters far too practical for her to
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gather. He was apparently drifting, and leaving everything to
the caprice of the waves, which still, whether by the effect of a
constant current, or of a still ebbing tide, carried the boat, though
very slowly, still perceptibly farther from the lands. Small crafts
were occasionally in sight, but Derwent appeared neither to seek
nor to avoid them. TFor themselves, they were as unnoticeable as
if they had been Moldwarp and Oswald—the hunters instead of
the hunted. And with the passing of each sail, another hold upon
life appeared to pass away; in truth, Rosamond hardly knew
whether she was dead or alive.

‘Want of sleep and food were also telling, not the less because it
was not thought of—at least by her, any more than was the
passage of time, during which, since her companion’s last words,
silence remained unbroken.

“ You had better pull your skirt over your head,” said he at last,
“the sun is getting strong; though I can’t be sorry you lost your
hat—that was a lucky chance on the whole, and promises well for
the end. But it won’t be lucky if you get a sunstroke——"

“What does that matter ? ” asked she, faintly.

“Everything—to me; so do as you are told. And I think we
may eat a mouthful, now, without being wasteful. Here is the
loaf that we—stole. After all, you have a right to your own
bread, any way: and I will take my share as a gift, as I did before,
Help may be long in coming, and we must eke out onr supplies—
but all the same, it’s time to break into them now. I wish there
had been more time to lay in supplies. Brealk the loaf yourself, if
you please—you have the cleaner hands.”

Rosamond ate, forced by the now conscious hunger that pro-
claimed her spirit to be not even as yet wholly subdued. Then, to
escape from further speech, she turned away her face, affecting to
sleep, and indeed hoping that she might sleep, so that, if the ap-
proaching ocean was to devour her, she might perish before wak-
ing. She prayed silently as she best could, but scarcely with full
faith—for she had to pray for miracles. Derwent’s faith, in what-
ever it lay, must have been ten thousand times stronger than hers,
He ate his bread slowly, as if to get all possible good out of itslast
crumb, and then giving himself up to complete inaction, sat
stolidly with folded arms, as if he were a good Mussulman
with the most supreme trust in destiny. Yhatever he might be,
even Rosamond could not but feel that there was something in his
power of patience that, in a good sense, was more than human. She
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had found him capable of calculating and combining every chance,
and at the same time of daring all things when there was anything
to dare—and now she found him no less capable of the hardest
thing of all: of doing nothing when there was nothing to be done.
If she could only read one fragment of his mind as she believed
him able to read, through and through, the whole of hers! Mean-
while she could only credit him with some plan of action of which
this absolute inaction was but a part, instead of its being the whole
of his plan, and in truth the blind waiting upon fortune which it
appeared to be. e had calculated the least impossible out of a
thousand chances without one that was not desperate among them
and that was all. It must have been true that he had faith—and
he had said that it was in Her.

She no longer watched the vanishing of the shore, or the nearing
of the sea, Her heart had grown too faint and too dull for that
as well as her eyes. But at last the darkening of that long after-
noon warned her that the night was at hand—the terror of dark-
ness: the only new terror that remained. Death, if it were
coming, had not even the mercy to come quickly. Ior the first
time she buried lier face in her hands, and moaned.

“Sit still and steady, Miss Fane, for life’s sake ! ” cried Derwent,
“] kuew it—there was the one ehance, your chance, and it has
come. Only don’t speak—and for heaven's sake, den't stir!”

Had Rosamond forthwith beheld an open miracle, she would
have thought it nothing strange. Indeed, the more it was of a
miracle, the less strange it would have been. Howerver, there was
nothing strange to see—only her companion in peril hastily strip-
ping from his body Silver Moldwarp’s ragged shirt and tying it
flagwise to the end of an oar. It was a signal that there was still
light enough to be seen over a good breadth of water: but to what,
and to whom? Were they the hunters, with Ozwald at their
head, and had the hunted man given in? Alas! his voice was far
too full of hope, or rather of hope changed into joy. She dared
not look round, to see what he had seen. Her heat beat violently
with the dread thet her flash of hope would die out all toe
soon.

Nothing happered. Was nothing ever to happen—was it her
doom to drift in this wise through an eternity of nights and days?
It was not as if she could call to mind a single sin that deserved
the name. Sho tried to lift her eyes now, but failed—she was too
weak even to see, and even the extemporised signal of dist.ess,
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though but just over her head, was only visible through the mist
that makes eyes blind. Even her perfect strength, worn out as
she was both in body and mind, could no longer bear the strain,
and the merest flash of hope was only enough, not to renew it, but
to make it give way. She felt rather than saw, that Derwent’s
eyes were upon her, as if bidding her to become deaf and blind.
Presently she saw nothing, not even the flag, and the last thing
she heard was a dull rhythm as of phantom oars; then followed a
rush of waters, as she threw up her arms, and felt herself sinking
into the depth of ths sea. Yet even to the utmost depth the over~
mastering gaze of the demon who had usurped the rule of her life
followed her. * Sophy!” she cried, faintly; “Oswald!” she tried
to cry out, more faintly still. It was her last thought, that Oswald
could not hear.

Faint, however, as the cry was, it had been heard. And he
who heard it smiled with a sort of triumph—for he knew that
they were no phantoms who pulled the approaching oars.

¢ Anyhow—exit Oswald!” said he. “I have seen a new thing
under the sun: a girl who faints—at the right time.”

CHAPTER XL

And if the Queen herself would give
Her crown to buy from me

My homely weeds, and bid me live
As royally as she—

Yet if she won, full well T ween,
The things I lost thereby,

She still would be the crowned Queen,
The beggar still were I.

T will have been gathered that the escape from Lowmoor of
the man called Lawrence Derwent had not been wholly due
to any extraordinary amount of what is commonly considered

skill. He had been marvellously favoured by fortune; but then
on the other hand he had earned her favours by trusting her
boldly. Every chance had been against him from first to last, and
yet he had won every throw. No doubt he had shown wisdom in
his first choice of a hiding place—that is to say, the very house
where he wasthe least likely to be looked for : but then the houses
are few which contain a room where a man may lie hid for whole
days together, and a daughter of the house upon whom he might
rely as upon Rosamond. And even with her he would not have
been safe had it not been for a combination of chances that the
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best skilled of players could not have prepared. Uncle /Eneas,
Sophy, Oswald Hargrave, Silver Moldwarp, nay, even such indi-
rect agents of fortune jas Mr. Pitcairn and the Doctor, had joined*
together to aid him, and, as if all this had not been enough, his
reliance upon the guardianship of Rosamond’s presence had been
justified,

Even, as he had said, Rosamond’s fit of weakness had been
marvellously well timed. When she came to herself, with what
seemed to her an agonising death-struggle out of death, she for an
instant had lost memory, and believed herself to be on land.
But she soun realised that her terrible adventure had only entered
upon a new and even more inexplicable phase. She was no
longer in the boat indeed, but its light dance had been exchanged
for a steady swiftness, soon to be accounted for by the swelling of
canvas and the lapping of divided waves. She lay upon the deck
of a schooner, near the wheel, and, while she opened her eyes,
she heard a sharp order roughly shouted in a shrill foreign tongue.
‘What had happened now? Only yesterday she had been at home,
and more safely and surely there, anyone would think, than a
prisoner in Lowmoor. This evening she was out at sea, among
dark-skinned and bearded sailors, dressed in outlandish colours,
and, to her eyes, like a crew of savages. She could never have
dreamed it possible that she would live to look round for Derwent
for some assurance of safety. Yet the face of one’s worst enemy
may be the most welcome sight—and so it was then to her. At
any rate, it was known.

At that moment he, bare-headed, was talking fluently in that
same foreign tongue with one who was presumably in authority.
The latter was a heavily-built man, with a sallow skin, a bristling
black beard over half his face, quick black eyes, and bushy hair
dressed in a blue cloth shirt open at the throat, and with a large
knife hanging from his leather belt by a cord. Of their talk she
could not of cuurse comprehend a single word : she only noticed
that while the sailor frequently shrugged his shoulders and
scowled, Derwent maintained his fluent ease, and was as elabo-
rately courteous as when he had first entered her castle from the
heap of straw, Unscrupulous scoundrel Derwent might be; but,
even in his beggar’s rags, with his cropped hair, and with the
rough stubble with which three days had covered lip, cheeks, and
chin, hie could not lose the air of a gentleman—or at least of
baving been so, once upon a time.
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He was beside her so soon as her eyes opened, and in a moment
she became the centre of a group whose curiosity appeared but
little restrained by discipline. She tried to rise, but fell back
feebly. Derwent spoke a few words to the skipper, if such he
were, and then—and though not without more confusion than
would have sufficed to clear a frigate’s deck for action—the space
round her was left free, and a half negre, more than half naked,
and grinning like an ape, lurched up with a tin pan of something
steaming in his hand.

“I told you,” said Derwent, more solemnly than she had thought
him able to speak, “I told you that I wassafe with you, and that
you were safe everywhere. The last chance—the chance 1 played
for but hardly dared hope for—has come. I am a free man,thanks
to you—free as air. You must take a little of this; whatever it’s
made of it’s focd, and you are half starved.”

“Where am Inow ?” She could hardly hear her own whisper;
but he heaxd.

“Don’t talk—eat. You see where you are. Don't fear these
fellows; I daresay they look rough enough to you, but you won't
be with them long. I've seitled everything.”

“I only want to know one thing,” said Rosamond, hor eyes
szarching in vain for the land. “I only want to know if I am
ever to see Sophy, ever to be home again #”

“Iark!” said Derwent, as if he had not heard her question,
¢if I haven't forgotten all my sea-craft, we’re in for a breeze,
and as good a one as I could choose with the whole compass
before me. You must learn to wait Miss Fane. Judge what the
need of freedom means to me, when, for its sake, I must make
you second to it, with all my gratitude, and though knowing all
you feel. You must submit to be lost for a little while. Hearts
of sisters and uncles don't break, and they’ll hear you're safe quite
soon enough : you shall write at once from wherever we land.”

She could not help starting to her feet, her faintness had gone.
“ From wherever we land® From where ?”

“THave patience! By such luck as I never dared dream, we
are on a foreign schooner, outward bound. Who we are, except
that we are sea-waifs, worn out and starving, they neither know
nor care. I shall work our passage, and they won't find they've
made a bad bargain. We are on board the Mercedes, of St.
Sebastian, from Blaiseborough to——”

“Where ?”
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“ Well, Miss Fane—with some sort of cargo—to the South
'Seas. Spain has possessions, you know, in that part of the world:
perhaps the Philippines, but I don’t exactly know yet, nor why
she should have taken Blaiseborough in her course. However, so
far as I can judge she's a sound eraft, not overloaded, and the
Basques are good sailors, and not a bad lot take them all round.”

“To the South Seas ! ”

“SoI hear. I'mafraid youlll have to rough it a little, perhaps
a good deal; and for some reasons of course it’s unlucky that
you're the only woman onboard. But I read you very wrongly if
you're not born to be a sailor, Miss Fane. It will be something
to have made a voyage to the Philippines in a Spanish trader.”
| “As if I cared for that!” she cried, clasping her hands.
“Sophy, they will all think me dead, and I shall be at the other
side of the world; God knows where. . . . God forgive you,
whatever you are. Ishall not die, I suppose, and some day I shall
be at home again; though Heaven knows when. No; I amnot
afraid of the sea, nor of these men,among whom you have brought
me. What could happen to me more than this? Iam not afraid,
not even of you!”

“Nor need you,” said he humbly. “ And of nothing else, so
long as I am here.”

In one important respect, at any rate, the man whose name
Rosamond knew not even yet proved to be right. Indescribably
rough as were the quarters into which a delicately reared English
girl had fallen, she was made to feel herself treated with kind-
ness, at any rate with goodwill. Nor was this entirely a matter
of course, as some who have been thrown by the sea upon the
charity of such crews as that of the JMercedes can tell. It need
not be said that nothing short of the profound sleep of exhaustion
into which she fell before midnight could abate Rosamond’s
terrible distress of mind ; indeed, to attempt to picture it, save
by unwritten thought, must be in vain. It was too great to rriss
any comfort, and yet not too great to notice that what could be
done for her comfort, where her mere presence was an encum-
brance, had been done. The Mercedes had certainly not been
built to carry passengers ; she was by no means over clean, and
the sailors themselves were sacrificed so far as possible to the
merchandise, so that they had but scant opportunity of making
further sacrifice for others. Yet, in some manner, room was
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found or made. Too ignorant to fear what other women would
have feared, too familiar with phantoms and wonders to fear
them longer, too helpless and hopeless for the active thoughts
that banish sleep, she did sleep in some corner that had been
cleared for her below deck, and did not even dream.

Only a few days ago, she had been as safe as any English girl
may feel herself to be in the heart of home. There was no girl in’
England so little likely to find herself plunged into the midst of
such an adventure as this was like to prove; but yesterday left
safe on her own bed, now sailitg before the wind for the South
Seas; believed dead, and vanished alive, And all this, because a
convict had broken gaol; as though Lowmoor and the cottage at
Crossmarsh were, in anything but distance, nearer to one another
than the poles; or, absolutely nearer than wealth and the poverty
that starves next door. Accident had, indeed, made her utterly de-
pendent upon Derwent, even in the matter of language ; she had
no way of knowing so much as the story he had manufactured to
account for the presence of a young man and young woman in an
open boat out at sea. In the concoction of such a story he was
the last man in the world who was likely to be found at a loss;
and, indeed, for that matter, there were a hundred equally
plausible and open to him. It will happen, now and then, that
those who have set out for pleasure have lost their oars, or other-
wise broken down, and found themselves unable to make for home
again, Or, again, the story of a love-flight, well told, commends
itself at once to Southern ears, especially if the heroine be suffi-
ciently young and fair. Or, even the bold confession of a desperate
crime, and a flight for life, may, to such a crew as that of the
Mercedes seemed, enlist the deepest sympathies of all. How things
might have gone, with the pilot from Blaiseborough still on board,
is not so easy to say; but even in this matter, the chance of which
had, happily for his complete confidence in Rosamond’s star, failed
to occur to him, Derwent had been befriended by fortune. A man
so amazingly befriended had the right to trust his own star for
evermore ; and, if he had failed to find a fitting story, must have
proved himself no better than a fool.  But, beyond this, he could
prove his ability to be that prize of prizes, a man who will do two
men’s work for the pay of none. Nor was Rosamond herself one
of those waifs who are supposed to bring a ship the ill luck of the
prophet Jonah, unless, indeed, the fine weather should chance to
fall foul,
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But all theso things were beyond her knowing or guessing. She
couid only return upon deck when she awoke, at last, to fold her
hands, and look blankly round the unbroken horizon of the open
sea. One of the crew, passing her about his work, said something
to her in his unknown tongue, and, with a friendly smile that might
pass for & good morning, in the place of the general seowl that
scemed to be part and parcel of the cargo of the Mercedes; but
the smile was as useless as the words. Every sailor on board
might be her zealous friend, if he could know her story ; but her
story was not one that could be told by signs. She did not see
Derwent., It was a relief; and yet the absence of her enemy made
ber feel yet more without a friend.

That day, and for the next, and for the next, until the days grew
past counting, the fine weather and the favouring breeze held on.
It was a golden year; and the year’s monotony of colour was re-
flected by the life of Rosamond on board her prison. The most
passionate lover of the sea would have found the voyage dull, and
Rosamond was assuredly in no mood to give her interest in the
thousand daily things that should have fed her fancy with fresh
interest all day long. Yet it was impossible that any human
mind could pass through such a period of suspense and solitude
without either losing its balance, and going mad, onee for all, or
else adapting itself in some meesure, to the most maddening con-
dition; so it was well for Rosamond that she was young. After
all, every day, though it carried her farther away from Crossmarsh,
in point of distance, carried her nearer in point of time. At any
rate, in a strange country, she would be able to throw off the
tyranny from which she could not escape, while at sea, without
wings ; and meanwhile, until the need for action came, she was
safe from having to put herself face to face with the question of
bow she should return.

Were it seen through the eyes of the Spanish skipper, or,
perbaps, through those of Lawrence Derwent, the voyage of the
Mercedes would, no doubt, be a history itself, and not a page
well-nigh as blank as was the sea itself, for the greater part of the
time. But few, or rather none, would care to read the journal of
a voyage in a slaver kept by a slave, at least beyond the first page.
By the time that custom had dulled her first despair, it had also
dulled her senses to the mere discomforts of such a voyage ; and, it
was surely something, even though it seemed shameful to regard
such lesser evils, that she had been carried off without a change of
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clothes, that all the conditions of her life were not only hard and
rough but repulsive, and that even such kindness as she received
was rough and outlandish to the last extreme. She had to accustom
herself to strange food strangely prepared and uncleanly served, and
to strange sounds that she could not understend. Her whole com-
munication with some fragment of the outer world as the Mercedes
contained was only obtained through the man who had brought
her here, and who might tell her just as much or as little as he
pleased. Seen through Rosamond’s eyes, a sailing voyage half
round the world was a blank, or rather such a voyage as some of us
have made in a dream between two dreams. Climate followed
climate; sail after sail came into sight and disappeared, latitude
after latitude was passed, but the days remained the same, as un-
distinguishable as shroud from shroud by a landswoman’s eyes.
And yet there were times when the uncertainty of strange shores
made her almost dread to think of the day when the Mercedes
would at last cast anchor, and when, without even an enemy’s aid
she would have to find her way back home alone; and how that
wag to be done was a prospect as blank as the sea.

One day—in what month or even in what season of the year she
lknew not, for she had lost count of time at the outset, and left it to
Derwent to guess at the questions that she never put to him—
Derwent being idle for the moment, or in a mood for talk, came to
where she was standing, and leant beside her over the low stern.
Though, during so dull a fair-weather voyage, his idle hours must
have been many, he had not often made use of them in this way,
but on the whole, except when there was oceasion, had shown his
gratitude by avoiding her ; sometimes two days would pass to-
gether without his making an opportunity for speaking to her.

“We ought to be near an end of our voyage by now,” said he,
“if this wonderful wind but half holds. Do you know why it is
that they have treated you as nearly like a princess as this vile
old hulk will allow ? It’s because you've brought them a passage
the like of which the best and fastest eraft doesn’t make once in a
Lifetime. That’s their notion—that you’re a sort of sea-angel that
the Mercedes had the luck to find ; and upon my soul I believe it’s
true. You are a mystery to them, but the wind vouches for you.
1f you had picked up any of their language, you would have heard
the wildest things said of you—and yet none so very wild.
There’s a Basque fellow here who's going to give a silver heart to
Saint Rosamunda. I tell him there’s none in the calendar, but he

7
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says he knows better ; and, after all, what should a heretic like me
know of sueh things?” o

This was spenkmg in yet a new vein. With nothmg to answer,
she turned her face to a distant cloud, the only dark spot visible
on earth or in heaven, as being the thing that was farthest away
from him, and perhaps the thing that was nearest to home of all
that she could see.

“Mliss Fane,” said he, more gravely, “there is at least one thing
I must talk to you about before this voyage ends. You do not
know all you have done in saving me from that English gaol. If
you did know, you would think all that you have gone through a
cheap price to have paid—or at any rate well worth the paying.
I have been obliged to make you pay it against your will— to rob
you of it, as it were; but you would be glad, if I know you, and
if you knew all. The work is done. 'We shall soon be at anchor
now, and I shall be beyond the reach of friend or foe. The man
that I have been will have died—so utterly that I will not even
tell you his name. I shall be a new man with a new name. Miss
Fane, hate the dead man as much as you will since you cannot
know all; but, for God's sake, don’t hate the new.”

There was such real carnestness i his speech that, for the first
time she could not help feeling that what the man was now saying
was simple and true.

“I have not blamed you for doing the best you could for your-
self,” said she. “ As you said to me, long ago, what were I or
mine to you? And what should they be ?”

“They should be everything—and they are. But I am not freo
till we aro ashore. It will be my duty to guard you then; not
against my will, as yon have saved me, but with all my heart and
soul.”

“You will send me—home ? ”

“I am coming to that matter, Miss Fane. What are they
thinking at Crossmarsh? That you are dead, drowned, or lost
over the cliffs. ~ They will have given up the search by now and
time has turned you into a memory. I tell you there is no power
on earth that can henceforth, by searching, find me or you. Yon
are dead, and so am I. You have a sister, I believe ?

“ And you have broken her heart.”

“Indeed, I have done nothing of the kind. Why, she ean't
have grown a heart at her age; and if she has, it will mend. Miss
Tane, it is your duty not to throw aw ay on a country parish a life
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such as yours was made to be. Recognise the road that has opened
for you through me—the road that will lead you to those high
places for which you are made. I have watched you from hour to
hour every day, and have learned to know you through and through.
You believe yourself to be in the apathy of despair. You are
nothing'of the kind. You will find yourself a woman by the time
you land ; you have not once lost courage, nor broken down under
what would have killed nine girls out of ten—but what am I say-
ing? Tt all comes to this—I have escaped from gaol, and you from
a home that was worse than a gaol for such as you. Youno more
dare go back again than I. You are free. You dare not throw
your freedom away.”

“I do not understand—not one word ! ” said Rosamond, startled
at last, by his growing earnestness, into listening as she had never
listened before. “As if T am not breaking my own heart cver
Sophy—as if it were not like dying every minute till I see them
all again!”

“So you think—mow. But how will you think when you have
grown old in some Crossmarsh or other, and think how you once
had the chance given you of living your life, with which Heaven
trusted you, and how you let it go? Chances like this are inspira-
tions ; they are commands, and they never come again. Every
creature has its one grand chance, and this is yours. Do you sup-
pose it is for nothing that this has come to you, before you have
lost a year ? I will tell you my whole story, and when you know
that you shall decide whether you and I together are not made to
do with the world what we will.”

Her spirit, so long deadened into an unnatural sleep, was touched
into waking life, and there flashed across her mind an old engrav-
ing she had once seen of the Temptation on the Pinnacle of the
Temple. 'Who was this man who could make himself invisible at
will, and was now, in so many plain words, offering her the king-
doms of the earth and the glory of them in exchange for her
home P

Again she looked towards the black spot of cloud in the distance,
but not in such a manner as to see that while she had been listen-
ing it had grown till nearly half the sky was clouded astern.

“T cannot—I w:ll not understand ! ” she exclaimed, again. “If
I were a queen—like what these men think I am—I would sooner
never reach the shore alive, than understand one word.”

“You mean you would call up a storm ? As if anything you
7 A
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could do would change what is to be!  You were glued to Cross-
marsh like a limpet to a rock—and here you are in the Pacific.
and the same power which has forced you so far will force you to
the end, you may be sure. If you are to be a queen, a queen you
will be. Miss Fane—you cannot go home!”

“ Cannot ! ” she said, aghast—for what, after all, had her will
vet been able to prove against this man’s power ? ‘Do you mean
that I shalldie?” For surely no power less strong than death
had the right to deny her all that life meant to her, or could ever
mean,

“1 mean——But, good God! what is this?” he cried, suddenly
starting from her and looking round in dismay. For suddenly
as if she who had appealed to the elements to aid her had been
taken at her word, the darkness of the sky had overtaken them
and the fresh breeze was lost in a thunder of wind. “ Below at
once with you, Rosamond—Miss Fane!” eried Derwent, raising
her as best he could, for both had been thrown over, and had rotled
half across the deck, as the Mercedes was sent well-nigh flat upon
the waves with the blow of the wind.

Counting over a thousand chances, so as not to miss the least of
them, he had yet forgotten to include in his reckoning a tropical
storm, There was nothing that thousands have not encountered
in the sudden fury that suddenly, one may say in a moment, mad-
dened the whotle air without warning or seeming cause. Itistrue
that while Derwent had been endeavouring to whisper the teach-
ings of the serpent into Rosamond’s ears, the Spanish skipper’s
eyes had been less idle, and that some good minutes before the
outbreak had sufficed to take in every inch of sail. But, for the
rest, the Mercedes was at the merey of the hurricane, as it lashed
and tore the sea into a madness to rival its own. The wind itself
seemed black, and to be the cause of the heavy darkness that thick-
ened around. It wasno British crew ; and shouts, oaths, and yells
battled with the wind—prayers, also, which some of the sailors of
the Mercedes seemed to hold more efficacious than praying with
the strength of their hands, It is true that to keep his legs was
as much as the most active could do ; and Derwent did not repeat
his perfectly impracticable order to Rosamond to take refuge below.
The world had become a chaos of darkness and wind.

A sailor could doubtless give a better account. To Rosamond,
it was chaos indeed—but yet, with this supreme peril, her fears,
ber constant companions, were swept away as if they had never



A REAL QUEEN. 101

been born. The sight of the hand of God cast out all the fear or
man. She could pray now, faithfully and without shame ; for she
seemed to see and feel the presence to which she prayed. “Sophy
thinks me dead—Ilet her think true ! ” thought she.

Suddenly, in the midst of it all, she heard a crash as if the ship
were breaking ; then the Mercedes fell over, and, when she recov-
ered herself, lay like a log that the waves themselves could no
longer move.

“ Miss Fane! ” shouted Derwent, above the yells of the skipper
and the crew, “you can be brave—show it now, by not moving foot
or hand.”

The Mercedes had become unnaturally steady ; but also lay un-
naturally low in the waves, which were breaking over her bows
as she pitched forward heavily, as if with the intention of plung-
ing below. Taking advantage of her log-like state, Derwent made
his way to where the crew were gathered in confusion. Rosamond,
seeing the group, as if it were of shadows through the black wind,
heard for some minutes the sounds of a noisy consultation, which,
after awhile, ended in silence, Derwent's voice being the last that
was heard. Then, looking beyond the group, she seemed to be con-
scious of a yet larger and darker shadow looming full in the course
of the Mercedes, and out of the direction of the pursuing clouds.
How long the storm had lasted, she could not tell ; but though no
sailor, she knew it had been long enough to drive the schooner out
of her path before leaving her with a shifted cargo and broken
down.

In another minute Derwent was again by her side. ‘Do what
I tell you,” said he, “ without a word. There is real danger—you
are one who are best told—the confounded cargo is rolling, and
there’s no sort of doubt has knoclked its way through the hold ; and
nothing can be done in such a sea, and we pitching in the darl
dead towards a lee shore, that may be anywhere in the world for
all these imbeciles can tell.”

“Ts it a wreck ? ” asked Rosamond in a voice more quiet than
his own.

“We may go to pieces any moment. And Ihave brought you
—but I'm not going to trouble you now. We shall get what we
deserve, no doubt at last—I and you. But there’s one chance yet.
Come! Yes for the sake of all you hope to see again, you must
hold to my arm now—even mine.”

The chance appeared to be that, with a shore in sight and reach,
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the boats carried by the Mercedes might save her crew before the
waves rolled over and through her ; for that she was sinking bodily
there was no doubt at all, literally beaten to pieces by the loosened
cargo, whatever it was, and the tornado’s fury. Derwent brought
her, not without difficulty, into the midst of the desperate crew,
who now regarded their former guardian angel with threatening
gestures and evil eyes. She had but mocked them with fair breezes
the more surely to destroy them with a storm—this witch who had
come among them straight from the sea.

But she understood the full meaning neither of their gestures,
nor their words. She only knew what the whirl of the next
instants left her the sense to feel and see. The boat was speedily
on the waves, that now came nearly deck high, and was held bya
single rope to prevent her, till she was filled and could be cast
off, from being carried away.

“ The lady first!” cried Derwent; and she found herself, she
knew not how, thrust into the boat that seemed to strain at the
ropefor freedom. She clambered as best she could over the thwarts,
to make all the room she could, but none followed her. What was
being done ? Some desperate quarrel seemed to be raging on board,
even at that awful time. Where was Derwent ? He, surely, did
not mean to drown. Suddenly she felt the rope strain, while the
clamour on board grew fiercer than ever. It was as if none weuld
enter the boat, whieh the presence of the storm-witch had doomed.
Then she heard a heavy splash, as if some part of the ship had
given away : and then all became as silent as the grave. What
did it all mean, she cried out ?—but only the wind answered her.

It was horrible. She cried out again; but her ery was silenced
by a shock of the boat against the side of the Mercedes. A great
wave heaved up between them : she could feel the cable strain to
its utmost—and then, like a sea-bird set free, the boat gave an up-
ward leap, and bounded forward through the black air and over the.
black water, as if it were a living thing, bearing her on—Heaven
knew whither !—and, at last, utterly alone.

What followed must surely have been a dream—only that dreams
are ten thousand times less strange.

She was lying on a beach of white sand, too weak to move, and
with the sensation of a horrible aching in all her limbs.  She still
heard the beat of the sea, but the wind was dead, and the sky was
beavenly blue. A fragrance more soft and mystical than that of
the sen filled the air, and trees of a strango growth, such as sho



A REAL QUEEN. 103

bad seen in books of travels, climbed half-way up a cliff at the fur-
ther end of the bay. And she was being stared at, as though they
were made of eyes, by a boy and a girl, of perhaps some eight years
old, as beautiful as Cupid and Psyche, as brown as coffee berries,
and as naked as they had been born.

She tried to speak ; but, so soon as they saw her eyes, they took
to their heels,

CHAPTER X11.

‘When misers make their florins fly,
And gamesters bid the dice good-bye—
Is’t you, madame, who ask them why ¢

But if the answer still be far,
Ask why the toper breaks his jar,
And hind with tiger wageth war :

Or why (if still the lesson’s lost)
Should calmest pools grow tempest tosst,
Or what unfreezeth hearts of frost—

Why I, struck through the heart by thee,
Yet bless the hand that slayeth me—
*Tis Love, madame, or Lunacy.

T is quite possible to pass through a long life without finding
occasion to make personal acquaintance with the name of
Derwent. On the other hand, it is not altogether so uncommon

as to make it inevitable that any respectable people who happened
to bear it should feel disgraced by learning that their distinc-
tion is shared by an inmate of one of Her Majeésty’s gaols. At
any rate, the Derwents of Longwood and of Wilton Square
were the Jast people in the world likely to be troubled by more or
less kind enquiries behind their baclks, if anything happened to a
namesake in Lowmoor. No such enquiries would be conducted in
Town and in- the season, when and wherée the world has a short
memory, whatever might be the case round their country seat,
where memories are too often uncomfortably long, and never for-
get if there has been a hanging matter in any family, even a century
ago.

The Derwents—at least such of them as were in town for a
season of no ancient date—were four: Horace Derwent, his
mother, and his two sisters, Catherine and Anne. Horace was the
only son of his mother, and she was a widow. Such a description,
however, though absolutely true, only shows how misleading truth
may be. Pity would be entirely wasted on an only son with some
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eight thousand a year of his own and with his sisters well provided
for, or upon a rich widow, whose loss—according to those who had
known the late Colonel Derwent best—had been in every respect
clear gain. Liberty for oneself, power over others, plenty of
money, and the removal of a husband whom one regrets, three
hundred and sixty-five times a year, ever having maried, are not
matters that call for any excessive sympathy.

No doubt the Derwents kept their family skeleton, being human,
But, whatever he was, he was an exceptionally accommedating
and unobtrusive skeleton, and gave marvellously little trouble,
keeping himself well out of the way. He was certainly not visibly
present in the morning-room where Kate and Anne Derwent were
busily engaged together over some all-absorbing and mysterious,
but laughter-provoking occupation—his place was occupied by the
sunshine, who knows how to make himself at home in a big house
in Wilton Square quite as well as in a poor man’s country cottage.
Despite romantic belief, all the good things of this life are not
engrossed by the poor, comparatively well off though they un-
questionably are. Kate and Anne were fine, fair girls of a good
and healthy sort—girls who, at first sight, obviously knew how to
ride, walk, dance, talk, laugh, aud to suit themselves comfortably
and gracefully to their position in life, whatever it mightbe. Kate
was the elder, livelier, and smaller: Anne the younger, graver, and
statelier. But their difference was much more apparent to their
relations and their intimate friends than to the outside world.

“I don’t believe,” said Kate, “ there ever was such a muddle of
a visiting list like ours. Every year we hoe up the weeds and sow
salt, and roll the grass, and every year the weeds come up worse
than ever, Oh, dear!”

“ Come,” said Anne, in her more placid manner, “1 don’t think
it’s quite s0 bad as that after all. There are some very amusing
peopte, I'm sure g

“0Oh, yes—amusing, But it’s such a mixture, that’s what I
mean. Cabbages are useful, and green peas are delicious, but one
doesn't plant them among the geraniums——"

“ Nor geraniums among the cabbages—that’s true. But because
we don’t, that’s no reason why we shouldn't, is it, dear ? T'll have
my garden mixed, if ever I have one of my own. Il put all my
seeds and bulbs and things into one basket and have it shaken out
all over the ground anyhow———-o"

“Do let’s stick to work,” said Kate, “or it'll be lunch time
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before we've half done. The question is, skall we send cards to
the Coles?”

“Well—they’re not amusing, certainly. They’re neither gera-
niums nor green peas, neither delicious nor beautiful, But they
may be cabbages. I wonder if they are?”

“ Cabbages, Anne ?”

¢ Yes—useful, you know ; and some people are passionately fond
of cabbages. How did we come to know the Coles ? ”

“ Let me see—I didn’t pick them up: nor you. It must have
been Horace 1

“ Oh, no, Kate—they’re not at all in hisline. The girlsarerich,
and are not pretty ; and Horace never looks at a girl unless she’s
. very pretty and very poor. It must have been mamma.”

“ Ah—that’s just the worst of it; we all go on making our own
friends, and then nobody ever knows who belongs to who. It's
my firm belief, Anne, that people come here that none of us know,
because they’ve found out that each of us will think they belong to
the other. Horace is bad enough that way, but mamma’s the
worst of us all, She has no criterion at all. Something must
really be done to restrain mamma. Some day we shall find our-
selves introducing a bishop to his own tailor. or some other terrible
thing. My dear Anne—who are the Coles?”

“Well, put a big M against the Coles—meaning, ask mamma,
Who comes next ?”

“ The Pitcairns.”

“Good gracious—P doesn’t come next to C?”

“Well, it didn’t use to; but I said this list is a muddle. Per-
haps the name’s Cairn, not Pitcairn, and Pit’s the Christian
name.”

“ My dear, dear, dear Kate, have we come to this then, that we
don’t know of our friends so much as even their names ? ”

“Yes, Anne, that ¢s what it is coming to indeed—thanks to
Horace, and mamma, and a little bit to you. Butasto the Cairns,
or the Pitcairns, or the Pits, things aren’t quite so far gone—I
know them.”

“So it seems, dear—name and all! Who are they? Did we
know them last year ?”

“1 think so; anyhow, we knew them very well the year before
—very intimately indeed. They were here three afternoons. I
met them at the—somebody or other’s. He’s a clergyman, in the
country—an Irishman ; and she was a Miss Somebody, who had
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money. Have you ever noticed, Anne, that the wives of Irish
clergymen were mostly Miss Somebodys with money ? She isn't
very nice, but he is, and they’re all right, in every way. Yes,
we'll have the Pits—I mean the Cairns. Write them a eard.
After all, I dare say they’re not in town this year, and won’t
come.”

“There. Y've made it Pitcairn or Pit Cairn—they may read it
just s they please. Craven—Carringtou—Deane : they’re all right.
Dash—good gracious, Kate, what human being of our acquaintance
answers to the name of Dash ?”

“I'm sure I don’t know. I shall go off my head, if this sort of
thing goes on much longer. We've got to get to the Z’s, and
we've only just begun the D’s—oli, dear! No—1 ean’t remember
ene single, solitary Dash. By the way, isn’t there a Countess
Dash, or somebody ?”

“Notthat I know of. Well—mark Dash with II, for ask [Torace.
It doesu’t sound like one of mamma’s people.”

“ And what do you want toask Horace, if you please ? ” asked a
good-looking, easy-going young man as he lounged in, with his
hands deep down in the pockets of his shooting coat. * Here he
stands to answer for himself, if he can.”

“ Oh, Horace ! ” cried Kate the impulsive, “ I was never half so
glad to see you before! Who is Dash! If you can’t tell us I
shall go wild.”

“Dash ? Horatius sum—non (Edipus, my dear child. Why do
you want to know #”

“Because we're going to be ¢at home,’ you know, for the
scason, and are letting the world know. Z%eworld! Four worlds
—mamma's, Anne’s, yours, and mine. Do the Dashes belong to
yours ?”

“The Dashes? Then there’s more than one Dash, is there ?”

“I suppose s0o. There's only one Dash down, but when nohody
knows people there’s sure to be any number of them. Do you
know Dash, Horace ? *

“No, Kate. On second thoughts—well: no, again.”

“Then there is nothing left me but to go wild.”

“ She thinks we are getting rather mixed,” said Anne,

“ Rather, indeed ! ” said Kate, tossing back her curls.

“ Perhaps I can help you,” said the head of the house, the squire
of Longwood, with his pleasant smile, He was quite a young
man, coming between Kate and Anne, in point of age, unmistakably
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their brother, but without either Kate’s briskness or Anne’s dignity.
He was big, but of the lazy, good-humoured type—at home inthe
fields and on the moors, where he showed plenty of staying power
if little energy, but when at home scarcely taking the trouble to
hold himself upright, and contriving to do rather less than any
other living man of his age, weight and size. !

“ You help, Horace ?” asked Anne, calmly.  “Do you know
what you would have to do? No, dear. This is work for strong
women, not for weak men.” ' ;

“All the better, Nan. I'm always glad to hear of woman’s
work—it means a good time coming for the likesof me. Soyou're
at that old visiting list, are you ? I suppose you've got everybody
down ?”

“ Everybody, Horace,” said Kate. * That wouldn't so much
matter, only that we've got nobody too—and which is which——"

“T bet you,” said Horace Derwent, with a little extra laziness of
manner, “ that you haven’t got everybody down.”

“Horace,” said Kate, solemnly, “if you will kindly take the
Post Office Directory—no, not the Court Guide, but the Post
Office Directory—and find me out of it one single, solitary name
that isn'’t in our visiting list, Ill—"

“Have you sent a card to the Fanes?”

“No. We're only in the D’s. We’ve been pulled up by Dash
‘Who are the Fanes? Do Iknow them?”

“Well, Kate,” said Horace, colouring ever so little, “I don’t
know that you do—indeed, if it comes to that, I'm sure you don't.
Fact is, I didn’t know them myself till the other day. But you'd
like them, awfully—you and Anne, I mean. Yes—send him a
card by all manner of means,”

“Qh—Aim 2”

“Yes; we certainly do want young men,” said Anne, reflectively.
“There are always girls; but young men are becoming an extinct
species, it seems to me. Any of your friends, Horace, are sure to
be useful, if it’s only to let themselves be seen in the doorway.
Yes—I vote decidedly for Mr. Fane.”

“ H'm—not that he’s exactly young.”

“\Well, middle-aged will do. What is he—captain—colonel ?
‘What’s his address? I must enter him properly, you kncw.”

*“Oh—Mr. Not that he’s exactly middle-aged——"

“ Tt seems to me,” said Anne, with the air of a judge, and hold-
ing her pen suspended over the place for entry, it seems to me
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that this begins to call for further enquiry, sir. What claims has
an unknown Mr. Fane, who cannot even be called exactly elderly,
to a place in our doorway, which is already too narrow for half
our friends 7 ”

“1 tell you what it is, young woman,” said Horace, beginning a
tour of the room, and examining every article it contained as if it
were new to him: “our fault is that we have everybody through
that doorway—which means nobody. Fane is neither everybody
nor nobody—he’s somebody, which is quite another pair of
shoes. He's old enough to be my father—but we've got a taste
in common—"

“Oh, Horace! Horses ? ” asked Kate,

“ Cigars ?” asked Anne.

“No. Books—old books!” said Horace, without the ghost of &
smile.

There are some assertions which, however ludicrous from their
associations, are so outrageous, so utterly monstrous, as to deprive
the quickest-witted hearers of the faculty of laughter—nay, of
faculties, save that of an amazed stare. So it was with Catherine
and Anne Derwent, who were quick enough at laughter, as a rule,
but who knew their brother, and fancied they knew how far a taste
for books could prove a bond of sympathy between him and his
fellow creatures. For, so far as they were aware, Horace had
never read a real book in his life, and that he should recognise the
distinction between old books and new books was, in itself, an in-
comprehensible marvel. The girls looked at one another to read
the jest, if they could, in each other’s eyes ; but failed.

“Good gracious! ZBooks, Horace!” exclaimed Kate.

“ Heavenly powers, Horace! Looks!” cried Anne.

“Yes,” said their brotber, coolly, as he let himself fall into a
chair. “They really are most interesting things—especially first
editions, and tall copies, and all that sort of thing. Fane could
show you some books that would make you stare. I'm going to
make a library myself, all of black letter, and Fane can give me
hints at starting. The only thing I'm sorry about is that I've lost
80 much time; but Fane must have been double my age when he
began. Yes—book-hunting’s just the finest sport in the world:
and you must send a card to Fane.”

It was as if a bishop had suddenly launched out in praise of
cock-fighting. Neither at school, nor at college, nor since he en-
tered the world, had Horace Derwent shown the faintest tendency
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towards the most compulsory kinds of scholarship. Nobody had
expected it from him, and indeed his attitude towards bookishness
liad been too indifferent even to amount to contempt—it had been
identical with that of a Polynesian cannibal towards the music
of the future: that is to say, no attitude at all. Saul among the
prophets was nothing to Horace Derwent among the folios.  His
sisters were tinged with as much literature as the rulers of the
novel-market considered necessary for young ladies, and on the
strength of this took credit for being as well read as the majority
of their fellow creatures, as indeed they were: but such terms as
first editions and tall copies made them feel that their brother,
their unlettered brother, had passed beyond them at a single flight
and—well, they stared once more:

“No,” said Kate, emphatically, after a long pause. “N ,
Horace. Those sort of people belong to mamma. We don’t want
elderly book-worms. I know the kind. I saw one once at the
Cravens. Iewasintroduced to me ; and the only thing he said was
to ask me if I didn’t think the room was very warm. Isaii nc:
and that finished him, poor man. I can see Mr, Fane in my min ™3
eye—a little old gentleman, with his clothes put on nohow, and a
wig, and a snuff-box ; and, oh, Horace! to think of your being
some day like that—buying books that you can’t read, and that
nobody else wants to. Horace—I put down my slipper. I'll have
nothing of the kind. You shall not take snuff. You shall not
wear a wig. I am your elder sister ; and I'll have nothing f the
kind—so there ! ”

“Nonsense, Kate,” said her brother, stretching out his legs,
thrusting his hands deeper into his pockets, and languidly contem-
plating his toes; bool-hunters are the jolliest fellows going. De-
sides, it’s intellectual, and all that sort of thing, I'm tired of being
stupid—I am indeed. I must have a rational pursuit; and it’s
time I began. It isn’t as if one had to read the books, you know.
I don’t believe Fane ever reads—he hasn’t the time. The great
thing is to get_hold of something that nobody else ever had, and
for which all the other fellows would give their ears. I'm begin-
ning to make the Derwent collection; and I've found a fellow
who's & wonderful hand at finding bargains—for, you see, it’s a
point of honour to get things as cheaply as one can, so that ruin-
ing oneself’s impossible. You can get a dozen big things in books
for the rent of a moor.”

“ Where did you pick up this Mr. Fane P ” asked Anne, “Ifhe
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has converted you to books, even their outsides—well, he must be
a very extraordinary man.”

«Yle is,” said Horace. “Don'’t be afraid—he’s a gentleman. As
my guide, philosopher and friend, you must send him a eard.”

« Must ?” asked Kate. “Well—see what slaves we sisters are.
His initial, if you please?”

« A—E-—diphthong, you know.”

“Good gracious, Horace! I hardly know how to write such a
thing! Hasn't the man got even an honest Christian name ?
Well. There: Mr. A—E. diphthong Fane. Address?”

# Oh, let me see—28, Richmond Place. That's enough. Avud
by the way—"

“Well 2”

“You may as well put in Miss Fane, too. There’s a Miss Fane.
There—I suppose it’s about lunch time: I feel so, anyhow.”

He rose. But the uncomprehending look had, before he left his
chair, already passed out of both his sisters’ eyes. Those two pair
of eyesmet, and the lips below them shared the same smile.

“Yes, Horace,” said Anne, demurely, ¢ Mr.—and Miss—Fane
shall receive a card.”

Horace nodded, and lounged out of the room, whistling as if
nothing had happened.

“ Anne, dear ?” asked Kate.

“Kate, dear ? ” answered Anne.

“Ts this number thirty-one or thirty-two ?”

“Miss Fane? Let me see—I think it's number thirty-three.”

“ All very pretty, and all very poor. Yes, Anne—book-hunt-
ing is a delightful sport, after all. I wonder how the book will be
bound.”

“Yes, Kate—and what there’ll be to read inside. With most
of Horace's books it’s been, I'm afraid, Longwood—written on the
heart. Oh, what geese we were not to guess what IHorace’s taste
for books means! And the great Derwent collection! And to
think that he thinks that «we don’t understand!”

“Well, Anne—anyhow a weight's off my mind. I was afraid
Horace was going mad; but I'm not now. If ever he takes to
conchology, or tatting, or the use of the globes, I sha’'n’t be
troubled any more. If it’s conchology, I shall remember that
there's a lady in the lobster-shell, and understand.”

“Hush,” whispered Kate, ¢ [lere’s mamma,”
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CHAPTER XIII.

What means such talk to me? My wings, T trow
Are over-wide and strong for peddling trips

That sparrows practise on the housetops—mine
Are as the eagle’s, sir, that toward the sun

Take flight: and mine the eagle’s cosmic eyes
‘That take the parish for a paddock : prove

The shire as but a blot of random ink,

And all your England but a hank of wool.

My eyes are all too large to see in small,

Yea, to perceive aught meaner than the world:
And e’en the world is petty—for I need

A mirror vast and deep enough to hold

Mine own pervading image, Bring me straight
The solar disc—'tis broad enough to serve. g

\VERY family has its own peculiar forms of humour,
unless indeed it is so unfortunate as to have no sort of
humour at all. The Derwents were, in reality, very amiable

people, who, being conscious that they were a trifle common-
place and too much like their neighbours, habitually, and un-
consciously, developed certain harmless eccentricities, which
the ill-natured might call affectations. Herein I speak of the
ladies of the household: for Horace was as absolutely unaffected
and as content with his commonplaceness as an able-bodied
young man can be in these self-conscious and self contemplating
days.

These characteristics of her son were completely acceptable to
Mrs. Derwent, who, having been allowed no will of her own
during the colonel’s life, was, since his death, all the more bent
upon making up for lost time. She loved management, and her
easy-tempered son was only too willing to be managed—it saved
him all the trouble of life, and left him all the pleasure, for his
mother’s despotism was entirely of the indulgent and benevolent
order. That he was not without a will of his own Mrs, Derwent
had occasionally suspected: but there had never been the least
occasion as yet for a collision, and possibly an instinctive prudence
warned her to postpone the occasion as long as possible. Of
coutse, she, as a woman and a mother, did not know that ready
and habitual submission on the part of a man is the worst possible
security for his subjection, because it only shows him to be too
strong-minded to waste his self-assertion upon trifles, while
occasions that are not trifles are necessarily few and far between.
Nothing as yet had seemed to Horace Derwent important enough
to demand the infinite discomfort and worry of a domestic battle-—
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not even the most temporarily exciting of those thirty-two or
thirty-three love affairs that his sisters had ascribed to him.
Still his mother, being his mother, foresaw that, though it might
Dbe the three hundred and thirty-third, his fate must come a* last;
and she also had observed his remarkable preference for poverty
as an element in a woman’s attraction. Nor had she any the
more sympathy with her son’s taste for having herself been both
pretty and poor before the colonel came.

She was still a good-looking woman of her years—partly per-
haps becanse she had been no longer poor. In this, her later
middle age, she had exchanged gracefulness for graciousness,
brilliancy for dignity, and represented what her Anne might hope
to become. It is sometimes dangerous for a mother to be very
like a daughter, by thus setting present beauty side by side with
the picture of its doom. This was not the case here. Rather,
seeing the mother and daughter together, & man meditating
marriage would feel assured that the girl came of a good, staying
stock, and that she would only cease to be pretty in order to
become handsome. And, as to that matter, Mrs. Derwent, look-
ing scarcely more than forty, with her fine features, her gracious
p-esence, her fresh complexion, her bright eyes, her amiable
smile, and her exzceedingly handsome life interest in ler son’s
estate, enjoyed. without any sort of restriction, was not unlikely
in some quarters to prove even her daughter’s rival. She had not
the faintest thought of marrying again—liberty, sprung from the
colonel’s grave, was too precious a plant to be thrown away. But,
during the more recent years of her widowhood, she had received
more than one offer, though she had kept that fact from her
children: and, not only so, she had s5 contrived to refuse her
offers as in every case to retain the would-be 1>ver as a fimn and
devoted friend. Indeed, Mrs. Derwent had an altogether extra-
ordinary faculty for making many friends, and keeping them all.
She was certainly not a brilliant woman, either in thought or in
speech : but, just as certainly, she was no fool.

“Well, dears,” she said, as she made her first appearance
that day—for she was a very late riser, not out of laziness,
but as a believer in plenty of sleep and ease as the most effectual
of youth-preservers—* how are you getting on with our friends ?”

“ Not much better than the hare,” said Kate, “I'm afraid—he,
couldn’t have had many more than we; or more like the tortoise
in the other fable. 'We haven't finished C.”
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“Then I must help you I suppose.”

“If you can’t, mamma, nobody can. Are we to send cards to
the Coles P”

“Are you, Kate? Why, good gracious, child—why who
should you send them to if you were to leave out the Coles?
‘Why, they're among the very best people we know. I don’t
exactly know who they are, but they’re always at the best houses,
and—why don’t you remember their garden party last year? No
—I remember now we weren’t able to go: I was thinking of the
Deanes. The Coles, let me see, I think old Cole has something to
do with business, in a very big way, or else he’s a Royal Acade-
mician, or an Indian judge—I'm not quite sure, but he’s certainly
one of the three, or anyhow something of the same kind. At any
rate he’s a very great man: and his daughters are most charming
girls—not pretty, of course, but just as good as gold.”

“ And Dash. 'Who’s Dash, mamma ?” asked Anne.

“ Dash, my dear?”

“Yes—Dash. I asked Horace: but he didn’t know.”

“Give me the book. Yes—there’s Dash, to be sure; and at
the same address as the Deanes’. It must be Mrs. Deane's sister:
she has a sister very often with her, I know. You had better
send a card to Miss Dash, as she’s down—it can’t do any harm,
and might give offence: and I wouldn’t hurt Lady Deane’s feel-
ings for the world. The book seems all right,” said Mrs. Derwent,
as she turned over the pages, and read a name at random here and
there. “Fane—Ilet me see: who are the Fanes ?”

“Some of Horace’s people,” said Anne, “He made us enter
them just before you came down.”

“Indeed? Horace doesn’t often trouble himself about such
things—or indeed much about anything, indoors. I don’t know
any Fanes: but it's a good name. The Marchioness of Hor-
chester was a Fane. Richmond Place. . . . Did he tell you who
they are?”

“Qh, yes,” said Anne. “Horace has turned book-worm, it
seems—and Mr, Fane is a very big book-worm, indeed, They’re
kindred souls.” ‘

“ Horace—Book-worm ! My dear what do you mean?”

“He says book-hunting is better than fox-hunting; and he is
going to make a Derwent collection, all in black letter——”

“ My dear!” exclaimed her mother, “ do you know what you're
saying ? Of course it’s quite right to have Mr. Fane at our

8
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Jouse, if he's a distinguished man. A great many people do take
an interest in books, I know—but Horace! It doesn’t scem
natural —why, “e was over seven years old before he could read.
And his father never read anything either, except the Times,
and the Army and Navy Gazette, and Hoyle's Games, and now
and then the cookery book when his liver was particularly
troublesome. I hope Horace isn't going to be crotchety. I must
geo to this—I must indeed. If he begins with books, he may go
on to pictures, and then to diamonds: and it’s not as if he were o
rich man.”

Mrs. Derwent fell into a brown study: for this new departure
on the part of her son was fully as inexplicable to her as to
Kate and Anne. Indeed it was meore so, for she had studied
Horace through and through, and believed that she knew him by
heart, with no more than that slight, concealed misgiving that
he was capable of a certain obstinacy, hitherto unexercised and
ever invisible. Kate and Anne, having their suspicions of low
the land lay, nevertheless felt bound in honour not to spoil sport,
and, besides, were caught by a very natural and wholesome spirit
of curiosity to see and judge this Miss Fane for themselves, before
deciding whether she was to be suppressed or no. So they went
on with their work, or rather with their chat ahout their work,
until they had spent long enough over doing nothing to feel
their consciences at ease, and to be justified in considering that
something attempted, something done, had earned the right to
spend the afternoon as they pleased.

On this occasion, their pleasure was to order the carriage, to
make some calls, while that of Mrs. Derwent was to stay at
home. Indeed it had been at her own suggestion that she and
her daughters parted company, on the score that she had some
letters to write, and also wanted a long day’s rest before beginning
the evening’s dissipation. But, when left alone in the morning-
room, she did not begin to write letters: indeed, she did not
attempt to occupy herself in any way, beyond strolling leisurely
up and down the room, and taking an occasional glance at the
mirror in passing. She had every reason to be satisfied with
what she saw there: and when a loud double knock at the street
door was followed by the announcement of “Dr. Rackstraw,”
the was as ready for the reception of a visitor as if she had been
expecting a duke for hours.

*Tell Dr, Rackstraw that I will see him here,” said she.
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Dr, Rackstraw was a striking and even interesting-looking man,
and not the less so for not being stamped with any of the con-
ventional signs of the English gentleman, such as might be
expected on the part of anybody admitted as a matter of course
into the room where the ladies of Longwood received only their
most intimate and particular friends. It is the reverse of dis-
respectful to the British colonies to say that their gentlemen are
not of any conventional pattern: and there was in this sense a
decidedly- colonial cut about Dr. Rackstraw. But there was
something more: or rather colonialism intensified. He was
nearly, if not fully, six feet high, and lean to gauntness, some-
thing after the accepted model of a North-Western trapper—all
steel and whip-cord. His face was completely and carefully
shaved, and his complexion had been tanned into what, both in
colour and texture, resembled leather, so that it was not easy to
tell his age. As to that matter, he had obviously done and seen
too much to be young; but, on the other hand, any point beyond
the first stage of middle age was inconsistent with the almost
child-like curve of his singularly handsome lips, his clear blue
eyes and his perfectly wnwrinkled skin. His hair, also, worn
rather affectedly long, was still thick and soft. But, despite these
almost feminine attribwtes, emphasised by the Greek style of his
features generally, Dr. Rackstraw’s prevalent expression was that
of alertness and thorceghly masculine vigour and energy. Yet,
he was grave, even raelancholy, in his expression and bearing,
so that altogether a physiognomist would have found him a
singularly interesting, because inconsistent and even self-contra-
dictory, study. He was dressed in the deepest of black and the
whitest of linen—a lad choice, because his long black frock coat
besides being ' too uew and too glossy, emphasised the lean
angularity of his six teet of stature, and somehow seemed to bring
out the points of manner and carriage least consistent with the
position of being perfectly at home in Mrs. Derwent’s morning-
room that he appeared to assume.

On the whole, what with his long brown hair, his long black
coat, the cherubic curl of his lips, and the frosty steel of his deep-~
set blue eyes, he was not a man to whom his fellow men were
likely all at once to take kindly. Women, however, judge men
by a very different code of signals, and, above all, are indifferent,
or rather blind, to those details which classify a man as Gentle-
man, or as the contrary, or as of merely neutral colour. Men

8 a
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are often amazed at the paste that women take for diamond—
but then, to be sure, there is no certainty that they are always
right about one another and women always wrong. As may have
been always gathered, Mrs. Derwent was an exceedingly large-
minded woman in the matter of acquaintances—her heart was as
wide as her doors, and admitted more than the laws of mechanics
allow.

“You got my note, then, dear Mrs. Derwent?” asked Doctor
Rackstraw, in a hard, rather high, but clear and not unmusical
voice, with a slight twang about it—not Amecrican, or Continental,
but still not wholly English: a voice that would alone suftice to
call attention to its owner, so inspired was it with marked in-
dividuality, “It was good of you to remain in this beantiful
afternoon.”

“Oh, no—there was no goodness about it at all,” said she.
“Indeed, I am in want of your advice about a hundred things—
but they'll keep. In fact, now, when I come to think of them,
I hardly remember what they are. I got so into the way of
coming to you for advice in poor Colonel Derwent’s time that
whenever any little thing troubles me I want to send for you—
and then they're really so small that, when you do come, they're
gone. Not that it's altogether like that, to-day.”

“There would be no trouble at all, dear Mrs. Derwen{, dear
friend,” said he, “if you would only sec things in their proper
light : if you could only see how it is a law of nature that man is
nothing without woman, and woman nothing, nay, less than
nothing, without man 3

“IIush! No more of that, if you plezfse,” said Mrs. Derwent,
lhastily, and colouring quickly. But she found means to glance
in the mirror as she blushed, and the sight of her own colour
made her smile. “We are to be friends, you know, like we've
always been. How shall I ever be able to ask your advice again,
if you will forget that I'm an old lady with a grown-up son ?”

“I can’t forget what I rever knew,” said he solemnly. “ There
arc some women—and some men too—that never grow old; you
are one of those women—1 am one of those men. Do you know
that I am younger now than I was at twenty-one? The secret’s
easy—it comes of merging my own existence in that of others.
There are times, my dear friend, when I forget the very existence
of Hermon Rackstraw, almost his very name, so absorbed am
I in the realisation of myself as a mere atom in the progres os
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‘the universe and of humanity. That is a terrible thought a:
times.”

“TIt must be!” said Mrs. Derwent: for one of her charms was
her readiness and corapleteness of sympathy, quite independently
of her comprehenson. She could at the same moment sympathise,
quite honestly, with the artist and with his rival, with the fox
and with the hounds; a point to which the loftiest intelligence can
never hope to attain, so much more catholic are hearts than minds.
“ Tt must be terrible indeed ?”

“Yes, dear friend. But it is not so terrible as when the atom
wakes to discover that it also is an entity, and—Alone! Dear
friend, have you realised what it means to be alone ? ”

“Ym not sure I have, since the colonel died. You see, I
have Kate, and Anne, and Horace now: and you and all my
friends.”

“True. You are a happy woman. And I have—my fellow
creatures. I ought not to complain. Only there is so much to be
done, and so little time to do it in: so much and so little means,
However, I didn’t come to tallt of my own troubles, And you
said you have some of your own.”

“Well, I have. At least, not exactly troubles, but——But you
have something to say to me ? ”

“Something—but, whatever it is, it can wait for what you have
to say to me. My something is only a request for a very small
favour. 'What is yours?”

“Oh, I'm afraid it will seem very small to 2 man like you, with
the business of all the world on your hands——"

Ie looked quickly at her for a moment, as if to see whether
her words were not a trifle tainted with sarcasm. But finding no
sign of such a thing, he corrected her. “ No, not the business
the welfare,” said he. ¢ The welfare of those dark regions
where the torch of civilisation has never yet keamed. As
Agassiz said, when a thing begins to pay, it has nothing more to
do with me. I am a pioneer.”

“Tt’s about Horace—my son.”

“Yes, my dear friend ?”

“You know what a boy he is--not exactly learsed, or clever,
but still the best of boys. I thought, till to-day, there wasn't a
thought in his heart that I didn’t know——"

“Yes: mothers always think that, well 7—”

“And to-day, the girls tell me, he has set up a crotchét for
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collecting books. If it had been horses, or dogs, or guns, or
postage stamps—but books ! What can it mean ?”

Dr. Rackstraw considered. “ Certainly,” said he, “I should
not have said, off-hand, that books were muck in my young friend’s
line. And it’s an awkward sort of a craze, too: books are costly
things.”

“Indeed they are! Why the girl’s novels cost a guinea and a
half, I believe, when they’re new.”

“A guinea and a half! Do you know that old books have often
cost a thousand guineas and more? Why a man, dear Mrs.
Derwent, had better take to gambling, right away. And there’s no
use in them—none. The time is coming when every book that
wasn't written last week will be treated as a relic of the dark ages
—as it ought to be. Old books are the petrifactions of old, that
is to say false, ideas. The newspaper is the literature of the
future—the book that a man buys, and reads, and throws away, and
that leaves his mind as open as it found it. Whenever I open up
any of this world’s dark corners—whetherin Africa or in Polynesia
—1I set up a printing press the first thing, for the press is the great
engine of civilisation, next to steam, and the press means the
newspaper. Mr. Derwent’s fancy is distinctly reactionary, and
diverts money backwards, which is distinctly unnatural and wrong.
Is this the first time he has been troubled with such dangerous
ideas?”

“Then it #s dangerous? Good gracious—a thousand guineas
for one book—how big it must have been ! You alarm me, Doctor
Rackstraw, I'm glad I sent for you, indeed. Will you speak
to him?”

Dr. Rackstraw shook his head. “I'm afraid it would be
of little use,” said he. “I don’t know why, but Mr. Horace
Derwent distrusts me, though I am the most devoted of
his friends, Perhaps he thinks me a little too near the throne—
though Pm far enough from it, God knows . . . . But I
mustn't speak of that. Is this the first time he has had such
a craze?”

“ You agree with me that it must be stopped, then ?”

“Surely I do.”

“ And what do you suppose can be the cause P ”

“I cannot venture to suppose, my dear friend. I have reason
to believe, I know. Here is a young man, full of health, life,
and energy—and blessed with a mother such as—such as—you,
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dear Mrs. Derwent, dear friend : but he has no occupation—none
worthy of such privileges as his are. If I had half his meaus, I
would by this time have civilised the half of Africa; I would
have dressed every megro in clothes like my own, and have
embraced them in the railway system of the world. It can be
done—and I know how. At this very moment I have three
schemes of the kind on hand. I am but a‘ pioneer—Mr. Horace
might be a field-marshal of ‘civilisation, if he pleased. Don’t be
afraid: he needn’t go out anywhere: he needn’t leave your apron
—his home, for a single day. All he need do would be to give his
name to one of my—those—three companions, and serve on the
board. He wouldn't be running after old books then! Speak to
him seriously, dear Mrs. Derwent. Dear friend, I don’t want to
revive unpleasant memories, but Lawrence Derwent—his half-
brother, the colonel’s eldest son— he, too, was a young man with
nothing to do. And see to what %e came!”

‘Whether Dr. Hermon Rackstraw intended the result or not,
Mrs. Derwent flushed up in another sort of fashion than when he
was giving the widow to understand that, with or without hope,
she was the one woman in the world to him,

“ Dr. Rackstraw ! ” she exclaimed, with a sharpness in her voice
which spoke more plainly of departed youth than all the other
effects of all her years, “what,in the name of Heaven, has
a forger, a convict, to do with my son P ”

“Except that they were the sons of one father—nothing:
thank God, nothing, dear friend. I never knew the colomel’s
first wife, Lawrence’s mother; but the colonel must have had
strangely contradictory tastes. She must have been as unlike you
as an alligator from a damask rose. But these skeletons—what
household has them not P—are not meant to be forgotten, They
have their use, and there use is to warn. Mr. Horace, though
he don’t like. me, is-not likely to do anything ungentlemanly,
that I am the first to allow. DBut the same fatal idleness, which
leads one man into erime will lead another into book collecting,
or some other folly which, under all the ecircamstances of life, is
also criminal in its own way. Mr. Horace has, I believe, eight
thousand a year, and will have more. But what is eight thousand
a year to a book-hunter? A drop in the ocean. Ie'll be through
his capital in no time, as sure as my name’s Hermon Rackstraw.
And all for what ?—a shelf full of lumber that he can’t even
read. It's not forgery, but it’s ruin. And, under all the circum-



120 A REAL QUEEN.

stances, 'm hanged, dear friend, if T Jmow which is the worst
of the two. Lawrence Derwent lost Longwood by his fault ; see
that Mr. Horace don’t lose it by his folly, that’s all. There, I
speak my mind, as a pioneer; but I love that boy as if he were
mine as well as yours—and I wish he were!”

The case was too urgent to admit of Mrs., Derwent’s noticing
certain vulgarities in her adviser-general’s way of putting things;
and, indeed, his picture had fairly frightened her. She had not
been able, without masculine help, to see things from so panoramic
a point of view. Ie saw the state of mind into which his zeal
had thrown her, and struck again,

“When I first became acquainted with Colonel Derwent,” said
e, “his son Lawrence was as fine a lad as you'd wish to see.
But he had nothing to do, except what he fancied. Now it was
yachting, now it was dicing, now it was stage-playing ; but the
paramount claims of humanity upon every human atom he could
never be made to see. I don’t believe he cared a cent whether the
women of the Cactus Islands got their stuffs from Lancashire, or
whether they had ne stuffs at all. His father cut him off without
a shilling—I will say for the colonel that he was a just man in
money matters—and very properly made Mr. Iorace his heir.
You know what happened—the young man, having no fixed
principles, tried to set things straight by producing a later will—
forged—and Lowmoor was Ais end. But what’s sauce for the—
the one, is sauce for the other, my dear friend. Mr. Horace
couldn’t do anything unbecoming an honest man and a gentleman
—no, no. But he can lose Longwood as surely as his brother,
Cards, my dear friend, have been called the devil's books, DBut
no less surely, Boolis—old Books—are the devil’s cards.”

“ You frighten me out of my wits!” said Horace’s mother,
rising and pacing the room.  “ I never thought of all this —it is
dreadful! We must think what is to bedone. . . . ButI
mustn’t be selfish. What did you want to say to me!”

“ Oh—1I was half forgetting. After the sad business you have
told me, it seems so small. No, I'm wrong. After all, nothing’s
small, And, in a way, this is really a great thing, though it won't
take five minutes to tell.”

“I'm thinking of my boy! But I canlisten. Well?”

“It's rather a curious circumstance—if it wasn't that too many
curious circumstances happen to me to be noticeable one mora
than the other, I needn't tell you of my old connection with the
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Goblin Islands; you know all about that—that’s where Port Rack-
straw is, which is now bidding fair to be a centre of civilisation in
one of the most neglected corners of the world. I am Agent-
General for the Goblin Islands, and in that capacity I have
received notice that I shall shortly be called upon to do the
honours to a most illustrious personage — in short to a Real
Queen !”

“ Good gracious !—a Queen ? ?

“Yes: a Real Queen. The Queen of an unknown island—
think of there being an unknown island on the world’s map in
these days ? KEven I, who have reason to know how behind-
hand the geographers even still are, was surprised. But there’s
no question about it, dear friend. It must, however, have become
known to some extent, since I was in those seas, and since the
last maps were made, became obviously, if the Queen of that
Island has discovered the rest of the world, some portion of the
world must have discovered the Island. However, that may be,
my correspondent, who is my agent at Port Rackstraw, or rather
whose agent-general I am in Great Britain, writes me that Her
Majesty landed recently from a large canoe at the largest of the
Goblins, not far from Port Rackstraw, and managed to convey to
my agent-correspondent her desire t¢, visit this country. I don’t
know how she ever came to hear of this country—I hope, if it was
from shipwrecked sailors, that the process of cooking them was
not too painfully lon ”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs. Derwent, starting.

“There are notorious cannibals in those seas,” said Dr. Rack-
straw, quietly. “I have been nearly eaten myself, more than a
dozen times : no doubt if I fattened better, I shouldn’t be now sit-
ing here. Anyhow, the desire to break through her barbaric limits
shows remarkable enlightenment in a queen of unheard-of savages
whether they be cannibals or no. It is an occasion of stupendous
interest—a supreme opportunity, dear friend! We have had
African princes, Indian princes, kings from the Sandwich Islands,
Japanese embassies— but never a queen from an island ahsolutely
unknown. Think what she will see and learn, and what a
responsibility rests upon us, who will have the making or marring
of that island to the end of time! I shall lose no time—she
i3 due at Southampton the day after to-morrow. I shall lose not
a day in taking her toBirmingham and Manchester, and the Biack
Couniry, and all our really civilised districts, and make her give
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orders for cotton goods and hardware, and machinery, and every=
thing that an enlightened community can want to buy, or that an
enlightened Empire can want to sell. Bnt even British commerco
isn't everything. IHer Majesty must learn British culture too.
Would you, in the sacred name of civilisation, dear friend, send
one of these cards of yours to this Real Queen?”

“A Queen!”

Mrs. Derwent was impressed by the title, thongh borne by a
savage, who probably would not have known the meaning of the
word. But after a full minute’s rumination, ber thoughts took
another turn,

“Of course as you put it like that.”

“ In the sacred name of civilisation ? ”

“Yes—like that—I don’t like to refuse. DBut a black woman—
perhaps a cannibal! And, oh, Dr. Rackstraw —are you sure they
wear enough clothes #”

“Oh—the colour’s nothing, it gives distinction to a room, and
excites conversation. As for cannibalism—I don’t know how Her
Majesty may live at home, but if she is one, all the better; there's
a delight in civilising a good, right down square barbarian that
one never gets out of your milk-and-water savage. Mirk my
words—she'll be converted from that by her first ice cream. As
for dress—she will of course conform to the custom of the
country. If you'll give me the address of your dressmaker, I'll
put Her Majesty into her hands the day after she arrives. Dear
friend—next to steam, and above the printing press, the foremost
of all civilising agents is a dressmaker, like yours.”

“She is certainly an artist in her way. . . . Well, I sup-
pose I must consent—thoungh really the idea, it is so strange and
eccentric, makes me almost afraid, And how in the world shall I
direct the card ?”

“ Ah—my correspondent writes that she wishes to be incog-
nita: at first, at any rate. As far as I can make out, her proper
title is Qucen — Queen Ngahoung Qhlawu, of the Island of
Apaln. But that won’t do at all. There are reasons, good
reasons, for her going about as a private person: queens never
learn, and only see what they’re shown. We must have a name
and style that won't look odd in a hotel book, and that won’t
be out of keeping with a lady of colour. Let me see—you'd
better ,make out your card to Senhora Miranda. That sounds
Portuguese, and euphoniuns, and perfectly vague—distinguished,
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pronounceable, and telling nothing at all. She shall be Senhora
Miranda while she’s here.”

“Perhaps you would kindly write the name on the card,” said
Mrs. Derwent, seeking among the chaos of cards, filled and un-
filled, that had been left unsorted by her daughters for one that
would serve : “I'm not good at foreign names.” Evidently Dr.
Rackstraw’s recommendation of a new acquaintance was all-
sufficient for her, though to everybody who knew him less inti-
mately his account of the real queen whom he professed to have
caught in the interests of civilisation might seem to require a little
judicious sifting before his faith in the report of his corres-
pondent in the Goblin Islands could be cordially shared. ¢ Here
is a card,” said Mrs. Derwent, at last, taking one from the heap.
“No— that isfor Mr.Fane. What'sthis? Mr. and Miss Fane!”

A light seemed all at once to break upon her—a ray of the
same light that had broken upon the girls when they first heard
of a Miss Fane. “Dr. Rackstraw!” said she.

“ Yes, dear friend ? 7

“Do you know any people of the name of Fane?”

“No. I never knew anybody named Fane.”

“They live at 28, Richmond Place. And——"

“ Well ?—”

“I want you to find out for me who they are.”

CHAPTER XIV.

‘While wearily I wandered round,

I heard a whispered song—
“1n seven years are all things found,

If they be lost so long.

There’s magic on that number set
And they that part in tears,

Yet cannot iu one hour forget.
May meet—in Seven years.”

ERMON RACKSTRAW, the self-appointed agent-general

for the civilisation of savages, and reported by those who did

not like him to make a very fair commercial profit out of

his calling, might easily have executed the behest of the well-
looking and well-left ‘widow if, instead of conversing with the
mother, he had followed the son. Sure enough, Horace Derwent’s
newly awakened passion for old black letter, which had sown such
a harvest of dismay in the family bosom, earried him straight to
the house in Richmond Place, where it was to be indulged. '
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Not many cueh houses are to be seen: though probably this
city of all things has never been at any time without one or two.
For the thing or creature that is not to be found in London is not
to be found in the world.

Horace, at the street door, asked for Mr. Fane, and was ad-
nitted. But the admission apparently amounted merely to a per-
mission to attack a series of barrieades. The entrance passage was
piled with books, presumably, from their exposure to all comers,
of but little value ; even less must have been the worth of those
which served for stumbling-bloeks upon the stairs. It was rather
the entrance to the cave of a slovenly student than of a careful
colleetor ; and Horaee, in the earlier days of his hobby, had won-
dered what sort of servant would consent to stay in a place where
not a tray could be carried upstairs or down without imminent
risk to the neck of bearer. But he had long ceased to wonder
at such impersonal questions. Ile found his own way into
what had no doubt been intended for the drawing-room, to find
confusion ten times confounded. It was a fairly large room,
but how it was furnished no mortal eyes could tell, seeing
that it was the headquarters of the army of volumes whereof
the landing, the staircase, and the passage, were but the out-
posts of the advaneed guard. But, straight as an arrow, his
eyes went straight to a certain corner between the fire-place and
one of the windows. They lighted up by the road, and he moved
eagerly forward, but at the same moment, from the side of the
girl who had brought the brightness into his eyes, there rose,
as if from a cave of books, the figure of a grave young man,
without a coat, and with the sleeves rolled baek as for labour.
Horace looked vexed, and he lounged forward after his normal
fashion, as if he were merely making an ordinary morning eall.

“ You seem busy, Miss Fane,” said he, holding out his hand.

“Oh, don't toueh me!” eried the girl. “Look at my hands,
and touch me if you dare,” she said, holding up two palms that
were certainly strangely black for those of a young lady —his
sisters had never dreamed of hands like these.

It is a long long time since we have seen or thought of Sophy.
Indeed, she has grown out of all knowing; for sinee we knew her
when she was that high—and “that ” was very little—it is going
on for nine years. And yet she has neither grown so much nor
changed so mueh as might be warranted hy the difference between
one-and-twenty and thirteen; for she is still small and vivacious,
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end her eyes are as much like soft lightning as cver they were_
The spirit of curiosity had not, it is to be feared, been exorcised "
1y the incantations of time, and a sprite of mischief seemed td
2ave had a finger in the twisting of every brown curl. That no
woman would have called her pretty, I am sure. That nine men
put of tenwould have sworn that she was pretty, I am equally
sure : at any rate, IHorace Derwent swore it, as he looked, lazily,
wideed, but with looks of little favour, towards the strange young
man without a coat and with turned upsleeves. He was evidently
not a carpenter or a man from the pantechnicon—so what the
devil was his business there?

“Mr. Iargrave—DMr. Derwent,” said Sophy, bringing two
volumes together with a bang, and making their dust fly. “Mkr.
Hargrave is helping me re-arrange the library. A new folio
has come in, and that obliges all the shelves to be arranged over
again. Mr. Derwent, will you taLe off your coat, and roll up your
sleeves, and help, too ?”

Horace bowed his acknowledgment of the introduction,and was
a little surprised to notice that this Mr. Hargrave, for no apparent
reason, started and changed colour on hearing his name—perhaps
the fellow was shy. Altogether he was not, so Horace thought, a
prepossessing person, with his set, almost sullen look, his general
awlcwardness, the atmosphere of dust which he appeared to exhale,
and, above all, his close proximity to Sophy Fane. Horace
would have given much to know how long he had been there.

“If I could help you I'd take off twenty coats,” said Horace,
“but I don’t see why you shouldn’t rest a minute. So your
uncle has been getting a new treasure, has he? Is he better
to-day ?”

“Yes, a little. But you won’t see him,” said Sophy, between
a smile and a sigh. “ He has a new treasure, as yon say—and he’s
carried it off into his den, so that nobody may come between it
and him. We're turning the house out of windows to make a
place for it, Oswald—Mr. Hargrave—and I1.”

That “Oswald and I ” almost made Horace hate Mr. IIargrave.
But he was much too true a young Briton to show his feelings;
and only protested against the occupation of his silent rival by
clearing a dozen volumes off the corner of the sofa, and sitting
down.

“You are sadly lazy !” said she.

“Lazy—yes! Sadly—no. The fact is, I only came to let your



126 A REAL QUEEN.

uncle know that I've been searching everywhere, all over London
for an uncut what’s-his-name—Hunsden’s Flora, you know, that
he said he'd give his ears for ; and that at last I've run lier down.
At least, I Lope 80 ; and I thought he might be glad to know.”

“@lad? Glad isn't the word! But don’t tell him so to-day—
you'll spoil his present pleasure. Wait till that’s in its place,
which, from the look of things I should think would be in about
ten years, and then let him know that there’s something still left
tolive for. Thank you indeed, Mr. Derwent ; not that I can thank
you for 80 much kindness, 8o much trouble—do you mind taking a
very dusty hand ?”

He did not mind; he not only took the very dusty hand, but,
regardless of the coatless rival among the book-heaps, touched it
with his lips, and held it for an instant more. Strange to say,
when this was over, and he looked up, the coatless rival had
vanished from the room.

“Miss Fane,” said he, “ you really oughtn’t to work like this.
Why should one new book cause chaos to come again ?”

“Oh, I don’t mind. It's something to do. And you know my
uncle. If it wasn't for the books, arranging, and the disatranging,
and the re-arranging—but no; nobody could quite know, but
Oswald and me.”

“QOswald ?” asked Horace, his lips, just now made warm by the
dusty little hand, all at once struck cold again.

“Yes, Mr. Hargrave, the gentleman who was here just now.”

“And who is Mr. Hargrave? 1 didn’t know you had any
friends I hadn’t seen. Is he a great friend of yours ?”

“Only the oldest friend we have in the world. We don't see
much of him, I wish we saw more, but he’s 2 good deal abroad.
He—he wanted to marry my poor sister, Rosamond, who died.
He’s pever forgotten her, and he never will—no, though he’s a
man.”

% Though he’s a man! Because he’s a man, you mean. AsifI
could forget—a woman1 loved,” said Horace, unmindful of numbers
one to thirty-two, but feeling that his prejudice against Oswald
Hargrave had been at any rate hasty and premature. “Poor
fellow! I can understand it, though, if she was anything like you.’

“But she was not the least bit like me! She was the most
beautiful, the cleverest, the very best girl that ever was born, or
that ever will be. Talk of me beside Rosamond—me! She
would have died for me, and I would have died for her; and when
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she did die—well, there was the end of life, of everything but old
books, for us all. Everytning broke to pieces after that; poor
Oswald’s heart, and uncle’s antiquities, that turned out to be frauds,
and our old country life—and-~but, well, I can’t do in a stress
what she would have done, but I dowhatIcan. I candustbooks;
so—here goes again.”

The bang of the two dusty volumes went hard to Horace Der-
went’s heart this time.

“Sophy,” began he, unconscious that for the first time he had
spolten her Christian name aloud.

But she was, or seemed to be, intent upon other things. She was
punishing the books heavily, and her eyes were filling with tears.
Horace knew something about the story of the Ifanes, and had
guessed, wrongly enough, a great deal more than he could possibly
know ; but at this moment he felt that all his guessing had all
been wrong. But he had long guessed that he loved her ; and he
knew it now. :

“T will help you with those books,” said he, looking at the
tears in her eyes.

But his very look must have dried them. ¢ You help?” she
agked, with a bright little laugh, as natural as the sunshine in the
heart of an April shower. “ Why, I don’t believe you could work
if you tried. -~ But I forgot—to have got that Flora you must have
worked and walked indeed——"

“And you gave me your fingers for it. Will you give them
again?”

But, alas for his hope to keep those blackeued fingers for at least
one instant longer than before ; at that most promising of moments
Oswald Hargrave came back into the room, clothed this time, and
like a common Christian man ; and two more easy mannered people
than Horace and Sophy no interrupter of a téte-a-téte could pos-
sibly have found.

“Then shall I bring the Flora?” asked Horace, carelessly
enough, “ the next time I call?”

“Please—if you can. I needn’t give it him all at once—"

“Then I will go now,” he said, almost with a sigh: for there
was little pleasure in remaining with this silent Oswald to make a
third.

That visit had not been what he had hoped—nay, it had been
much less, for nine times out of ten, except when her uncle was
present he had found her alone, and h er uncle was deep in some
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new old book every tenth time. Still he had fallen more deeply
in love, and that was something to make his few minutes in Rich-
mond Place not wholly in vain. For it is the loving (I speak
subjeet to correction) that is the great thing in love after all.
Sophy had not said mueh, but what she had said about ler
dead sister had seemed to him full of heart, and her readiness to
laugh through her tears and to ery through her laughter had
tonched him with the whole secret of the spring. It was a real
disappointment to him, however, when, beiug inclined to go home
in company with his own thoughts the longest way, for the sake
of sueh solitude as the streets alone can give a man, he was over-
taken by Oswald Hargrave a very few yards from the door.

So Hargravehad beendelaying to obtain the priceless privilege of
last words ; and Horace might have finished his visit in peace if he
had only had the patience to stay on. Unquestionably Hargrave
was a bore. But still the man who had broken his heart for the
dead sister was to be pitied and borne with, for Horace wasa good-
natured fellow, even when erossed, and he faneied he knew how
be would feel if Sophy should suddenly walk over a'cliff into the
sea, as poor Rosamond had done. Thank God that it had heen

losamond and not Sophy! So he thrust his hands into his
pockets, and asked, quite good-humouredly :

“ Are you going my way ? T'm after that Ilora. Are youa
book-worm too ?”

“Not I,” said Oswald: and, for the first time heard to speak, it
was wonderful how the whole manuer and expression of this grave
voung man seemed to improve; “ but I'll help you angle for the
Flora, if you don't mind.” Horace felt as if the eyes of his eom-
panion were seeking to penetrate him—it was an odd feeling and
not an agreeable one, callous as Horace was to the fancies with
which sensitive people are troubled.

If he could only have guessed what his name, the name of Der-
went, meant to Oswald Hargrave ; but what need is there to specu-
late on what might have happened had he known what he conld
not know ?  For Oswald, and Oswald alone, had clung to the hope,
so passionate as to amount to the faith which scorns reason, that

Yosamond might not have perished ; that her incredible romanee
was no dream of fever, but simply and literally true, and that
Derwent, the escaped forger from Lowmoor, might be forced to
unravel the mystery could he be found anywhere within the circle
of the world. e knew how to keep his faith to himself, as sano
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men know how to keep a secret what others would take for &
craze. But he had changed the life of a farmer for that of a man
as devoted to a craze as if he had been named Aineas Fane. Der-
went is at any rate uncommon enough to serve for a way-mark to
a pursuer who had hitherto sought for the slightest sign of a trail
1 valn,

Assuredly this frank-looking, easy-going young gentleman was
no escaped convict: that was too absurd anotion even to serve as a
straw for a drowning man. But, according to all accounts, the
convict himself had been a gentleman, or at least in the position
of one : he must therefore have had connections in the same con-
dition of life, and this casual meeting with one Derwent might
possibly lead to the discovery of another. Men with fixed ideas
are prone to see the finger of fate in all things, So he strove to
unbend, not unsuccessfully, while the two young men strolled on,
talking of this thing and that, first of books, of which neither
knew anything; then of the same thing in relct'on to Aneas
Fane; then a little, but not much, of Sophy ; then of more mascu-
line matters, and at last drifting into horses ard guns, where they
found a common ground.

“He isn’t half a bad fellow after all,” thought Ho -ace, after a
while. “And if he’s almost Sophy’s brother, I must cultivate
him; but if I had been he, and Sophy had been Rosamond, Z
shouldn’t have had the heart to talk of such things as he can.
I don’t half believe the fellow’s as heart-broken as Sophy thinks,
after ail. Here’s the place where I'm told the Flora hangs out,”
said he. “ A queer enough shop, by Jove! but then these piices
where they brecd book-worms mostly are. Do youmind comir giia?"”

“ Not a bit,” said Oswald, who had not yet contrived to get ine
question that could bear upon so awkward a business as the dis-
covery whether a Derwent like this had ever had the most distant
cousin in Lowmoor.

Horace, who, as a collector, was studying the fine art of bargain-
ing, did not announce his errand at once, but chose to put the raw
lad, who kept the dark, out-of-the-way shop, or rather cross
between a shop and stall, off the scent by taking down volumes
at random from the shelves, chaffing a little meanwhile in a very
unbookworm like way. Oswald lounged farther into the premises,
also looking at volumes in the same random manner, until he nearlv
reached a desk separated from the shop by a ground glass door.
And, while standing here, he distinctly heard these words spoken,

9



130 A REAL QUEEN.

n a certain north-country accent which he had not beard since
Silver Moldwarp had been detected in forging Pheenician dials nine
years ago—

“ I'm never mistook, Mister. Instinc’sasure guide. And if the
villain that nigh did for me in Pix-Knoll's named Lawrence Der-
-went, then Lawrence Derwent, with these very eyesI saw Tuesday
morning, as plain as I see—"

“Shop!” cried the lad; “Ilere’s a gentleman ’quiring after
that there Floorer——"

It was Silver Moldwarp, with his ragged jacket exchanged for an
almost professional suit of blaek, and with gilt spectacles on nose,
who emerged from the den behind the glass door. Oswald rapidly
turned his back, and affected to be absorbed in the nearest shelves,
His companion had evidently heard nothing. But, though thus
quick-witted enough to conceal himself from the rascal who seemed
to know so much, Oswald’s heart was literally standing still.
After nine long years of search to light upon this aceident after
all! The finger of fate, indeed >—Say rather fate’s open hand.
“To him who waits, all things come.”

CHAPTER XV.

Light up the hall—threw wide the door:
The house is whire, without, within
Each secret nook is swept and clean,

With greenest rushes on the floor.

The spirit of infinite unrest
Who till to-uight possessed my gate
Hath flown hefore the hour’s too late
To welcome in a better guest.
. . . . °

Who needs to knock when doors are wide ?
Welcome! For none would seek to pass
These portals save the pure, Alasl

’*Tis He—"tis He, with seven beside!

ITAT terrible discovery—that his niece was dead, and that
Silver Moldwarp was an impostor—had fallen with
crushing force upon Aneas Fane. TUp to that moment

there was not a more perfectly happy elderly gentleman in exis-
tence; ke had no anxieties, no troubles, no cares. As a justice of
the peace, and as otherwise the most important person in the
parish, he could feel himself of use in the world, and, since his
actual duties amounted to nothing, he might lie dswn to sleep
every night of his life in the happy consciousness that all had
been well done 2.d noue omitted, But, above all, he possessed
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the.one, true, infallible secret of human happiness—he had a
hobby. Not only so, but he possessed in Pix-Knoll a treasure
house of ever fresh antiguity to which Pompeii was a poor
modern invention, only fit to amuse the vulgar, and the British
Museum little more than a lumber room. Moreover, he rode his
hobby with brains—with real braius, in their way. He was not
a mere collecter, but had staked his mind and his soul upon the
belief that, from the historical fossils of Pix-Knoll he, a greater
Cuvier, was restoring, not merely the skeletons of birds and beasts,
but the very image of pre-historic Man—accounting for the unac-
countable, and playing (Edipus tothe arch Sphynx of the world.
Nor as yet had his theories been put upon printed paper, and so
exposed to that microscopic criticism of envious or jealous rivals
which robs great discoveries of so much of their bloom. As yet
he was in the happy state of being his own public, his own only
critic, and the judge of his own present merits and future fame,
Nor was he, like so many great collectors and other discoverers,
troubled by his woman-kind: while at the same time he had the
advantage over those no less many others who are without woman-
kind to trouble them. His nieces, united, did not amount to a
wife. A wife—a thousand to one—would have distracted his at-
tention, made havoc of his flints, dusted his shelves, Cespisel his
hobby as stuff and nonsense, and sent Silver Moldwarp about his
business pretty quickly. All this she would have done had she
been a woman of tact: if she had been otherwise—but that sup-
position is too cruel. Rosamond and Sophy simply gave the house
its home feeling, and kept the flints from turning too hard and
cold. If he loved the work of Silver Moldwarp’s rascally fingers
like a poet and a lover, he would have given his second-best arrow-
head to saveeither of thechildren from any real and lasting sorrow.
Can many men say as much? Can any whole-hearted collecting
man say more ? Nay, I will go further—he would have given up
all hope of obtaining a real Pheenician sun-dial to save Rosa-
mond from dying. But when her horrible death was accompanied
at the same moment by clear and open proof that Silver Mold-
warp was an impostor, forger, cheat, that he himself, Eneas Fane,
had been a dupe and an idiot, and that Pix-Knoll, instead of being
a library of unwritten history, was merely a common chalk-pit—
why then Rosamond’s fate was only death, but Silver Moldwarp’s
exposure was the end of the world. Life had come down with a
run, like a house of cards: and what is so bideous as to wake to

9 a
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the consciousness of afooled and wastes life when one is no longe
young enough to begin again ?

For years afterwards Sophy could not bring herself to think of
the terrible time that followed ; for months, she, child as she wu.s,
feared to lie down in her bed, for fear it should haunt her dreams.
No very deep feelings were needed to make it seemn as if, with the
loss of Rosamond, life had been roughly wrenched in two; while
to Oswald and the few neighbours it seemed as if her uncle would
never recover from the blow. Incapable of imagining that ho was
half maddened, or rather half paralysed, with the murder of kis
hobby-horse, and believing him to be somewhat dull and cold-
hearted, the apparent breaking of his heart over the loss of his
niece bewildered eve 2 the parish doetor ; he seemed unable to lift
up his head, and kept his room in what was taken for an excess
of grief, but was in reality an agony of shame. IIe did grieve
for Rosamond—more, perhaps, than he himself knew. DBut the
greater passion must needs swallow up the less; and, while the
flints of Pix-Knoll were the ruinsof a man’s pride and vanity, the
loss of Rosarnond was just the ‘oss of Rosamond, and nothing more.
It was but a miserable part of an infinitely more miserable
whole,

Oswald, helped by the Pitcairns and the Doctor, thought his
best for Sophy—all that was left of RRosamond i the world, The
house whence her sister had been taken and where her uncle wes
in this state of mind and body, was no place for a ehild to be left
inalone. .3ut even this grave consideration had to be delayed ;
for at the first suggestion of Sophy’s going to stay for a little
while with the Pitcairns, Unele Alneas broke into a fit of anger—
the first in which he had ever been seen. Ie never seemed to
want the child about him, and yet he was manifestly unable to
bear the thought that he was to be deprived of the last real thing,
however trifling, that had been left him of his exploded colleetion.
So Sophy had to be left alone for the present : and then the anger
fit was sueceeded by one of brooding in absolute silenee and soli-
tude. “We must have another opinion,” said the Doetor to
Oswald, “He'll be going melancholy mad: and I don’t under-
stand it at all. Of course it’s bad to lose a niece in that way,
poor young thing, or in any other—but it's not a thing to go mad
for. 'Why the poor girl's lover, if she'd been old enough to have
one, couldn't have done more.” But, at the end of many days,
Sophy herself was startled by the sudden appearance of Uncle
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ZEneas in the drawing-room; he had not made his appearance
once among his shelves and drawers since thkeir contents had
been proved to be lies.

He did not say a word, or even seem to netice that she was
there—though, indeed, that was Sophy’s way, to be wherever
anything was happening, and to see without being seen. Some
change appeared to have come over the old gentleman, though
the child was still too young to realise what it meant to him to
come among the treasures which had turned to dust and rubbish
like Fairy gold. After a moment or two he went out of the
room, and presently returned, dragging in a large sack, which had
once held potatoes. Then he pulled out all his shelves and his
drawers, tossed and swept their contents into the sack, and
rang the bell for the housemaid. “Send Pritchard here,”
said he.

The man came. “ Pritchard,” said Uncle Aneas, shortly, “put
this sack of rubbish into a wheelbarrow, wheel it to the cliff, and
turn it over into the sea. Sophy, my dear,” he said, turning to
his niece, “of all the idiotic crazes that a man can take up,
arch®ology is the most idiotic and the most crazy. It was in-
vented by rogues to cheat fools—or else by fools to give rogues a
trade. 'What can it signify what men did before we were born ?
Not a flint—not a flint, Sophy !”

Sophy had now and then thought herself rather wicked for not
being able to respect the flints sufliciently, or to see their beauties.
But the loss of her sister, her heroine, almost her idol, had left
ber little heart very sore, and the tears ran to her eyes when she
saw her uncle contemptuously discarding the household gods with
his own hands. And to be thrown over that cliff—where Rosamond
had gone to be swallowed by the sea which Sophy felt she would
dread and hate for evermore !

But Uncle Aineas had become wonderfully calm, It wascla-
that the wholesale destruction of his idol, now it was proved hut
of common store, did not cost him a single pang. ¢ They want
you to go to the Pitcairns,” said he. “ There’s no need for that—
and I rather fancy they want to put me into a madhouse : but there’s
m0 need for that either, my dear. I'm sane—for the first time
snce I picked up the first bit of trash on Pix-Knoli. But they’re
all right in one thing—Crossmarsh is no longer the place for me
and you. Bless my soul it would be like living in a grave: and I
can’t meet the neighbours after what has happened: no, never
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again, I can't sit on the bench while all the Court’s saying,
¢ That’s TFane of Crossmarsh: the old fool that was cheated by
Silver Moldwarp, and didn’t know an ancient Pheenician’s work
from a modern English knave’s” We'll travel: you shall see the
world before you cry your eyes and your heart out, little girl.
We won't stay here. But we won't part. Now She's gone, and
They're gone—there’s not much but you and me left in the
world.”

This was by no meeans in his old vein of talk, such as that in which
he had received Oswald’s first offer for the hand of poor Rosamond.
But it was gentler, and kinder, and not without sense, and it made
Sophy ery all the more. Nor could Oswald, when he heard of
Lis old friend’s plan, find it in his heart to persuade him to remain
in a place where every gorse-bush and every flint-stone would
henceforth be a menument of misery and, in /Eneas Fane's case,
of morbid shame. Oswald Iargrave breathed no further worl
of his faith, a faith beyond the reach of reason, that Rosamond,
whom he loved, was still either to be discovered or avenged. Ile
saw what Sophy could not see—that Anecas Fane was changed
and softened because broken down, and that a complete change of
place and life was in reality the wisest medicine that could be
prescribed,  So, before long, Sophy had bidden Crossmarsh a half-
sorrowful, half-hopeful good-bye, and had crossed those limits of
the outer world which her dead sister's fancy had clothed with
such awe.

Well—Sophy was, after all, but a child. Twelve or thirtcen
years are not enough for a soul to take root in life, and to be killed
or even much hurt, by the process of uprooting. She had loved
Rosamond with the love of sister for sister, of sister for brcther,
of friend for friend, almost of danghter for mother, all in one : and
yet, at the end of a year’s journeying to and fro, her need of Rosa-
mond in her life was over, and, by the end of another, memory itself
had grown dim. TRosamond would always occupy the shrine of
a saint in her heart, not to be thought of without tears: but then
Sophy’s tears were as near her eyes as her laugh was near her lips,
and such shrines are never left open all day long. It was a
pleasant, rambling life they led, unspoiled by definite plans or by
more lessons than her cager curiosity inspired her to learn ; while
the languages of many lands came to her without any troublesome
sort of learning. Sometimes they would make a long stay of many
months at some place that pleased them: sometimes they would
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malke a long tour. By the time Sophy was eighteen she had be-
come, in many respects, a citizeness of the world, and yet, by luck,
or by instinet, or by quickness of wit, she, though an heiress and
something of a beauty, had kept her heart as well as her hand as
free as air. As for her uncle, though he had never recovered his
old manner, he was, to all appearance, as sane as if he had never
found Silver Moldwarp or lost poor half-forgotten Rosamond : and
he was falling into the position of his niece’s very Lumble and
obedient slave more and more day by day. In short, Fate was
doing her utmost to spoil Sophy: and the only wonder was that
it took such a power as Fate so long to do.

But Fate had other views in store than the spoiling of a girl
Naturam expellas—Pitchfork Dame Nature out, yet back she’li
crawl.

One day—it was at Venice—Uncle neas picked up from
some dealer or other a fragment of lace that would please Sophy :
or that he thought would please her. And so it did: but the ac-
quisition pleased Uncle Aneas himself—though he knew nothing
whatever about such things—still more. Ina week he had reaa
a book about lace : in a month he had as many specimens as would
fill a large portmanteau: in another he had to increase the amount
of his luggage to meet this new demand. “I intend to maxze a
great collection of all the sorts of lace in the world,” argued he,
“old and new. It ought to bedone., There’s no archaology about
it—no, no. It doesn’t take one back more than three hundred
years—a mere yesterday. And it is beautiful in itself, atd the
production still goes on.” Sophy thought nothing of the matter,
and, as she wrote to Oswald Hargrave (then, for reasons best
known to himself, in the United States), it gave Uncle Aneas
a new interest in life, and revived his energies. They began to
travel with a purpnse now ; and

Yes—you may reform the criminal: you may cure the drunkard:
you may make the camel pass through the needle’s eye—such things
have been done; you may, perhaps, wean a smoker from his pipe
—such a thing may once have been known: but & collector from his
hobby, not without murder. Ile who had made a museum of
used penny stamps and curionsly marked oyster-shells in his child-
hood, and coins in his hot youth, and imaginary flint knives and
arrow-heads in his middle age, could not escape from the law of
his being. Why should he, indeed ? He had nothing else to do;
and nothing wearies so utterly as travel without an aim. To be
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satisfied with doing nothing, one must sit still—and then people
find it easy enough, considering Low many such people there are.

In short, Eneas Fane was himself again. The only difference
in him now was that he had lost constancy—there had to be some
effect from a disenchantment so great as to have unhinged his
mind. You may mend a broken rope, but there will always be a knot
in it: and in Aneas Fane’s case the knot was a readiness to chango
from purpose to purpose, whenever some new temptation fell in
his way. Even as the most inconstant of lovers is he whose heart,
in spite of himself, remains true to the memory of a false first love,
so did Aineas Fane, jilted by pre-historic archaology, fly from
mistress to mistress—from lace to porcelain, from porcelain to
butterflies. And then he no longer had the parish of Crossmarsh,
but all Europe, for his hunting ground ; and every city, old and
new, had a fascination of its own. Ile became a very Don Juan
of vertu, and made the acquaintance of a hundred new Moldwarps,
both Jew and Gentile, though perhaps of few able so completely
to meet his wishes half way as the old.

And so by swift and sure descent, he fell, in due course, into
the hands spread open to receive him at the bottom of the slope
of the collector’s Avernus—into those of the Book Fiend. From
those claws alone there is no return. e possessed the two grand
qualifications for a veritable bibliomaniac; he knew nothing of
books, and he never read them. There is no need to tell how the
taste began. No doubt it began with a thousand accidents, all
converging towards one point, as all the magnetic needles in the
world converge to a common pole. But it had an unlooked-for
effect upon the life of Sophy, who was strong enough to twist her
mere uncle round her finger, but not to turn an inch from his path
her uncle plus a craze. A man cannot carry about a library, even
though he travel with half the luggage of an American belle. He
and she had to settle down, so that the last new Fane collection
might fix itself and grow. And thus it had come to pass that
3, Richmond Place, became a great literary lumber room, into
which all the Moldwarps of that department of trade shot, with
much profit to themselves, what would otherwise have been their
bad bargains.

Of course all this cost money. But Sophy, who had never had
occasion to learn what money means, took it all for granted, and
never thought of asking—considering that Uncle /Eneas scarcely
bad a penny of his own—whence all the money came. It was
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much more strange that, after her girlhood of travel and well-nigh
daily excitement, she could settle down, in fair content, to a dull
life of dust and mould, wherein the grand incidents were the per-
petual shifting of the contents of the shelves; for Uncle Aineas
arranged his library on system, and one new acquisition implied
universal change. The best of girls would have ample excuse for
fretting and beating her wings. Then why did not Sophy, who,
if a good enough girl as girls go, was still very far from being the
best of girls ?
Perhaps, as yet, not even Sophy herself could have told why.

¢ Oswald has been here,” said she, when, both her visitors hav-
ing taken their leave, her uncle came in to see the result of her
work, with a folio under his arm, and a duodecimo in his hand.
He was certainly older than nine years ago, and had breathed the
air of books long and deeply enough to have acquired the look and
bearing of a scholar., Perhaps about this there was a certain
amount of scarcely conscious affectation: but there was none in
the less upright carriage of the shoulders, and the half-weary
manner that he had never quite lost since his life had been snapped

.in two.

“I know it—he has been with me.. And young—what’s his
name ?—has been here, t00.”

“Yes, uncle,” said Sophy, with scarcely the dream of a tlush;
“he came to say he had found that book, the Flora.”

“Aye? DBlessmy soul! He’s a good lad, and has the making
of a real man in him. Now Oswald, with all his merits, will
never be a real man—I don’t believe he knows one book from
another. Ah, the Flora !—when do you think it will be here ?”

“T think—I'm almost sure—Mr. Derwent is going to see about
it to-day.”

“ That young Derwent, Sophy, is as fine a fellow as ever lived !
IIow have you been getting on?”

¢ Famously—thanks to Oswald ! He’s had his coat off, working
like ten. See there, uncle—nine shelves arranged.”

Uncle Aneas looked critically from the nine shelves that were
arranged to the chaos remaining on the floor, from which the new
order had been growing so slowly, and with so much labour of
hands, patience, method, and brains. ““Well,” said he, “ then
there’s not so much harm done, after all. T was afraid youw'd have
done more.”
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“More P—why I thought you'd have said we'd done wonders!”
said she.

But then there’s the Flora coming, you see! So, you must see
for yourself, that arrangement we've been making will never do.
It must be revised and recast, entirely. The Flora must go on
that shelf: and it will have to be the point of a new section,
which will alter all the others.”

“QOh, Uncle! Do you mean all to-day’s worlt is to be thrown
away, and all those shelves emptied, and %

“ Not thrown away, Sophy. This is literary work, yeu know :
you can't take too much trouble with that—the more you take, the
better it’s done. I'll spend this evening in drawing up a new
arrangement, ready for the Ilora, and then to-morrow you and
Oswald can begin all over again. Just think, Sophy— the Flora :
the only copy in the whole world!”

There must indeed have been some unseen element in Sophy’s
Tondon life to make this sort of life endurable ; for this sort of
labour in vain, and this sort of talk, had become the story of every
day. Tortunately, for this afterncon at least, her work was over,
and, until the new arrangement was ripe for discussion, she was
free to take up a book—it was not one of lier uncle’s—in which she
was interested enough to think her own thoughts ever; and they were
far from being unpleasant ones. Meanwhile, her uncle, catalogue
and pencil in hand, inspected the shelves, with his mind full of the
Flora. For the hundredth time since he had become a slave of the
Book Demen he felt that he had not lived in vain; his shoulders
straightened, his chest expanded, and he now and then paused to
stroke the back of some once supreme treasure as fondly as if
it were alive. d

Sophy was sitting in the window : and—exactly as in old times
—it was just while she happened to be sitting there that a
stranger passed along the terrace whese appearance caught her at-
tention. Nine years of varied scenes had cultivated and de-
veloped, instead of rendering callous and dull, her nateral genius
for seeing and hearing everything that went on around her; and,
withont the least effort, she had become perfectly familiar, by
sight, with every man, woman, child, deg, cat, and canary who
made up the population of Richmond Place, and even with the
friends and relations who came to see them. It was not the sign
of a large mind, but, in Ler case at ieast, it was no sign of an ill-
patured one. On the contrary, her faculty helped to keep her
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heart fresh by turning an ordinary thoroughfare into a per-
petual comedy, with its heroes and heroines, its mysteries and it3
oddities; and it may be that, after all, watching one’s neighbours
overmuch is the better fault than heeding them teo little.  Had
Rosamond been alive, she would no doubt have buried herself in
the back of the house with her fancies—she would have seen no-
thing but hats and bonnets from the front windows, while Sophy
would have seen nothing from the back but the cats. so differently
are such common things as human eyes made. There was nothing
out of the way, of course, in the fact that a strange man, tall and
lean, was walking along the pavement of Richmond Place. Stran-
gers of all shapes and sizes are common in London, and Richmond
Place was open to them all. But Sophy’s attention was caught by
the entirely individual manner in which he wore his hat well at the
back of his head, by a certain defiant and aggressive carriage of his
umbrella, and by his unfashionable length of stride. Ie pulled
up at the door of No. 30, and took a view of the door. Then he
turned back, and knocked at the door, the Fanes’ own door, under
Sophy’s very eyes. There must be something really strange about
this stranger, after all.

“Ql, uncle!” she exclaimed—unnecessarily enough—* there’s
somebody at the door!”

“Qswald, I suppose ? I'm glad of it—he can get down these
books again. Or—DBless my soul, if it should be the Flora and
that young man !”

“ No, uncle—it’s nobody we know.”

“ ¢ Dr. Hermon Rackstraw ?’” asked Uncle ZEneas, reading
from the stranger’s card that the maidservant contrived to carry
across the barricades. “Who's Doctor Hermon Rackstraw ?
‘What does he want? Did he say? ‘Wants to see me for a
minute on business ? Well I'm very busy, as you see ; but if it’s
only for a minute, I suppose I must see him, though, in a library
like this, minutes are precious things. . No-—den’t show him into
the study ; show him in here. . . . It doesnt do to show a
complete stranger into the study, Sophy, there are things
there I'd think twice before letting my own brother, if X
had one, see. Things I'd scarcely trust my own self alone
with, if they belonged to somebody else, and I had my great
coaton. . . . Dr. Rackstraw P” he asked, a little more doubt-
fully, as the visitor’s long legs took the barricades, two at a time.

“I am Dr. Rackstraw,” said the other. “I hope you will fors
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give me, sir, for dispensing with forms and ceremonies, but, if
you ever come to know me better, you will find that I am not a
ceremonious man.” e caught sight of Sophy in her corner, and
bowed. “The truth is, I ventured to call inthe hope that a great
master, like yourself, would pardon the intrusion of a humble,
sadly ignorant, but enthusiastic pilgrim. In short, I have heard
that the Fane Collection is rapidly getting to be one of the
wonders of the world: and, as a traveller, I hoped I might
be permitted to inspect it, as one of the lions of London. I trust
I was not wrong ?”

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Uncle Enees, holding out his
hand, and colouring like a girl with pleasure and pride, for this
was his first word of sympathy—the first note blown for him upon
the trumpet of Fame. Indeed—indeed, Dr.—Rackstraw, I had no
idea—Of course a bibliophile like yourself—Not that my littlo
collection is much to boast of as yet, though I have ore or two
things worth seeing—Pray sit down, if you can find a chair; we
are hard at work arranging you see. Sophy—Dr. Rackstraw; Dr.
Rackstraw—my niece, Miss Fane.”

“I am deeply honoured, I'm sure,” said Dr. Rackstraw, as
Sophy was brought formally into view, ¢ Travellers are always
privileged, but to receive me at once so generously into a treasure-
house like this is something more than kind.”

“You are a traveller ?” asked Uncle neas, struck by some-
thing in the general appearance and manner of his visitor. “Are
you an American? I have met many Americans on the Continent,
and some of them are terrible rivals to us poor European
bibliophiles—"

4 No, sir—I have been in America, but I am not an American,
and I have been in Australia, but am not an Australian: and
among the Cannibals, but am not a Cannibal. And I was born in
England but am not exactly an Englishman. I am a citizen of no
mean city—that is to say, of the World. My position in London
is that of Agent-Gereral for the Goblin Islands: so I am & man
of the future. But I am a man of the past too, when I get a whiff
of the calf-skin and leather—sweeter to us book hunters, Miss
Itne, than eau de cologne.”

“ Do you mean that my modest collection has been lieard of in
the Goblin Islands?” asked Uncle /Eneas. “ That is very won-
derful to hear! T can't guess how it happened—I thought I was
quite unknown!”
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“ Ah, Mr. Fane-—don’t you remember what the poet says of
Glory: how she ‘shuns those who chase her—those who shun,
pursues’? T'm afraid that literature isn't very highly developed
in the Goblin lslands as yet, but I'm doing what I can,
and it is one of my visions to found a library—a real
library, such as you and I understand the word—at Port
Rackstraw——"

But Uncle Aneas did not want to talk about the Goblin Islands
of which until this moment he had never heard the name. I have
said he had blushed like a girl—and well he might, for he was in
the position of a girl who, after waiting long for her first lover
receives at last her first offer when she was least of all dreaming
of such a thing. A sort of glors, not his own, appeared to radiate
from Dr. Hermon Rackstraw, and the whole air took the colours of
the rose. '

“Yes, yes,” said Uncle /neas, hastily. “But you want to see
my books—such as they are. I'm sorry their present temporary
disarrangment on the floors and landings makes the catalogue use-
less until I have made a new one, but I can get without trouble at
the best things. Ah—here’s something you'll enjoy; a first edition of
the complete poetical works of Anon, 1617, printed by—Ilet me see;
ah, of course, Nemo. Or wait—before you look at that, here’s a
black letter copy of the famous treatise of the Dutch Jesuit, Van
Daft, on the sixth angle of the pentagon—I bought it for no more
than two hundred florins at Frankfort, in the Judengasse. Three
leaves are missing, I'm sorry to say—but then I don’t believe there’s
another copy of that book in existence that has lost three leaves
« « « .And here’s a binding——

And so he mounted his hobby, and made it gallop. Dr. Rack-
straw, thongh he had given the impression of a talkative person,
said but little, and generally played the part of a wise man who,
for his own purposes, has to play an intelligent part in respect of
a subject which he does not understand. Uncle Aneas, once set
going, could have enjoyed going on till the end of time: and ye
preseutly, without any apparent check, the talk ceased to be quite
so one-sided, and to include not only the books themselves, but
the people and the incidents connected with their acquisition
1t was the Flora, still uppermost in the heart of Uncle Aineas,
which touched this fuller key. “ What's the name of the young
fellow who's taking so much trouble about it, Sophy? asked he,

Mr. Derwent, uncle, do you mean £”
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“ Yes—Derwent ; it's so difficult to fix names that one never
sees in a catalogue—"

«Indeed,” asked Dr. Rackstraw. I know some Derwents very
well. I wonder if it’s any of those.”

“ Not unlikely,” said Unclo /Eness, ¢ Under my guidance he's
getting to know something about beoks, too. It isn’t everybody
who could go straight, by instinct, to a book like the Flora, as
he’s done. It reminds me of another man, that~———No: Bless my
soul what am I saying ?* I mean—he's a young man that my niece
“and I came across somewhere abroad. 'Where was it, Sophy ?”

It was when we were last in Switzeriaud,” said she.

% Ah, yes—Switzerland : the most uninteresting country in the
world. You might stay there for a year, and not find a thing
worth looking at—much less buying——"

“1 know—Horace Derwent; I know him well. A fine young
fellow, and with a most extraordinary love of—books, as you say.
I've known the whole family for years. What a curious family
history theirs has been, to be sure!”

“Indeed ?” asked Uncle /Eneas, carelessly, while feeling that
his first disciple was beginning to slip from his clutch, he
searched for some other wonder. Sophy’s ears began to prick;
so she turned her eyes upon ler book, and unostentatiously turned
over a page. What could Horace Derwent’s family history signify
to her?

“Yes,” said Dr. Rackstraw, while he also turned over the pages
of the last volume that had been given him to examine. “It
isn’'t every man in his position, you see, who has a convict for a
half-brother, or who comes into a fine estate without being his
father’s eldest son. But of course you know ail that——"

“No,” said Uncle Aineas, “I never lLeard. Confound that
Mother Goose—I1 must find it though——"

“ The old colonel’s heir, you see—son by a first marriage—was
a wild lot; a bad lot, I'm afraid I must say. Hoa did his best to
get himself cut off with a shilling, and, when he succeeded, he
had no right to complain. He was the Lawrence Derwent, you
know, who was sentenced to penal servitude, oz transportation—
I forget which—for destroying the will that made his little
half-brother, Horace, the heir. It was a bad case—he stole the
will from where it was kept in the very room where his father
lay dying, and destroyed it under his dying tuther’s very eyes.
Luckily—providentially, I should say—there was plentyof proof ,
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of what the contents of the will were; or else our friend Horace,
and his sisters, and his mother, would have been beggars, and—
but, as I said before, there’s a providence about these things, and
justice was done. Perhaps you remember the trial, Mr. Fane ?
It made some noise in itstime. . . , Yes—thisis a curious book
indeed; quite unique, I should say.”

Sophy, though she continued to turn over her own pages, felt
that the eyes of Dr. Rackstraw were resting upon her in a
manner that made her feel fidgety and uncomfortable—as if
either he could read in her the precise amount of the interest she
took in Horace Derwent, and was making her conscious of it also,
or as if he were venturing to admire her, on his own account, in a
manner to which her long course of foreign travel had, whils
giving her considerable experience of it, failed to accustom her.
She did not choose to let herself be driven from the room, but she
could not help feeling relieved when all her uncle’s efforts to
detain him were exhausted, and the long lags, the long frock
coat, and the uncomfortable eyes were gone at last.

“I don’t like Dr. Rackstraw!” said she, closing her book, and
tossing it aside. “Do you ?”

“Not like him ? Bless my soul, child! Wky he's the most
intellectual man I ever met. He really does understand books;
he doesn’t only talk about them——"

“He certainly did not say much—about beoks,” said Sophy.

“Of course not. He came to learn, and very naturally listened
to me. But what he did say was to the purpose. I only hope
he’ll come again. It has always been one of my great sorrows,
Sophy—of course it isn’t your fault—that I shall leave nobody
behind me to take a properly intelligent interest in my work, and
to carry it on when I am gone. I'm not collecting for the nation,
you lmow, to have the collection of a life-time swamped and
scattered. You heard, didn’t you, what Dr. Rackstraw said of
the Fane Collection—even so far as it has gone? Tve been
waiting to meet with some such man all my life. "Who knows
but this Dr. Rackstraw—uwith his learning, his vast experience,
his evident ability, and his modesty—may be the very man?”

Sophy, until this hour, would have said that she knew her
uncle, her constant companion of years, better than she knew
herseif. But now she felt as if all her experience had been
thrown away. Never till now bad his secret vanity been touched
and exposed, and the hunger for sympathy in his pursuits, which
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po human being had ever dreamed of giving him, received the
promise of being satisfied. One who had seen less of him than
she might have pereeived symptoms of something far more
dangerous than mere hobby-riding in the change which all these
years had wrought in the Squire of Crossmarsh; a hundred
things would have struck comparative strangers as strange which
appeared perfectly natural to her, who had only really known
him (or thought so) since Silver Moldwarp’s time, It needed
some such incident as this afternoon’s visit to make her realise
that the eccentricities of Uncle Eneas were something deeper
than an idle elderly gentleman’s way of killing time.

“No,” said she, “I do not like Dr. Rackstraw. And why did
he make such a point of telling us that scandal about the
Derwents, What was it to us, or to him ?”

“Scandal—the Derwents? Why you must bave been asleep
over our book-talk, my dear, and dreaming! I never heard a
word of anything of the kind. Well—I suppose it is natural
for a child like you to find men’s talk dull—Dr. Rackstraw’s—or
young Derwent’'s—or mine! Never mind, my dear; Nature
knew what she was about when she made men and women with
different minds. There never was yet a book huntress. I know
what I'm about—and you can’t possibly diskke Dr. Rackstraw,
when I tell you that I have never met a man who gave me such a
complete sense of intellectual power.”

Sophy had been unable to see any signs of the intellect; but
she had to confess to herself that the man’s very impudence had
served as evidenee of some sort of power. He had not said a
single word worth the saying, and she was convinced in her heart
that he cared as little about old books as he kuew of them, and
that he knew about them rather less than nothing—so why had
he called? Surely, not merely to rake up for the benefit of
strangers old scandals about their friends. She wished he had

never called, and yet could not have given the ghost of a reason
why,
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CHAPTER XVI,

I come from where night falls clearer
Than your morning sun can rise—
From an earth that to heaven draws nearer
Than your vision of paradise:
For the things that your dreamers dream, we behold them with open eyes,

From the heart of an ancient garden
Girt fast with four walls of peace,
‘Where he who is set for warden
From his vigil shall never cease
Nor quench the flame of his sword till the trumpet shall sound Release.

$ QU need not trouble yourself about the Fanes,” said Dr.

Rackstraw to Mrs. Derwent. “I have done your

bidding, you see, and have surveyed the whole land,
The old gentleman is the most hopeless old idiot to be found
out of an asylum, I enquired about him of a man in the trade
with whom I have some acquaintance and who would be likely to
know: and he told me what I afterwards saw for myself—that
the poor old fellow is on the high road to Bedlam, or to the
workhouse, or both together. Ie’ll give the most enormous
prices for any trash in the shape of a book that nobody else
would give a straw for, and fancies he’s gathering a library that’s
to be the wonder of the world, That’s his form of monomania,
it seems. He got acquainted with Mr. Horace abroad—as for
leading him into any extravagant or disreputable courses, the
votion is absurd. He is simply a ridiculous old idiot—that’s all.”

“Not quite all,” said Mrs. Derwent. “Thank you very much
for your trouble, but it wasn’t the father I wanted to hear about
—it was the girl. As if I thought for a moment that Horace
was likely to get entangled with a bookworm! London isn’t the
Goblin Islands, you know——-7"

“And girls have a great deal to do with what happens in
Tiendon? True, dear friend—and in the Goblin Islands also.
Still, in this case, I don’t know we need trouble ourselves about
Miss Sophia Fane. I saw her. She’s a poor, washed out little
‘thing, without a good feature or a word to say for herself—one
goose, who wouldn’t be able to say ‘ Bo’ to another—"

“Which means, that she is sly. But—are they well off, should
you say ? 'What Fanes are they? Do they live in good style—
or how? Who knows them—whom do they know? Really
you have told me nothing at all. And surely you see the import-
ance—Horace is so young, and so much depends on his making no
mistake that will hang about him all his days.”

10
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% Oh—as to that—my bookselling friend knows all about them
at least all there’s any need to know. They’re Fanes of some-
where—County people, who've been abroad for some years,
They know nobody in particnlar, and nobody in particular knows
them. Their house is good enough, but they evidently have no
establishment, and it’s all a litter of books—ycu tumble over
them even on the stairs.”

“Thank you,” said Mrs. Derwent. “I think we women see
things the quickest, after all. Connty people who live abroad for
years, and then hide themselves away in town without establish-
ment or friends—I think we know what that means; and indeed
I guessed as much all along. Of course I must let that card go,
but I shall know where I am.” ‘

¢ And that other card—to Senhora Miranda, I mean?”

“To the Queen of ? Yes: it's gone.”

“I thank you, dear Mrs. Derwent. I assure you that she’ll
be the lioness of the season—a Real Queen. I must see about
meeting and preparing for her; but I sha’n’t be absent many
days.”

Lest there should be any euspicion of mystery attaching to
the proceedings of Dr. Hermon Rackstraw in relation to Ilorace
Derwent’s suspected love affair, let it be understood at onec that
he had, simply in obedience to the desire of that careful mother,
Mrs. Derwent, betaken himself to the authority from whom he
was likely to learn most of the manners and customs of any
particular connoisseur in Mr. Fane’s reputed line—an elderly
dealer in curiosities of all kinds, literary and otherwise, who
traded within a narrow.but profitable connection under the name
of Crake & Co. “Fane? what—old Fane of Crossmarsh ? I should
think I did, too!” was the answer of the representative of the
firm. “A regular old ass—but as rich as a mine, if that's what
you want to know, I never see him—for reasons; and if he knew
my name was Moldwarp, I should lose my best customer! like I
once lost him before, in another line, before I turned respectable.
I was in his service—what we call professional flinting—when
young Lawrence Derwent got out o’ Lowmoor; and then dis-
agreeables happened that made me and him not part the best o’
friends. But somehow I'd an instinc’ that him and me was made
for one another—why, Doctor, that old addle-pate could no more
Tive without a Moldwarp round than he can see through a mill-
ston’, Either me or Miss Sophy will be well off when he goes,
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But, Doctor, begging your pardon, what do you want of old Fane ?
That old ignoramus is a perquisite of my own.”

“J. don’t want to meddle with you—I'm glad to hear you've got
hold of a good thing. I wanted to know who he was, that’s all.
So your old gentleman’s well off—eh ? Responsible in business,
and all that kind of thing ?”

“ I wish I washalf as’sponsible—that’s all. 'Why, he owns half
Crossmarsh—and he'll spend more on a maggot than most men
will on their living. 'Why, if he was to get sick of books, I'd only
have to change the name of my firm, and make him rise to auto-
scraps—old boots—anything old in art or nature, so long as it was
new. But he’ll be no good to you, Mister—none in the world.
He aren’t your sort of fool.”

“ A1l right, Moldwarp. I'm glad you've got such a good con-
nection. Good-day.”

“Oh, no—I don’t mind telling you whatever you please. If I
found a gold mine under the water-butt in my back-yard—and
I've found more unlikely things thanthat—¥a tell you. If you're
thinking of working on old Fane, I've no call to be afraid. I saw
o more unlikely thing, only Tuesday. If I wastotell youhow I've
seen somebody back in England, and in London for all that—but
there’s no need, seeing how you mean to leave my customers alone.”

“What!” cried Hermon Rackstraw, with a start; “stuff and
nonsense, man, Ile’ll no more dare show his face this side of the
Atlantic, if he's alive, than, if he’s dead, he’d show it this side the
grave. You've made a mistake, that’s all.”

“I'm never mistook, Mister. Instinc’sa sureguide. And if the
villain that nigh did for me in Pix-Knoll's named Lawrence Der-
went, with these very eyes I saw Tuesday morning as plain as I
see——"

But at this moment the bockseller was summoned to the shop,
and Dr. Rackstraw, who knew the premises, chose to leave by way
of a side door before his friend became again disengaged. Indeed
he fancied he caught the voice of Mrs. Derwent’s son, and there
was no reason why he should give himself the trouble of explain-
ing how he also came to be found in a shop that could bave no
possible attractions for one who looked upon all relics of a Le-
nighted past with a civilised scorn. If the announcement of the
re-appearance in London of Lawrence Derwent the convict had
been intended as a threat of some kind from the book broker to
the Agent-General, it must have miscarried, for there was no

10 A
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sdditional cloud upon the brow of the latter when he arrived in
Richmond Place. After all, a man who is immersed in the affairs
of a territory like the Goblin Islands can hardly condescend to
trouble himself over long about private affairs—especially when
they are merely those of his friends.

But paulld majora canemus—what were the affairs of the Goblin
Jslands themselves, and of all the Goblin Islanders, and all the
trade of that rising emporium, Port Rackstraw, to the first public
proof, for that season, that the Derwents of Wilton Square were
at home ?

Nothing of any note had happened meanwhile, so far as Mrs.
Derwent was aware. The girls had gone on in their own pleasant
way: Horace had developed no new signs of bibliomania: Dr.
Rackstraw had been prevented by certain country engagements
from returning direct from Southampton, and had only written to
say that Senhora Miranda was to arrive, after all, by a later ship
than the Polynesia, and could not be in town till a very few days
Lefore her introduction to the manners and customs of a civilised
land. Mrs. Derwent still had her anxieties—pleasant ones, so far
as they referred to the reception of barbarian royalty ; less pleasant
so far as regarded Horace, of whose safety from the toils of the
daughter of an obviously decayed house Dr. Rackstraw’s report
had failed to reassure her—men are so blind about girls, and plain
girls are always the most dangerous of all. However, that card
had gone, and Miss Fane would make a poiut of coming, and then
the mother would see with her own eyes.

Kate had not exaggerated when she declared her family to be
like the hare in the matter of many friends. At a fairly early
hour of the evening the rooms of reception were nearly as full of
flesh and blood as was neas Fane's drawing-room of books, and
talk ran high and loud. Each member of the family had a set,
more or less independent of the others; but not opposed: and
about Mrs. Derwent’s especial circls was a quality of lionism which
in some sort gave these crushes an air of distinction. She took
pride in ber numhers; but not in mere numbers—she liked to be
a social prism dealing only in coloured rays.

But to Horace Derwent, all the chattering crowd was but a
legion of ghosts, and its talk but an echo of Babel. Ie was
looking in vain for the guest who would bring the evening into life
as a single digit placed before a row of ciphers gives them at once
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force and meaning. And he was full of faith as well as of hope
and love, for he believed, as firmly as in his own existence, that
his mother would exclaim, so soon as she set eyes on Sophy Fane,
“ There, of all women, is the wife for my boy.,” What man, nay,
what woman, could fail to see all the charms and all the virtues
incarnate in Sophy Fane ? This evening was to be the turning
point in his life, when her foot would first cross the threshold of
Ler future home. Ie was desperately hard hit—no doubt of that :
and he had gone down before Sophy’s finger tips as cleanly as if
he had not been in love those three-and-thirty times before—and
perhaps oftener, for sisters do not know everything. But whydid
she not come ? Life is too short to waste minutes in which seem
like hours. Besides, he had hoped that she would be there before
the crowd, so that she might be introduced to his mother with
some sort of special distinction as became the future lady of Long-
wood on first coming to her own. It was a new mood for a young
man who had cultivated easy indifference as one of the fine arts,
and who had been inclined to jest at scars because he had found
wounds mere trifles, easier to heal even than to deal.

At last he caught sight, at the head of the staixs, if not of the
goddess herself, yet an earthly sign of her.

“ Ah, Hargrave! I'm glad you've managed to find your way
here at last,” he said, but with his eyes further down the stairs.
“T suppose you're with the Fanes? I didn’t think, though, that
you foreigners would have outdone us in late hours—I hoped you'd
have been here before the crowd, so that I might have introduced
you to my people quietly. There’s my mother only six yards off,
if we could only get at her.”

“Tsn’t Miss Fane here?” asked Oswald, looking round. * Iler
uncle isn’t coming, of course ; but I thought she’d have been here
an hour ago, I couldn’t bring her—I had business that I couldn’t
leave. 1 suppose getting out has been hard work for her, poor
girl”

“You don’t think there can be anything wrong ?”

“Wrong? No. Whatshould there be wrong ? 7 asked Oswald,
rather wondering at such signs of needless anxiety on the part of
his new friend—or rather acquaintance, for Oswald never made
friends. It was Horace Derwent’s name, not Horace Derwent
himself, that had led him to cultivate a certain amount of com-
radeship with the only visitor besides himself who ever came
to the Fanes,  An acquaintance with Ilorace was not much
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of a help towards a meeting with Lawrence; but combined
with the hint he had overheard from an audible though invisible
Moldwarp, it really seemed as if fortune or providence were
gradually leading him to the point which he only lived to attain
—the heart of the mystery of Rosamond, were she dead or
living. Unhappily for him, he had been rich enough to devote his
life to the pursuit of a phantom: and he had followed it with all
the stubborn energy that, had she lived, would have won her.
The quarry he was chasing was no phantom, to his eyes. e
could not out-grow the faith that, after all, she to whom he had
given his heart for ever could die.

As Horace Derwent had told him, he was within a very few
paces of the step-mother of the man for whom he was still search-
ing the world. Under the best of conditions an immediate intro-
duction was out of the question ; for at that moment the lady was
saying :

“Yes, Lady Deane—it is perfectly true. She isa Real Queen—
—but she is supposed to be tncognita for the present; and indeed
her real name is not to be pronounced by civilised tongues. This
will be her first appearance in civilised society. I expect she will
feel a little surprised—1I suppose she will have an interpreter, or I
sha’n’t exactly know what to do. However, Dr. Rackstraw will be
here.”

“Surprised ? 7 answered Lady Deane—a plain little old lady,
with a brusque manner and bright eyes. “ Yes—the manners of
us natives must strike an intelligent traveller as curious indeed.
For she is intelligent of course—travellers always are; and igno-
rance of a language is an advantage, because it doesn’t disturb the
impressions we came out with and intend to carry home again.
But, by the way, what on earth made you send a card to poor
Dash ?”

“ Poor Dash ? Poor Dask? Why what have we done ?”

“Sent an invitation to my Skye terrier, my dear—the little
creature would have come, of course, but she is ailing, and I per-
suaded her to stay at home. Of course, though, it was very kind
—s0 I've taken the liberty of bringing with me another young
friend, neither so clever, nor so good, nor so amusing, but still
worth knowing well enough to speak to. Mr. Richard Harding—
Mrs. Derwent: and Miss Anne Derwent too. Mr IHarding is
another traveller of the usual intelligent kind. Poor Dash! She
has charged me with all manner of regrets and regards.” |
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“Tt is a great pleasure for me to be here, Mrs. Derwent,” said
Mr. Richard Harding, in slow, languid, carefully modulated mono-~
tone, “and a great pride, besides. I have been so long abroad
that T assure you the sight of a gathering like this has beceme
almost as strange to mo as it will be to your Queen. The only
difference is, that thanks to Lady Deane and you, I feel like com-
ing home.”

There was something about Richard ITarding that attracted
Oswald’s attention, trained for so many years to observe all things
and all men. Ile was in the prime of middle age, tall and well
built, and with something of the exaggeratedly easy air which
some soldiers affect in order to hide the results of drill and pipe-
clay. Ilis features were good and regular, the forehead being
displayed the more by the desertion of the hair’s advanced guard
—desertion, however, more than balanced by the fulness of a
brown moustache that completely covered the mouth, and of a
beard that reached half way down the breast. One cheek was
disfigured by a long scar, which somehow seemed to emphasise
a certain peculiar glow in the eyes. The expression of the face
was curiously complicated—ene instinctively felt that its non-
chalance, to correspond with its owner’s carriage, covered sullen-
ness, and that this in its turn covered passion. But he knew how
to smite with grace as well as self-possession and dignity. Oswald
was no theoretical physiognomist, but constant observation had
sharpened his first impressions, and he felt that this Richard ITard-
ing might as an enemy prove dangerous, as a friend more dangerous
still, as a lover most dangerous of all.

Poor Mrs. Derwent, confused and abashed by the discovery that
a Skye terrier had somehow trotted into her visiting list, could
only say that she was glad to see him, and turn towards some
new comers, who, fortunately for her, just then happened to enter.

“Ah! Mr. Pitcairn—dear Mrs. Pitcairn! How fortunate! I
am every moment expecting—who shonld you imagine? A Queen
from the South Seas. I must introduce Mr. Pitcairn to hez the
very first of all—perhaps he will convert her on the spot, who
knows ?”

“Mr. Derwent—Mr. Harding,” said Lady Deane, looking thro\?h
Oswald, as if to say, What lion are you? What is your particular
roar ?

Horace Derwent, however, heard merely his own name ; for his
impatience was beginning to grow desperate, and he scarcely cared
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whether he was not behaving like a boor. He had looked for so
much from this evening, and now the evening was more than half
spent. Could anything have happened beyond tlie unpunctuality
of a dressmaker, or a cabman’s loss of his way ? The knocker had
been at rest for a good half hour, and everybody had fallen into
his or her circle of affinity nay, there were even noticeable signals
of departing. He looked at Oswald, and could not comprehend
how the latter could be content to look round the room instead of
persistently in the direction of the front door.

Mr. Richard Harding, like Oswald, let himself fall back into the
position of a looker on. Oswald took his position in silence ; but
bis fellow stranger did not seem disposed to be alone in a crowd.

“Warm, isn't it ? ” he asked Oswald. “It's so long since I've
seen more than a score of people in one room that it seems to me
as if Mrs. Derwent had gathered together the population of the
globe. So this is what you call being at home ?”

“I suppose so,” said Oswald. “I have certainly been where
this would represent all the men and women within a hundred
mile circle.”

“ More like two hundred, as my experience goes! were you ever
in Nevada ? ”

“T had business in Nevada,” said Oswald, ¢ some years ago.”

“The deuce you bad! Tancy my tumbling over a man who
knows Nevada! But you'd find changes, even there, if you haven’t
been 8o far west for years. 'What was your business? Silver, I
suppose ? ”

Oswald would never have suspected Mr. Harding of being from
Anmerica, and much less from the wild west, Ilis accent was
peculiar and artificial, but certainly not in the least American, and
his manner, though rather off-hand and perfectly unembarrassed,
was that of a man who belonged to the precise circle in which he
declared himself to be so complete a stranger. *No,” said Oswald,
1t wasn't on business—at least of that kind. Are you in Europe
for the first time ?”

“Only for the second. I suppose you know the Derwents well ?
Young Derwent is a good fellow, I hear from my friends the
Deanes. I'm sorry you're not interested in silver, for it’s the oniy
thing I know how to talk about—I believe it's mostly to get
silver out of my blood that I'm over here. Hollca—what’s up
now ?”

Horace Derwent's heart beat quickly in answer to a tremendous
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peal of the knockar. It was not the sort of flourish that was
likely to announce the arrival of Sophy, but then she was not an-
swerable for what her cabman might consider due to the dignity
of his fare, and Horace, driven to despair of Sophy’s coming
leaped at any last hope that the very latest of knocks might throw
him. Some instinct, however, seemed to draw a closer crusl
ronnd his mother, who brought herself full in front of the door
Oswald and his new acquaintance from Nevada, standing when
they had a full view of the stairs, saw a tall, cleanly shaven gentle«
man ascending with a lady upon his arm.

“Senhora Miranda !” announced the footman, who seemed t¢
have been stationed in exactly the right place, and in exactly the
right time, to do this particular guest the most impressive honour,

Mrs. Derwent curtseyed deeply. And then all knew that they
were in the presence of a Queen—no doubt a heathen, perhaps a
cannibal, but still a Real Queen.

Ngahoung Qhlawu, Queen of Apahu, considerably surprised the
company. She was not black. She was not ugly. She was not
dressed so as to make anybody blush or stare. On the contrary
—she was not so dark as many an English brunette; she was
dressed like a duchess; and she was simply the most beautiful
woman in the room.

She was of a woman’s middle height, rather under than over
—that is to say, for an islander of the far South, remarkably tall,
Had she been English, one would have set her down at about five-
and-twenty years old—a reckoning which, considering that she came
from latitudes where people age fast, would argue her to be very
much younger. Her figure was exquisitely perfect, and her taste
in dress was a miracle. Strange to say, her beautiful, large, soft,
kind eyes were not brown, but the darkest of grey, and there was
a tinge of brightness in her crown of brown curls that is seldom
given by a southern sun. Her features were worthy of her form—
of the purest and most regular type, but a little grave and sad of
look, while her mouth had to make up for its graciousness an
royal beanty for being a little larger than completensss of harmony
is supposed to require. Not only was she a Queen, but she looked
the very ideal of a Queen in grace and dignity of bearing, as weli
as in face and form, She needed no golden crown ; and, moreover
she looked a Queen in a yet higher sense—in the sense of one wly
would rule her people by the love that casteth out fear.
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“Great heaven! What & lovely creature!” exclaimed the man
from Nevada, to himself, but more than half aloud—nor was there
any harm in that, sceing that he said it in English, and not in the
unknown language of Apshu. “ Why, she is Venus—straight
from the waves, or the stars!”

Strange women were nothing to Oswald ; but had not his eyes
said amen, he would have been more or less than mortal man.
Nay, the sight of this beautiful savage from an undiscovered
country gave him that indescribable feeling suggested by the
perfume of certain flowers—that he had stood as he was standing
now, in the presence of this Senhora Miranda, in some other life
or some other dream. Indeed for the moment he scarcely knew
whether he was waking or sleeping, so strongly did this caprice
lay hold of him. But when in his turn he tried to lay hold ef it,
and to grasp what it could mean, it was gone.

“ And oh!—what jewels!” breathed an admiring sigh at his
elbow.

And truly her rubies were of themselves glorious enough to
make their wearer the lode-star of all eyes. She wore them
in her ears, round her neck, and en her bosom, the finest being
fine enough for Sultans te fight for. Only their setting was,
to say the best of it, barbaric, and they were one and all cut
so roughly and set so unskilfully as to lose full half their splen-
dour—theugh quite enough remained to show what they really
were. What with the rubies, and the beauty that eutshone them,
people quite forgot to be disappointed that she was so utterly
unlike any pre-conceived ideas of a royal cannibal. They had
looked for the royalty of burlesque—they were met by the royalty
of nature. What sort of an island could be Apahu, to produce
such women and such gems?

“Madame,” said Dr. Rackstraw, with his long and awkward
bow, “ permit me the honour of presenting to you my friend
Mrs. Derwent—Miss Derwent—Miss Anne Derwent.”

“The honour is mine—and the pleasure too,” said Senhora
Miranda, in a voice so peculiarly sweet and gentle that everybody
forgot te netice, for full balf a minute, that she had spoken, not
in the language of Apahu—in English as pureas from foreign lips
it had any need to be. True, it was foreign English, of a kind—
English, so to speak, softened, mellowed, and sweetened by southern
air. Moreover, her words stood clearly apart from one another,
with the slightest of pauses between each, and each vowel and
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consonant received its full value. That is to say, she spake better
than well. But that did not malke it the less strange that a lady
fresh from an undiscovered island should speak any language
but her own.

“The Senhora speaks English like a native!” gaid Doctor
Rackstraw, with enthusiasm; in answer to Mrs. Derwent’s look of
bewilderment. ‘“She learnt it all at sea !”

“X am so glad, your ma—madam,” said Mrs. Derwent ; ¢ it will
malte your' visit to us so much more interesting! May I ask
what you think of England? Are you going to make a long
stay? Anything I and my children can do to make it pleasant,
or profitable, we shall be only too proud and happy to do, [ am
sure.”

“You are very, very kind,” said Her Majesty. “Indeed, I
cannot yet tell you what I think of England—I have seen so
little of it yet—and it is all so different from my own country.
It makes me a little maibé —dazzled—confused. Your houses
are so close together : we have nothing like what you call a town,
and what Dr. Rackstraw tells me of your ways I do not yet
comprehend.”

“Ah!” said Mrs. Pitcairn, who was in the inner circle of this
informal levée, “ but you will learn—and then you will have so
much to teach your people on your return: so much indeed.”

The Queen smiled radiantly. “ You are a great people,” she
said ; “ mine are very small ; I doubt if what you find good, would
be good for them. For example, they would not like to live close
together; and they would never learn to buy and sell, which
Dr. Rackstraw tells me malkes you what you are.”

“You don’t buy—you don’t sell!” exclaimed Lady Deane.
“Then what is the use of money ?”

“We have no money,” said Senhora Miranda. “ You see how,
different we are.”

“ You proceed npon the primaval system of barter ?” asked one
of Mrs. Derwent’s political friends. ¢ That is interesting——"

“No,” answered she, ¢ we give one another whatever is wanted,
ualess we can make it for ourselves. If T want something I have
not got, I go to somebody who has, and take it; if nobody has
it, I go to somebody who can make it, and he makes it for me.”

“Then do you mean to say, Senhora,” asked the man from
Nevada, “ that if I take a faucy to your ruby necklace, and ask
you for it, you would take it off and give it me, without more ado ?”
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“Not at all! If anybody has what he wants to keep, he has it
marked by the Tdbask—the priest—and Lie must not give it till he
has got the mark taken off again in the same way. Nobods
would take it, then. I must not give my necklace, even if I will.”

“ Most interesting ! ” said the guest, with the sociological turn,
“It is the principle of the Zaboo. But if somebody broke the
custom, what then ?”

“ My people never break customs,” said Senhora Miranda, with
a deep, sad sigh. “Never. It has never been done—it has never
come into their minds to do. I understand what you mean; but
the very thought of it fills me with fear. Please do not speak of
such a thing again.”

“ It would entail a religious penalty ?” asked Mr. Pitcairn. “I
have been in the Pacific myself, and worked there. No doubt the
breach of the Taboo you speak of would be followed by divine
vengeance in this or another world.”

“I don't kmow,” said she, turning strangely red and pale.
“ Nobody knows—not even the Idbash-fonh, the great priest of
all. Nobody would do it—nobody has done it—nobody ever will
do it. That is all; please speak of something else. We never
speak of such a dreadful thing as doing wrong; I have learned
how—but not one of my people would know what you mean.”

“By Jupiter!” said the man of Nevada, aside to Oswald,
“hut Her Majesty will lead a life of misery, if she stays another
week on this unsqueamish planet—I told you she must have come
straight from the stars. My belief is that her kingdom is some-
where in the milky way—the milk and watery way. But how
lovely she is, to be sure! And it's queer—she gives me the
notion that I've seen her before, aye, and heard her voice before,
impossible though that must be. I wonder if the poets are right,
when they say that we come into this world innocent from some
other, and that our evil thoughts are but the gradual decaying of
our memory of the world where our souls, not our brains and
bodies, were born—and preciously bad our memories mostly are!”

Oswald could not help starting at hearing his own vague,
mystical impression put into words, and by so unlikely a man.
Was it thus that everybody was being affected by this most
unaccountable woman in the same unaccountable way? Had he
been less accustomed to observe with a purpose, he might have
been able to guess at a wonderful solution of the mystery. But
when reason knocks at the door, truth is apt to fly out of the
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window, The subtle impression of a pre-existent contact with
the quein of a country unknown to geographers had died out
of him even before the man from Nevada had put it into words:
and the words, so far from reviving it, by their very definiteness
had given it a final death-blow. Still, the mere coincidence
of the impression was strange.

“No,” answered he, “our memories are sircng enough ”—
as none had better cause to say than he. “But we can’t remem-
ber what has never heen.”

“I see—you're a practical man; so am I. And, as a practical
man, I must get to know something more of this cannibal Venus,
before she falls into the hands of the book-makers—I don’t mean
the betting men: I mean the worse kind. For she’s doomed. In
a weelt there will be her photograph all down Regent Street—
in a month there’ll be an exhaustive book out on her island: and
no sooner than that, she’ll have become a common, vulgar, beef-
eating, brandy-drinking lioness—she’s been corrupted already
by her dressmaker. Do you know old Rackstraw ?”

“No, who is old Rackstraw?”

“That fellow with her—her guide, philosopher, and friend. A
very nice old gentleman indeed, whose life’s devoted to the great
cause of progress and ecivilisation all over the world. Mark my
words—he’ll never rest till he’s established a newspaper and a
model gaol in that unknown island. Benighted heathens— not to
know what money means, and to look upon wrong doing as a
thing not even to be named among decent people! Why, we're
more civilised, even in Nevada—eh ?”

“May I ask,” said Lady Deane, “if your country has a—king 7"

“ No, indeed!” said Senhora Miranda. “ We have no king.”

“T've half a mind that you shall, though,” muttered the man
from Nevada, with a smile towards Oswald. “ Richard the First,
King of the Ruby Islands, Emperor of the Milky Way, What
do you say, Mr. Derwent. How would that be for high?”

“ 1 beg your pardon?” asked Horace, starting out of an absent
fit; for he now had Sophy’s absence on the brain. The non-
appearance of this girl was the first real disappointment he had
ever known, or had been allowed to know.

“Or perhaps,” said the other, who certainly seemed to have no
shiyness towards the newest of acquaintances,  you are thinking
that Horatius Primus, Lord of Venus, Emperor of the Zodiac, would
sound higher st 11 What’s the name of her country ? Will you
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introduce me to Rackstraw? . . . Thanks. Will you tell me,
Doctor Rackstraw, the name of the country of which this lady is
Queen ?”

Oswald noticed that the man from Nevada looked straight into
Dr. Rackstraw’s eyes with a peculiar long and steady gaze, and,
for the first time, spoke with a slightly American twang.

¢ Pardon me, Mr. Harding,” said the Doctor; “Senhora Miranda
is incognita at present; a fiction, no doubt, but etiquette must
be observed. I would tell you with pleasure, were she not,in a
certain special sense, under my charge ; and of course you under-
stand 4

“Oh, certainly. Nothing could be clearer. If I were you, and
you were I, I should do just the same. Madam—may I venture
to ask you the name of the country whence you have come ? ”

“ Excuse me, sir—I must not name it,” said she, in a low tone
—almost in & whisper, not to be heard farther off than his and
Oswald’s ears.  “It is busgd—secret : holy—but you have no suck
word. Of course you understand ? ”

“ Oh—certainly. Nothing could be clearer, Madam. Will you
allow me to get you some refreshment ? ” he asked, offering his arm.

She placed her fingers within it as if she had been used to
drawing-room manners for years instead of minutes. Mrs. Der-
went looked almost angrily towards Dr. Rackstraw and then to-
wards Lady Deane. Who was this impudent stranger that had
presumed to usurp the honour she had intended to reserve for the
most distinguished man in the room—or perhaps, in his capacity
of host, for her own son? “ Your friend Mr. Harding does not
seem over diffident,” said she. “ By the way, who ¢s Mr. Harding P
Is he anybody whose name we ought to know ? ” :

¢ Oh, my dear, you must excuse him; he is just rolling in gold
—ocr in silver, I should say. Ie brought letters to us from
Sir John's correspondents in New York—he’s a millionaire ; and
yet he’s a gentleman. With all his money, and all his push and
assurance, he #s a gentleman. If I had a daughter—and you, my
dear, have two: if I were you, I should take quite a fancy to Mr.
Harding; I should indeed.”

“ He is certainly good-looking—and he does seem a gentleman,
as you say. I should never have taken him for an American.”

¢ Oh, there are Americans of all sorts now. We musn’t be too
particular in these days. Why the Queen’s —do look—the
Queew’s eating chicken, just as if she were a Christian! And
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she’s holding her fork like you or me! My dear, I am dis-
appointed in your Queen. But it’s true that her rubies are just
glorious.  You are a fortunate woman, my dear; two daughters
ard a son. I have only Dash—poor dear little thing.”

“Hargrave, will you look after my sister?” asked Ilorace.
“ Mr. Hargrave—my sister Anne.” And he wearily turned to the
duty of looking after the nearest at hand of his lady guests, who
happened to be a plain and elderly nobody, deaf, and with nothing
to say—omne of the flies found in every specimen of social amber
who could only wonder at the distinction.

Oswald had already offered his arm to Miss Anne, when the
footman to whom he had given his name on arriving handed him
a note, directed to him in pencil in a hurried hand, brought, so he
was told, by a maidservant who was waiting for an answer.

“ Pray read it,” said Anne Derwent, “Dear me, Mr Hargrave,”
she added, seeing the look that came over his face as he opened
it, “ 1 hope it is no bad news?”

“Yes—no—I hope not, Miss Derwent ; but—youn will not think
me rude if 1leave you? I must go—atonce. You will forgive
me, I am sure.”

“Of course; pray dox’t mind me. Good-night, Mr. Hargrave,”
said Miss Anne, who had not been particularly taken with her
brother’s silent, door-way haunting friend, and was in some haste
to watch Senhora Miranda feed. She reached the supper table
just as the man from Nevada was pouring out Her Majesty’s first
glass of champagne. Meanwhile the searcher for Lawrence
Derwent and Rosamond Fane was half way down the staircase
reading once more the pencil note that had summoned him away:

“Dear Oswarp,—Come at once, wherever you are. Uncle
has been taken very ill.—Sermy.”

CHAPTER XVII

Caspa.—But if thoun hast occasion of a lie, see that it be of good, honest black,
and not of your brown, nor of your grey, nor of your white the
least of all. For out of black, what can grow more than but black-
ness ?  But ont of white groweth fruit of the fiend’s own colour,
which is to datkness even what the hue of Satnrn of a8 midwinter
midnight showeth beside the glory of the light of 2 midsuinmer
noon. See thou to it—misstrust a white horse, a white hand, a
white gepulchre, and & WHITE LIE,

SWALD lost no time in driving to the Fanes’. Sophy’s
message had startled and alarmed, but had scarcely sur-
prised, him: for he had, since his return from his latest
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shapter of travel, formed his own opinion as to the mental and
oodily condition of his old friend. He had been dreading a break-
down, and, during his impatient drive, only trusted that it might
be but of the body, and not of the mind. Well—in any case it
was fortunate he was in London, for Sophy’s sake, who was that
warest of mortals: an heiress without friends. If she needed him,
he must even consent to let his life’s search grow cold for a time,
hard as that would be.

So he passed the literary fortifications, ontworks, citadel, and all,
But, before he had time to look round the barely lighted drawing-
room or to ask a question, he heard a sob, so eloquent of desolation
and despair as to make him feel that something must have happened
that was worse than the worst he had feared.

“Sophy ?” he said, half aloud. “What has happened? 1 am
bere.”

“ And—he is Dead!” said she.

And what is more right and natural than that a man should
die? Surely, when we consider it in the cold light of reason, there
is no mystery of life greater than the manner in which we regard
so simple and so common a thing. After all, it is infiuitely more
wonderful that a man should live than that he should die : for he
spends his moments amid a flight of poisoned arrows, and every
instant thathe escapes is a new miracle. Nor was there any especial
element of pathos in the fact or in the mamner of Aneas Fane's
departure from a world wherein his part had been to prove that
one man who gives his whole mind to the work can waste more
time than any ordinary ten. Unless indeed there might be some-
thing like pathos in the wonder what occupation could be found
beyond the grave for a collector’s disembodied soul. To discover
the vanity of its own nature would be the same thizg as sheer an-
nihilation—yet one cannot suppose that it would be let loose
among such tempting specimens as comets and stars. Yet Oswald
who had remained unimpressed by all the flood of life from which
he had freshly come, felt all the awe which, ina house of Death,
tells a man that the new Master of that house is the one reality
among a world of phantoms and stage-shadows. Ile had, in his
wanderings, met with Death often: but had never till now been
under the same roof, alone with Him and a girl.

Try as we will, where Death is concerned only common-place
are the things we can feel, and only most utterly common-place the
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things we can say, if we are so foolish as to say anything at all,
Oswald was not foolish—at least in this way. Something no doubt
would have to be done presently, when the time should come for
business, but nothing now, except to give Sophy the comfort of an
old friend’s sympathetic presence until her tears should change into
articulate words.

It was not long before he heard, in fragments, the story of the
end of /Eneas Fane. Sophy had been dressing for Mrs. Derwent’s
reception, and had gone to her uncle’s study, his inmost treasure-
house, to bid him good-night, and to see that he had all he could
possibly want for the next few hours, only to find him crushed, as
it were, into his armchair, scarcely conscious, and apparently in an
agony of pain. An open book, the Flora, was at his feet, just
where it had fallen from his hand. The nearest doctor came with-
out a moment’s delay : but her uncle had never rallied, had never
spoken, had never made a conscious sign, and had died before Sophy
had realised that he wasdying,

Oswald remained in Richmond Place that night, sitting in the
room where his old friend’s heart had broken down, and thinking
over Sophy’s affairs, Asto these he foresaw some little trouble,
for these had been entirely in her uncle’s hands from the beginning,
and it would probably prove difficult to discover precisely how
they stood, with a view to arranging them. However, that would
be merely a question of time and trouble, not to be grudged to
Rosamond’s sister by Rosamond’s lover, even though it meant the
robbery of precious days from the work he lived for. Even from
that point of view matters might have been worse: it was not as if
he had just found that there was a hint of a clue in Central Africa
or at the Antipodes, which unless it were grasped immediately
would slip from his fingers. For Silver Moldwarp was in London:
and, for the moment, Silver Moldwarp represented the whole of the
clue—not much indeed, but still all. Asfor Sophy herself, he could
not feel that the death of her uncle, at a reasonable age, would
prove by any means an irreparable misfortune. The old gentleman,
with his books upon the brain, had been doing his unconscious best
to ruin the poor girl’s life and to cut her off from her kind, and it
had become inexplicable to Oswald that she had never rebelled—
perhaps that was a sign that the crushing process was being only too
well done. She would now be able to take her place inthe world,
or better still, to go down to live at Crossmarsh and live there
quietly and usefully among her own people and on her own laud.

11
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She would easily find some middle-aged companion of the right
sort, and Oswald, wherever he might be, would somehow manage
to look after her in a general brotherly way. .

And so, having overleaped the immediate troubleof the inquest
and the lawyers, and having disposed of Soply in that masculine
manner which leaves the chances of love and marriage out of
every question except one’s own, Oswald’s mind was free to fall
back upon itself and Rosamond. Not Death under the same roof
could for long interfere with that long thought which had be-
come a second nature—which had only become the stronger with
the decline of passion, or rather had itself become a passion,
devouring alike all other realities and dreams. It never occurred
to him that his search for one whom reason could not doubt was
dead, had been practieally proved as vain as had been Aineas
Fane's for the Pheenician sun-dial. It never occurred to him that
it was almost as endless and worthless as another man’s devotion
of a life to getting richer, or yet another’s to the pursuit of
pleasure. If he thought of the matter in this light at all, it
scemed to him at the very least as sane as theirs. Every man
tries to get what he most wants. Oswald did not want more
money. Ile did not want pleasure. He did not want to make a
name.  There was nobody who needed his help : nor was he one
of those people who feel impelled to work for the benefit of the
world at large. The ruling motive of his life was to carry out to
the end what he had begun: and he must cease to be himself, as
Le was made, before he could lay this search aside. ~And no less
must he cease to be himself before he could tear away from him
the faith that Rosamond had not perished nine years ago, and
therefore might be living still. He thought the chance of finding
her living better worth working for than the possession of plea-
sure for which he had no taste, or of money, for which he had no
need. I suppose he was another case of the dog who snatelied at
the shadow. But who isnot? And then there is another legend
about a mote and a beam.

And now it was less likely that he would cease to be himself
than ever: because he had obtained an actual thread of a possible
ciue for the first time during nine years. Silver Moldwarp pro-
fessed to hiave seen Lawrence Derwent, and in London. Moreover
there was evidently more in this profession than had met the ear.
1t meant that Lawrence Derwent had succeeded in his escape, and
that his movements were of interest to exceeding unlikely people,
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and in a way that had a significance of its own. Silver Mold-
warp’s peculiar connection with Resamond’s disappearance re-
mained unforgotten, and his connection moreover with the
simultaneous disappearance of Lawrence Derwent from Lowmoor,
Of course there had been nothing definite in the connectitn. But
he had played a conspicuous part in the search for the latter, and
had signalised his paraded failure by turning out to be an extra-
ordinary skilful rogue. If those who hide can find, it is no less
true that those know where not to look who do not want to find.
Oswald remembered how he had searched the neighbourhood of
Crossmarsh and Windgates, inland and along the shere, well-nigh
inch by inch, while the gaol people and the police had been
scarcely less active. The man from Lowmoor must have been
hidden somewhere all the time, and supplied with food until the
coast was clear. He could not have been thus hidden and supplied
without friendly or purchased aid. Though a prisoner, he might
be in a position to promise a reward : and, as one scoundrel, ha
might find a friend in another. Since that conversation at the
bookseller’s, Oswald had become half convinced that Silver Mold-
warp had aided Lawrence Derwent to escape, and that through
him the secret of the yet greater mystery wasto be discovered, if
it was to be discovered at all.

But this strong belief, well founded as it was, obliged him to
proceed with the utmost caution. He wanted to get at Lawrence
Derwent himself ; and so cunning a rogue as Moldwarp was not to
be dealt with easily. If the bookseller and the escaped convict
were still friends, a word of warning would spoil all. ~ So, as yet,
he scarcely knew what to do. It was unfortunate that the old
rascal knew him, and knew, moreover, that he knew him to be a
rogue. Possibly a heavy bribe might serve, made conditional on
results, But then Oswald was troubled with one rare quality—
a distrust of his own sharpness. He fancied himself capable of
being taken in, and Silver Moldwarp to be capable of taking in
cleverer men than he. For had he not taken in, for years, a
learned scholar like poor Aineas Fane P

No inspiration came to him that night, as he sat among the
ghosts of forgotten authors that had been gathered togetlier by
hands now nearly as dead as they. Had his mind been free, and
had it been open to fancies, he migl.t have seen a vision of wasted
labour impressive enough to turn him away from his own search,
aud to dismiss even Rosamond herself te the region of her fellow

11 a
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shadows, 1If wo wero to think of why we work, what work
would ever be done? Happily for Oswald, he never thought
of the Why, but always and only of the How. So he saw no
visions and dreamed no dreams. And when the morning came
his only thought was, with a sigh, that he had brought himself
10 wearer to a plan, and, that, for the moment, the actual Sophy
must come before the shadowy Rosamond. Well—he needed
time to think. The change of thoughts might not prove wholly
thrown away.

He saw Sophy for a few minutes before going out on her busi-
ness, and found her, now that her first outburst of grief and
terror had spent itself, scarcely able to realise a blow that, in
effect, had swept the whole of her past life away. Ier affection
for her uncle had not been that which comes of sympathy—he
was not the man to have inspired the deepest sont of filial love,
even in a child of his own. But nobody can ever bo missed Mike
a man of one dominant and aggressive idea, who makes that the
centre of the household circle until all about him learn to regard
it as an essential and indispensable part of their own lives. Uncle
/Eneas, with his coins, his flints, his laces, or his books, had been
bound up with every association of her life from the beginning—
she could only feel herself left alone without chart or compass
on a strange sea. The cable of habit had broken, with a sharper
shock than belongs to the severing of any more delicate and pre-
cious cord. Such grief is not the less sharp at the time for being
80 much inspired with self-pity—rather the more : especially when
that troublesome creature, conscience, enters and charges us with
feeling less sorrow for our dead than for our living selves.

Oswald’s first visit was to the doctor, who had no doubt done
his best in a case where, as he told his visitor, there was simply
nothing to be done. ‘ Heart? unquestionably,” said he. “Of
course there will have to be an examination, and an inquest: but
it will all- be arranged very quietly, and with no pain or trouble
to the young lady.”

Thence Oswald went to make arrangements for the funeral, and
then returned to the house, and, shutting himself in the study,
set to work upon sorting the papers which, alas, require no taste
for collecting to bring together.

ZEneas Fane's documents mostly consisted of letters referring
to his variousdealings, of obsolete catalogues, and of bibliographi-
cal memoranda. There were also & journal or two, kept in a
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Iragmentary manner: the draft of an unfinished morograph on
an unusual form of the letter M in some manuscript or other;
the lease of the house in London, and the ordinary bills and
receipts of a houselieeper. Of such old letters or other written
relics as give a soul to a dead man’s escritoire there were no signs.
The man had lived an absolutely single life in more senses than
one—there was more pathos in the want of onesuch touch than in
a whole cart-load of memories. Can he berightly even calleddead,
who leaves no signsthat he has ever been alive ?

Then followed a rather curious paper—a scheme neatly drawn
out on foolseap, for the establishment, custody, and developmens
of the Fane library—a wonderful institution, containing ancient
heoks to the value of a fabulous number of thousands of pounds,
all the property of Miss Sophia Fane and her heirs, but to be avail-
able to students and scholars under certain stringent conditions
therein fully specified. There was something of child’s play, or
of the revelry of imagination, in this elaborate scheme which
found no comprehension in Oswald’s strictly practical mind. Why
should a reasonable being amuse himself with building such
castles in the air ? He did not recognise in it the one poem that
/Eneas Fane had ever written, not the less a poem for being com-
posed in the form of legal prose. Looking at it from a reasonable
point of view, it was preposterous altogether. It priced books as
if they were diamonds, and treated Miss Sophia Iane as if its
imagined possession rendered her a queen of millionaires, and
through its author, an arch-benefactress of the world. There,
for example, was that precious Flora,set down in the schedule as
representing five thousand pounds sterling. It could not be a joke,
because Fneas Fane would have thought it sacrilege to jest about
such things. Perhaps Oswald would have understood it better,
had he been conscious that he liad a yet more unreasonable drearn
of his own. But then to be a man of action is to dream without
knowing that one dreams.

He had been something more than two hours over this monotos
nous work when he came upon a document that made him start
and knit his brows together quiekly before lie had read half-a-dozen
lines. But even when lie had read it twice through, first at a
gallop, then slowly and carefully, he was yet more bewildered
than at the beginning. This, at any rate, was no jest, whatever
the other thing might be. He was engaged in a third anxious
reading when a knock at the front door was followed by the card
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of Mr, Horace Derwent, with a pencilled request for at least one
minute’s interview.

There could not have been a moment at which he was less
ready to be disturbed; for the document, taken by itself and
without further light, meant ruin to Sophy at the hands of a
madman, so far as he could yet guess at its meaning. However,
he could hardly deny himself to the only friend, besides himself,
of the dead man.

“What is all this terrible business?” asked Horace. “ Good
God—when I called and saw all the blinds down I thought—Dbut
thank God, I thought wrong. How is she—Miss Fane?”

“ A terrible business? Yes, indeed. He died suddenly, of
beart disease. Of course it is a terrible blow to the poor girl.”

“ And at the very time when we were making fools of ourselves
—I was sure, though, all the time, that there was something
wrong. What can [ do?”

“Nothing. I am doing all there is to be done. I am almost
her brother——”

“Yes: I know. But still I might do something. You are
full of business, I see: and there must be other things—Of course she
couldn’t sce everybody. But shemightseeme. . . . Hargrave
—1 thought ske was dead, when I saw all those blinds. And
even now—I can’t say just what I mean—I want to see with my
own eyes that she's alive,”

Something in the tone or manner of his acquaintance struck
Oswald with a new light, though his mind happened to be at the
moment anything but open to any ideas save those connected
with the estate of ASneas Fane. And that something made him
far from anxious to allow a meeting until he had learned a great
deal that was still utterly dark to him,

“No,” he said, “I don’t think Miss Fane would care to ses
anybody to-day—not even you. She hasn’t borne the blow
worse than she needs must, but I've no doubt she would
wish to be alone: and as for doing anything, there is nothing to
be done, more than I am doing now.”

“Of course I should not wish to trouble her. Let me see—
you're not related to the Fanes?”

“No. I only hoped to have been, But why do you ask? I
am their oldest friend, and have known them since I was a
child.”

“WWell then, Hargrave—I asked because I wanted to know
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just how much right you had to speak for Miss Fane : that's all
I fancy that perhaps she would see me: anyhow I should like the
choice to be hers.”

He did not speak in a manner at which anybody could possibly
take offence, though it rather surprised Oswald by its most
uncharacteristic air of decision. Evidently this quiet young
man, to whom self-assertion had always seemed too much trouhle
to be worth the taking, was not without a will of his own, when
he had occasion for its exercise. And, as to control of Sophy,
whatever duties Oswald might assume, of rights he had absolutely
none. Assuredly Sophy was entitled to see whomsoever she
pleased. And in this cage, how could he be sure that she would
not please? Between any two given young men, one of them
always feels himself, and generally with good reasom, to be
master, whenever there comes a clash of wills. As between
IXorace Derwent and Oswald Hargrave, this position had hitherto
been held by the latter: and now it seemed that therc was at
any rate one matter in which the former meant to hold his own
And rebellion was the easier, seeing that Oswald was, in all
things save one, an eminently reasonable man, and therefore fore-
doomed to give way hefore one who was not reasonable, and
therefore stronger than reason.

“ After all,” said Horace, “there’s no reason why I shouldn’t
make a clean breast of it to an old friend of the house like you—
and I hope a friend of my own besides. I meant last night to
ask her to be my wife—and I mean to ask her as soon as I find
her able to listen. I must, therefore, know something of her
plans: and it is now, in her trouble, that she ought to feel that
I am by her side.”

“You wish to marry Sophy Fane!”

“Of course I do. Is there anybody who wouldn't, if he had
the chance? Of course I don’t know yet whether she would
marry me, But I must know it, and that soom, if I'm to be any
sort of use to myself, or good for anything in the world. And L
am not without hope—why should I be? Of course it isn't a
time to be talking to her of myself to-day, or perhaps for many
days—but——"

But Oswald’s ears were growing deaf, for his mind was wander-
ing far away. The brother of Lawrence Derwent was proposing
to marry the sister of Rosamond Fane.

Believing as le believed, that, in some undiscovered but doubt~
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less terrible way, Lawrence Derwent was connected with the
death of Rosamond, if she were dead, or with her disappearance,
if she were yet living, the thought suggested even hideous possi-
bilities. ¥lad Rosamond been murdered ? For it was that solu-
tion which lay at the root of his master passion of vengeance:
and in that ease what could be more hideous than that Sophy
should unwittingly give her hand to her sister’s murderer—unless
indeed she gave him her heart, which would be something more
hideousstill. The tragedy of nine years ago was coming home *o him
in a new way. And yet, ignorant as he was of all that had really
happened, and hanging his faith to a belief that reason scorned,
what explieable right had he to interfere between a young man
who was but an acquaintance, and a girl over whom he could
only usurp anthority ? In the nature of things there was no sort
of reason why Horace Derwent of Longwood should not marry
Sophia Fane of Crossmarsh. They were of suitable age, appar-
ently of suitable character: their social position was sufficiently
equal, and there was enough fortune on both sides, and to spare.
Moreover Sophy was now in absolute need of a protector, and
she might well live to a good old age without finding another:
the marriago looked as if it had been made in Heaven, and destined
to be bropght to pass at lHeaven's Lest time. And yet Oswald
Jmew in his heart that, till the mystery was made clear, the
marriage must not be.

And if Horace Derwent saw Sophy now, in the first hours of
her desolation, and with her past life wholly swept away, it
might be very well on the lover’s part to mean to speak no word of
love; but that was no reason why the words should not come to
themselves. DBoth, under the shadow of death, would be rapt
into an exalted mood, when men and women speak not as they
will but as they feel. He, Oswald, would have no right to forbid
the banns. But his mission must go on to the end; and then
what an end, if it should be discovered that Sophy was bound by
. stronger ties than blood to the house at whose door the blood of
her sister lay? Oswald had persistently fought away the thought
of Rosamond’s death till now. But now it rose before him as a
terrible possibility, though still connected with him whose dis-
appearance was 50 inextricably bound up with hers,

“J will see if she can see you,” said he. “Well,” he thought
within himself as he went upstairs not to Sophy’s room, but to
his own, “I'm afraid one must sometimes do some evil that
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worse evil mayn't come—and if all should end well for these two
they’ll have lost nothing by being kept from meeting for a day.
A white lie will hurt nobody but myself: and this might turn so
that I oughtn’t to mind being hurt by a black one. They must
not meet, if I had to perjure myself black and blue. So here
goes . . . . Derwent,”said he, returning, “it’sno use your stay-
ing: she really can’t see anybody to-day, not even you. She has
a bad headache—no wonder; and she’s trying to sleep. It’s the
best thing she can do. To-morrow——"

It was the first lie that Oswald had tried to tell in his life, and
he felt that he was telling it badly. Am I the first who has
ever been driven to admit that a man who in any sense or degree
was supposed to be playing a hero’s part told a lie deliberately
and for a purpose, in order to keep two lovers apart, and so
played the villain’s proper 23le? At any rate, this liar had the
grace to be ashamed, though he did not for a moment alter his
opinion as to its being better to hurt his own conscience, which
mattered to nobody but himself, than to risk ruining others’ lives.
The shame seemed punishment enough—so far,

Still he obtained one unfair advantage upon which he had not
reckoned—however badly and awkwardly he might lie, nobody,
not even the acquaintance of an hour, would suspect Oswald Har-
grave of having tried to lie. Surely it would pay some villain to
tell the truth for twenty years, by way of investing in honesty, for
the sake of the grand coup that he might make at the end.

Horace believed him—wwhy should he not ? But the thought of
Sophy in pain as well as in sorrow went to his heart, and his head
throbbed in sympathy with hers. “I'm sorry—awfully,” said le,
“But of course she mustw’t be disturbed. Only, is there notking I
can do for her—nothing in the world ? Nowhere I could go?
By Jove, Hargrave, I wish I could do her any good by setting off
to the North Pole ”

“I wish you could,” said Oswald; this time with unquestion-
able honesty. “I wish anything could do her good, poor girl.”

T will call to-morrow,” said Horace. “ Good-bye.” And off
Le set, to think of what might help to clieat away a headache,
and more than ever in a state of mind of which his mother would
disapprove.

Oswald sighed with relief when lLie was gone ; and again turned
to the paper over which he had been interrupted, though with a
sigh of a different kind.
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“Good God! Fane must have been fit for a madhouse!” he
exclaimed in thought. ¢ There was neither jest nor child’s play
about that library scheme. Ile has really believed that he wag
making Sophy's fortune by turning her land into—waste paper.
His book-shelves hold all hier estate, if this paper is not a dream.
The poor girl has had a mad trustee—worse than mad, because he
made everybody think him sane. Let me see—who was his
lawyer P Corbet, of Laxham, I suppose. Yes—I must run
down. . . . And then therell be that confounded young
fellow calling to-morrow when my back’s turned ; to-morrow and
every day. What's to be done; there must be no love-making till
I've mastered Moldwarp; and even tkaf must wait, now
Well, there’s nothing for it but another lie, and a large one this
time. DI’ve begun, and I must go through.”

He rang the bell. The Fane’s parlour-maid was a sharp girl,
who had for some weeks realised that Oswald’s was maire du
palais, and was not likely to disobey the orders of a somewhat
masterful young man,

“I'm going down into the country,” said he, * perhaps for
some days. You know Mr. Horace Derwent ? ”

“Of course, sir. He that’s just gone.”

“Well, your mistress is very unwell at present, and on no
account to be disturbed. She must see nobody except the doctor,
nobody : you understand ? If Mr. Derwent calls to-morrow, or
any other day before I come back, your mistress is not at home.
And if he asks when she will be at home you must not know. No
—you must say that she has gone into the country for some time,
and that you don’t know when she will be back: and that will
prevent his calling again. It is of the utmost importance that she
should be quite quiet, and not disturbed. Here’s something for
yourself, Susan. 1 trust your mistress to you, you see—and it
dependsupon if Mr. Derwent sees her whether I trust you again.”

“Yes, sir,” said Susan, as she took her fee, and smiled. What
was more natural than that one young man should do his best to
keep another out of the field while he himself was away. Oswald
had not thought of that reading: but then, if he had thought of
it, he would not have cared.

It was treachery, no doubt. But better treachery which could
—as it secmed—cause no irreparable wrong than the risk of
letting the brother of Lawrence Derwent whisper too closely in
the ear of the sister of Rosamond Fane.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Alone!

Hath Music’s self a sadder tone

Than lies in that one word—Alone?
Ah, if ¢he hath, then let her speak
Her comfort unto hearts that break
For want of finding, mid the tares,

A weed more sorrowful than theirs—
For sorrow’s deepest depths unknown
To all save those that mourn alone:
And half its bitterness is gone
‘Whene’er we find, ‘neath moon or sun,
Some sadder heart to rest our burden on,

OPHY was in truth so free from headache, and so little desirous
of sleep, that she had heard the knock at the door, and her
heart gave a little leap at its familiar sound. Whether

she was actually in love with Horace, after the manner accepted
in books and more or less in common conversation, she as yet
hardly knew. But she would have thought it perfectly natural
that he should be the first to call upon her in her trouble, and her
very trouble itself made her miss him—Oswald was all very well;
but then all he did was for the sake of her poor dead sister's
memory, and nothing for her own. He could not save her from
feeling alone and uncared for in the world.

She would assuredly have seen Horace. But, as the knoek pro-
duced no result, and as she did not even hear of his having called,
she could only suppose herself mistaken in the sound, while a shy-
ness, very natural in her half-developed feeling towards him, kept
her from showing any interest or betraying any disappointed
expectation by enquiring. Since he had not seen her, it was not
he; since he had not come, he bad not cared to come. That was
all perfectly right, of course, and she was not going to care—or at
any rate to show Oswald or the servants that she cared.

Oswald had come up for the inquest and the funeral, but had
only the scantiest and most unavoidable of talk with her, and had
then left town again immediately, She scarcely noticed how full
of gloom he had become—he was always grave and somewhat
silent, and present circumstances were not of the sort to make any
man otherwise. But he might have done something to give her
cheer and comfort, and he brought her neither—he even put off
everything in the shape of discussing her immediate plans. And,
as the days went on, and brought nothing with them, the poor
girl felt wofully in need of somé excuse—to smile. She had
cried enough ; for Ler tears came easily and profusely, and when
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she wept she wept herself out, and required a change. One does
not break one's leart over an elderly uncle whom one first knew
as a collector of flints, among which his own heart appeared to be
the arch specimen. Yet he was too lately gone for her {0 sm'le
without au excuse, and none came. It secmed fourteen years
since he had died, instead of fourteen days.

But long before that time, her pride had taken fire. Even if
Horace Derwent did not care the value of a straw for her, com-
mon courtesy should have compelled the form of a visit from her
uncle’s professed friend. Her heart, at least, had never been party
to the fiction that Horace was a veritable bookworm, who only
called at Richmond Place out of a passion for first editions and
worm-eaten bindings. Some instinet had told her that the book he
came after was bound in another fashion, and was anything but a
first edition of that wonderful volume called Eve. She had liked
his visits—she had liked the visitor: and now it seemed as if his
professed object in coming was thé true one, and that she was
humiliated by having been mistaken from the beginning., Her
very error seemed to accuse her of conceit, and of an offence
against all that was maidenly. How could she have been so vain
a goose as to suppose that a brilliant young hero like Horace
would come and spend hours among the dust and litter of dead
men’s brains for the sake of her voice and eyes? Ilisreal taste
had no doubt been strange—but so were the tastes of young men
in general. And after all, was it more strange than if le had
really cared for so common-place a girl as Sophy Fane? 1f
Rosamond had lived—then there would have been a reason for his
coming, besides the books, thought she. “Well—I shall know
better another time. There are old women in Crossmarsh—and I
will be one of them. Yes: I will go—Home.”

Of course she would not give another thought to Horace who,
had treated her in a manner that really amounted to downright
contempt. It is quite possible that if he did call now he would find
the door closed to him by genuine orders given at first hand. But
this question was not put to the test: and the only visitor who
succeeded in passing Susan’s sentry box, was the very last person
whom she either expected or cared to see. It was Dr. Rackstraw.
Perhaps the sentry remembered that she was to make an excep-
tion in favour of doctors ; perhaps she too rashly assumed that the
order was given for the sake of excluding a single visitor. Or
perbaps Dr. Rackstraw, being accustomed to diplomaey, had
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methods of his own for overcoming all ordinary forms of op-
position. At any rate he made his appearance : and Sophy was
not ill pleased to see some sort of fellow creature, though she had
no liking for this particular specimen.

“I would have called long ago,” he said, taking and holding her
hand as if he did not mean easily to let it go. “ But I was away
from town when I heard the sad news. What can I say ? He was
a great and good man : one of the choice spirits of the world—and
I say it, though the past belonged to him, as the future to me. I
want to be of some use to you, What can I do?”

“ You are very kind,” she said, managing to slip her hand away,
and rather wondering at such enthusiasm about her uncle—so true
it is that a man cannot be a prophet in his own country and
in his own house. She was the quicker to withdraw her hand for
feeling that the man she disliked was saying and doing what
Horace ought to have said and done a full fortnight ago, and she
was angry with herself for caring. “ But there is nothing you can
do, thank you. I am not left without the best of friends.”

“ Ah—you mean my young friend, Horace Derwent ?” asked
Dr. Rackstraw, looking round at the untouched piles of books
that Iay about just as their owner had left them., “Yes: heisa
good sort of young man, as young men go. Not that I should have
thought him exactly fitted to advise a girl in matters of business
a woman wants the help of an older head, and the grip of a harder
hand.” He looked at her as she spoke with that long, penetrated
gaze that had made her feel so uncomfortable during his first
visit to her uncle : and his words had angered her.

“No,” said she, sharply. “I do not mean Mr. Derwent. I have
not even seen him since—I mean Mr. Hargrave.”

“What! You mean to tell me—you mean to say you have not
seen Horace Derwent since my dear old friend and master went
where he is now conversing with those great spirits who on earth
conversed with him? That is strange ! ”

As before, she could not rid herself of the belief that he was
conscious of her thoughts: and heart, having been hurt, wished
to hide. “Why is it strange ? ” she asked, with what she meant
for sublime indifference. He has nothing to do with my affairs,
such as they are. Now that my poor uncle is gone, it is not Jikely
that he would come.”

Dr. Rackstraw was really for & moment surprised. He knew
Ilorace, and could not account for the fact that a lover, too far
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gone to keep the whole world cut of his secret, wearing his de-
votion, 8o to speak, written on his forehead, should not have heen
near the house all this time. There was no engagement, he knew,
for in that case Iorace would have told his mother at once, and
his mother would have told Dr. Rackstraw. As it happened, the
matter touched him very closely indeed. For the truth of the
matter is that the Agent-General for the Goblin Islands, having
called in Richmond Place to spy out the nakedness of the land,
had found a beauty and an heiress—a discovery not to be lightly
thrown away. Although Mrs. Derwent’s sworn knight and
servant, he had a8 warm admiration for female beauty at large, of
a younger kind than his liege lady’s: indeed so catholic was he
that the yellow skins, flat noses, tattooed cheeks, and lips turned
inside out of the belles of Port Rackstraw itself had more than
once led their Agent-General astray. But the apostle of civilisa-
tion preferred, on the whole, a civilised type of beauty, es-
pecinlly when it represented funds and lands. A philanthropist
is never too rich, and the Goblin Islands had not yet wholly de-
developed their trade.

“They must have quarreiled,” thought he, I always thought
the young man was a fool. It runs in the blood, I suppose. Not that
he would have been much discouraged even if he had found Iorace
and Sophy actually engaged : for it was not likely that so weak a
vessel as Horace would endure against the will of Hermon Rack-
straw, who had made a good thing out of the father, whose path
had been cleared of the elder son, and who had the control of tkLe
mother’s purse strings. There was certainly no reason why any
Derwent should for long prove troublesome to a Rackstraw. The
only point in the situation he did not like was Sophy’s affectation
of indifference to cover real pique and anger. He knew Ilorace’s
state of heart well enough, but had not supposed that Sophy's
heart had as yet spoken. Nor indeed had it, exeept to Dr. Rack-
straw’s ears—not by more than the faintest of whispers, even to
her own.

“No,” he said, “of course it isn’t likely he would come, unless
he cared to come. 'What I meant by strange was, that he hadn’t
cared. However, I'm glad you're not without a real friend. What
are your plans ®”

“ Oh—TI don't know. It doesn’t much matter. I supposeI shall
go home to Crossmarsh, and stay there. It’s a quiet place: and I
want quiet—"
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“Ts that Mr. Hargrave's plan ?”

“His and mine.”

“Then I beg leave to protest against your doing such a thing
Forgive me for telling you that I know you—probably I alone
know you. Yours is not the life or the nature to be buricd, dear
Miss Fane. I don’t know what sort of a place Crossmarsh is, but T
can fancy. You, with your beauty, and your grand nature, have
a place to fill in the great world.”

Sophy opened her eyes widely, “I am sadly afraid that you
know you are talking nonsense,” said she. “I am bound to
believe my looking-glass: and if I am grand, how very small the
small must be!”  So she answered, with what she believed to be
perfect honesty.  But, nevertheless, she did not dislike Dr. Rack- -
straw quite so much as ten minutes ago. Evidently he was a bad
judge of features and character, but such blunders at any rate
showed a generous enthusiasm, which is anxious to praise. Any-
how Dr. Rackstraw avoided making one blunder—he had not
seemed to be paying a compliment, but to be merely stating an
obvious fact, for the sole purpose of drawing a logical con-
clusion.

“No, dear Miss Fane : you are not bound to believe your look-
ing-glass: and it is a part of grandeur to believe itself small. I
can quite believe that nobody has yet told you what I cantell you
now. To appreciate a character like yours calls for the insight of
perfect sympathy. Your uncle was a great man—but not in a
way that could possibly sympathise with yours. Mr. Hargrave
is—forgive me if I seem a little blunt : bluntness is our colonial
virtue—is a little hard and narrow: Horace Derwent is but a
boy. I do not pretend to grandeur, except in ideas, and for the
benefit of humanity, but I have eyes, and I have a heart, and I
Lave sympathy. Probably I know you better than you know
yourself. I know something about Queens—and, if T were found-
ing a new empire (than which many things are less impossible) I
should offer you the crown.”

“Thank you, Dr. Rackstraw. But I shall be a queen—queen
of Crossmarsh. And I shall not be without subjects either——"

“No. You will not be without subjects, Miss IFane.”

Her visitor was not so very awkward after all.  Tor a moment
she was vexed with herself, for she caught herself smiling, and it
was for the first time during fourteen dreary days. But then
she had been hungry for an excuse for smiling: and she was
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presertly pleased to have shown somebody that at any rate she
was not fretting after a faithless lover. Dr. Rackstraw never
smiled. But he triumphed gravely, for he felt that the ice was
begining to thaw. “ She is but a child,” thought he, though the
prettiest that ever was made.” He might not have fallen in love
unless Crossmarsh had been in the bargain : but he was not think-
ing of Crossmarsh now. He could love for love’s sake, and had
done it often—in his own way.

‘Weariness, solitude, the sense of desertion on Sophy’s past were
combining to render any human being welcome, even if it had
been the King himself instead of the Agent of the Goblin Islands,
By the time that the postman’s knock sounded at the end of half
an hour, she had become really interested in her visitor. He had
ceased to pay her compliments, but had not ceased to talk over
her future plans, and somehow managed to make her feel that she
was the centre of interest however far away the talk might
wander for a time. Now and then, moreover, he used a touch of
the art wherewith Othello won Desdemona’s heart through her
ears. The seas in which he had laboured were far enough away
to baffle her somewhat vague ideas of Antipodean geography, and
to permit of decidedly romantic episodes. Perhaps it might be
tound that even at the Round Table itself some of the knights
were long and cadaverous, with unmusical voices and awkward
limbs—such unquestionably was the Manchegan knight, the very
flower and crown of chivalry. Dr. Hermon Rackstraw had not
only fed the hungry with the fruits of the press and clothed the
naked in Manchester cotton print, but he had fought actual
battles, by sea and land, and had always won. Nay, there were
indications that Venus as well as Mars and Jupiter had a hand in
the horoscope of Dr. Hermon Rackstraw : and, in short, he was
interesting her, although, had she been asked whether she liked
him, she would still have answered no.

“Will you excuse me for @ moment ?” she asked, when, at the
end of that half hour the postman’s knock was followed by a letter
addressed in the hand of Oswald Hargave. “It will be on busi-
ness; and Mr. Hargrave would not write unless he had somsthing
important to say.” He bowed submission: and she read —

“My DeAr Sopry,—I would have come to see you instead of
writing, but your poor uncle’s affairs must keep me here every
day till they are settled. And in any case if I did not write to
you, Corbet, of Laxham, your uncle’s lawyer, wovld—and it is
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better you should hear bad news from me, There is no doubt
that your uncle, acting with the best intentions in the world,
has made use of his large powers as your trustee to invest ag
much of your property ashe could in what he thought the hest
form of security from time to time—first in old lace, which he
afterwards sold at a ruinous loss, then in similar things with
the same result, and lastly in books, believing them for the time
to be the best security of all, Unfortunately, he was mistaken ;
the last and fullest catalogue has been submitted to an expert,
who says that the collection would sell for little more than as
waste paper. Of course you used to sign and execute whatever
documents he asked you—it was one of these which originally
alarmed me—and of course he fully believed that he was actimg
in your interest, and was more than doubling your fortune. I will
come to the worst at once: sothat I may sooner get to a practical
proposal. Your property at Crossmarsh is mortgaged to its full
value. The rents will not be more than enough to pay the in-
terest of the mortgages, and if the estate is sold, it will do no
more than pay off the principal. Under all the circumstances,
both Corbet and I think that the best way will e for you to sell
Crossmarsh. That can be done, with the consent of the Court of
Chancery, on your giving security that your sister or her repre-
sentatives should sustain no loss by the sale, in case that question
should ever arise. For her sake and for yours, you will look to
me to supply the security : you know that I represent her interests
and that they are my own. Next comes the question of how you
are to live meanwhile, My dear Sophy, I never wished before
that I was richer than is enough for one purpose, so that I might
advance what is needed to save Crossmarsh, and to purchase your
uncle’s library at its value on paper. But that idea is hopeless:
and I must ask youin plain terms to look on me as the brother
that I once was to have been. Do not let her loss come between
me and the right to help you. You will not blame your uncle, I
know. He was an enthusiast, and did all things for what he
believed to be the best: and only acted secretly because he be-
lieved in his own opinions too firmly to wish to be troubled with
those of others, You will have to live quietly, of course, and in
a different manner from that which I had planned for you. But
you may be entirely free from anxiety, whether I live or die.
That is the chief thing that I want you to understand; and you
need only let me have a line, before I see you, to tell me that you

12
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will be guided by me, who am always, dear Sophy, your most
affectionate friend and brother, OswALD.

“ Direct to me, to thecare of E, Corbet, Isq., Solicitor, Laxham.”

Dr. Rackstraw was no longer looking at her as if reading her.
On the contrary, he was looking as if he were reading one of the
books, which he had taken from the floor to occupy his time while
Sophy was reading her letter.

“You asked me just now if I had any plans,” said she, “ and
what they are.”

She spoke with almost exaggerated quietness. But its exag-
geration was just the quality of it that struck Dr. Rackstraw,
and, glancing towards her quickly from his book, he saw that
her cheeks were flushing and her eyes sparkling. “She is some-
thing much more than pretty!” thought he. “ Yes,” he said.
“Are they made? I almost hope not—for it would be my am-
bition to advise. That is my mission, you know—to advise.”

“Then I will take you at your word,” said Sophy with unin-
tended eagerness in her tone. “I wsnt you to tell me how I am
to earn my own living. Tkat is my plan—and I don’t know
how.”

“To earn your living ? You?”

“Yes—I., This letter tells me I have not a penny in the world.
I'm not sure whether it isn’t really good news. Why should I be
rich when so many better people are poor? And why should 1
be idle when other women have to work so hard ? Poor uncle !—
it never came into my head that everything was not his, to do with
as he pleased. Money, for once, made one man perfectly happy—
I wouldn’t have it back again.  And the letter s good news—for
it tells me that I have a real friend—only he must think me a
wretch, when he thinks that the sister of the girl who has ruined
his life would be a burden on him to the weight of another straw.
If it’s shameful to be idle and rich, it must be twice the shame to
be idle and poor.”

“You bewilder and amaze me ! ” said Dr. Rackstraw. “ What
has happened ? I would advise yon —I would help you, Heaven
knows. But perhaps you have read the letter wrong: it is so
easy to read a business letter wrong. Is it a question of a will ?”

“But you will put me in the way of earning a living? You
can ?”

“No doubt; if there is need.”

“There 7 need. As you will help me—you had better read
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theletter. There is nothing in it that all the world may not know :
and you will see if 1 have misread it. Don’t think I'm crying
over myself—I’'m crying because Oswald is so kind, Oh, I wish
Rosamond had lived instead of me! Everything would have
been right for everybody, then.”

Dr. Rackstraw took the letter, and read it carefully through.
“It comes to this,” thought he. “I was wrong in calling old
Fane an old fool. I should have called him as mad as a March
hare, with enough wit to hide it; mad as to the end, sane as to
the means. And this young man wants Crossmarsh sold out and
out either that he may throw a kindly veil overthe eccentricities
of Sophy’s uncle or that he may buy Crossmarsh cheap—which
it is depends on the character of that young man. But the advice
is good, all the same. I don’t want to be bothered with amateur
brothers. "They’re a nuisance always, and mostly want, before
they’ve done, to become something more. No: the girl mustn’s
take his money. That would never do. He'll think he's bought
her, and expect gratitude. . . . Themiserable young hound!”
he exclaimed, in an audible aside, as if his thoughts were too
much for him, and had slipped ont unawares.

“Dr. Rackstraw ! ” cried Sophy, in a tone as if he had struckher.

“I beg your pardon,” said he. “I didu’t mean to think aloud.
But I can’t deny my own beliefs. I had been wondering why
Horace Derwent hadn’t been to see you. I don’t wonder any more.
He is a—well, an exceedingly prudent young man. As a
trusted friend of your uncle, and an acquaintance of that really
fine and generous fellow, Hargrave, he would find out, no man
sooner, how vou were likely to be left and—these things run in
families, my dear child. His elder brother stole and destroyed
his own father’s will—and though that was a venial offence, by
comparison it shows the sort of thing that’s bred in the Derwent
bone. That’s what I meant by a ‘miserable hound.’ The ex-
pression was strong—but that it was too strong, or even strong
enough, I cannot allow.”

Sophy had thonght he was speaking of Oswald. It hurt her
hardly less to find he had been speaking of Horace, but in another
way—everything had combined to embitter her against Horace,
and she was angry with him more than she could have been with
any man who had not made her care for him. For she was angry
with lerself. But, though she could not charge Dr. Rackstraw
with injustice, it was one thing to feel that Horace Derwent

12
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deserved nurd words, quite another thing to hear him receive
what he deserved.

“But it was mueh too strong,” said she. “Ile hadno duty
towards me—not the least in the world. I never even expected
him to come. He was my unele’s friend—not mine. Ile had no
more reason for coming than you. I would have thanked him,
as I thank you. But I should have no more blamed you for not
coming than I blame him.”

“That is because you are a dear, generous, unselfish girl. No
-—I ean not sit and hear black ealled white—it is just as dishonest
as the other thing. I happen to know that Mrs. Derwent was
afraid of you. She believed you poor before it was generally
kuown ?

Sophy flushed crimson, and her eyes sparkled tenfold.

1 lmow what you mean, Dr, Rackstraw—as if I would entera
house where I was not received by all—by mothers and sisters—
with open arms! What business had these Derwents to suppose
that I was laying traps and snares for their precious son? Sinee
you know them so well, you may tell them that I would not speak
to him henceforth, if he called a hundred times a day. Iam poor,
and they are rich, but I am as well born, and as proud. There—
I have done with them all. Tell me what I shalldo?”

“Mr. Hargrave generously asks you to be his pensioner,” said
he. ‘It is a handsome offer. A brother could do no more.”

“ And—and you advise me to become 2 burden on one who has
been spending life and fortune on—but you know nothing of all
that. Did you not hear me say I am proud ? ”

“TI understand you! You are the true kinswoman of the great,
misunderstood spirit which is gone. . . . No:the Derwents,
one and all, are only dust to be shaken from your shoes. And itis
not for you, as you say, to be a pensioner on any man.”

“ Then tell me how to earn my bread. All these things helong
to my ereditors, you see. I want to begin.”

It has been said that, but for Crossmarsh, Dr. Raekstraw would
never have dreamed of making love to Sophy. But he was in
love with her now, after his manner, and, though marriage had
certainly ceased to be a prime object, he did not feel disposed to
lose the sense of ownership. He had never thought her so pretty,
and so piquante as now, when he had seen her in her varied moods
of grief, anger, and pride : and he certainly did not intend to lose
her until she was won. Pwor, and alone, he could become every-
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thing to her for just as long as he pleased ; and, to judge from his
Present feelings, he saw no reason why it should not please him to
keep her hisfor ever. Horace, he felt, was struck out of the field :
if she could be taken from the stronger and colder grasp of Oswald,
she was won,

“T honour you, my dear child,” said he. “Were I as rich as I
am not, I would not insult your independence by offering you help
that you could not take without loss of self respect. My feelings
are identical with yours. Fortunately, you might have asked
ninety-nine men in a hundred for advice, and they could have told
you nothing but to wait and work till your chance came—if it
came. I am the hundredth man. A lady in whom I am deeply
interested—a Queen in her own country—indeed that very lady of
whom I was speaking to your uncle not three weeks ago—requires
the companionship of a young English lady to act as her secretary
and fellow traveller, or rather her philosopher and friend. She is
wonderfully like a European, considering all her disadvantages of
education, and is miraculously intelligent, but of course there are
little things that only a woman can learn from a woman and a
girl—for sheis little more—only from a girl of about her own age. 1
have been searching high and low for such a young lady—of
course, imagining you to be in good eircumstances, I did not pre-
sume to think of you. There is nothing you would not like in
such a position. You would be the friend and maid ef honeur to
a Real Queen, though of a barbarous kingdom : and—above all—
you would be engaged in the great and glorious mission of civilis-
ing the benighted, forgotten corners of the human world. Thinlk
it over: and, as soon as you can, send me your decision. A word
will do.”

Sophy felt and looked a little alarmed. “I—I don't know,”
said she. ¢ Yes, I remember your speaking of that Savage Queen.
But mustn’t one know her language ? And the responsibility

“ She speaks English nearly as well as you. She learned it on
the voyage—in the most wonderful way. As for the responsibility,
that is mine. She is under my charge : and if I could feel that you
were her friend I should be a happy man, and be able to atteiid
to larger things.”

Sophy cast down her eyes, and considered. In truh, when she
had spoken so bravely about fighting her way through the world
by the strength of her own hands, she had not supposed that a
weapon woull be put into her hands quite so soon. Rut the
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impulse was on ler, and she could not draw back without yet
further humiliation.  Besides, it would be so great a thing if she
could take herlife into her own hands before writing to Oswald, and
could say, “ Thank you with all my heart—but, you see, I ean
stand alone.” For in truth her pride had been sorely wounded on
all sides, and she needed to regain self-respect, and to revindicate
herself in hier own eyes.

“You will need no recommendation,” said Dr. Rackstraw, “ but
mine, Perhaps you might think it advisable to take another name
—a sort. of nom de guerre. No doubt you will see all sorts of
people, and you might not care to have yourself discussed in relation
to your own family affairs. It would be best for you, no doubt, to
merge yourself in your position as secretary to the Queen. But of
course that is for yourself to decide. . . . I mustn’t venture yet
upon advertising her place of refuge to Master Horaee,” thought
he. ¢ el find it out, of course—but with three days’sturt a
man who doesu’t win a race deserves to lose.”

“My name? I shall certainly take a new name. 1 can’t have
the Diteairns and all the people in Crossmarsh talking about my
unele—I want to begin my life, and to begin it free. Of course
I will take a new name : I feel—1 don't know why—as if I want
to hide.” She did not say, ¢ From Horace "—but though she had
said that she did not know why, she did know why particularly
well. “Will you wait for me five minutes ? I shall not be moze.”

“1 ecrtainly have the art of managing women,” said Dr. Rack-
straw to himself, a3 soou as he was left alone. * She adopts every
hint I make, as if it were her own. Well—she’s worth a littlo
trouble : or for that matter, a good deal : and the Queen will take
care of her, and she'll take care of the Queen. . . . 'Why—areyon
going out, Miss Fane?” he asked, as Sophy returned, dressed for
walking.

“ Are you not going to take me to the Queen ? I have sent for
a cab—1 want to go : and if I don’t go at once—I'm afraid I shall
clhange my mind.”

Tt is the hand of Fate,” said Dr. Rackstraw, solemnly, “ that
sent me here to-day. At once, then. Come.”

Sophy, in her exalted mood of deeision and energy, heightened
by the fear of being afraid, did not see Horace Derwent, who, in
the exereise of some lover’s folly, was without a shadow of reason
passing along the terrace on the opposite side.
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“Then she is nof out of town—and I am a fool!” thought he.
“ Well—it is never too late to mend. ‘Women—they're all the
same.” And he strode off, wondering why it had been worth
Sophy’s while to play with him and then throw him away, while
his feet seemed to beat the pavement to the old tune,

¢ La donna e mobile qual piuma al vento—
Muta d’accento, e di pensier.”

CHAPTER XIX.

Not welcoming shores, though kissed by native seas,
Not English daisies, nor ancestral trees

Make home, save in a dream—though far we roam
Name but one name, and magic leads us home.

OPHY wondered, as she and her newly developed friend
drove along in silence, where she was leaping to. Now

' that the plunge had been made, she realised that she had
been leaping before thinking, and that her impulse had, in some
inexplicable way, been directed from without rather than excited
from within. But it was too late to withdraw now—she could
only indulge a sort of hope that she might not satisfy this
barbarian Queen, or that some other accident might keep the
arrangement from being made. DBut, on the other hand, she could
not possibly mistrust the good faith of Dr. Rackstraw, or repent
having decided to act for herself without the aid or advice
of Oswald, to whom she could only prove a burden. “I wish
I had slept on it!” thought she, “only then, if I had, I should
never have made up my mind—and if I had lost this chance
I should not have deserved another. Since I am to earn my own
bread somehow, the sooner I begin anyhow. I suppose I am as
fit for an etiquette mistress, as I am for anything—and after all,
if I do make a mistake or two, it won’t matter much with a
savage Queen. And if I don’t suit, or if I can’t get on, I can
always go: and, as I shall have another name, no particular harm
can be done. What will Oswald say! But I shall have done
right—and I sha'n’t have to argue about doing it : it will be done.”
Meanwhile the Senhora had made an unquestionable sensation.
No doubt, when the first glamour of her beauty had spent itsell,
the general feeling was one of disappointment. As a savage, she
was an impostor. But in other respects there was no doubt .nbout
her being a very charming and fascinating woman, and with an
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unconscious natural dignity without the least self-consciousness
that added to her charm to an infinite extent, and she was talked
over with something of the interest due to a Queen who wore one
of the recognised crowns of the world.

Aund yet, who was she, after all P

Her jewels were undoubtedly real ; and they spoke in her favour
with an eloquence beyond the reach of all words., They were no
impostors: and if she were an adventuress, as was hinted at by
two most notorious crotcheteers, who did not like Dr. Rackstraw,
her adventures must have been of a royal kind. It had become
known that she was living very guietly and unostentatiously in
expensive apartments taken for her by Dr. Rackstraw in Mayfair,
where she had x0 fellow lodgers. Onthe morning after Mrs, Der-
went’s reception, that quiet house in Holford Street was a quiet
house no more, and the door remained chronically open. But to
<he visitors, one and all—philanthropic, commercial, religious;
tradesmen, speculators, and lion-hunters, the same answer was
returned by the foreign servant in plain clothes—* Madam did not
receive that day, and was fatigued.” The visitors only had for
their pains the view of an ordinary London entrance passage, and
the power to say that they had left a card on royalty.

But Dr. Rackstraw had evidently the petite as well as the
grande entrée: and he was instantly admitted, without even the
trouble of enquiring if Madam received. Sophy’s heart beat: for
though the Doctor had by main force, as it were, taken possession
of her faith, she felt as if she were entering a lion's den. She
followed him up the rather dark stairs, and presently found her-
self in a rather gaudily but not uncomfortably furnished drawing-
room, evidently arranged for tenants of wealth or rank, but with-
out any special sort of character.

“You had better sit down,” said Dr. Rackstraw, # and when the
Senhora enters,don’t try to pay her royal honour. She is tncognita,
you Imow—but of course if you bring in your Majesty once or
twice, as if by accident, you will do yourself no harm. Don’t be
afraid, dear Miss Fane. . . ., Ah—here she comes.”

Sophy’s heart could no* help beating a little as she became
aware of the entrance of a wonderfully graceful woman, exquisitely
dressed, into the room. ‘Madam,” said Dr. Rackstraw, “this
young lady—the daughter of an old friend—is willing to take the
post of your Majesty’s secretary. You could not do better than
accept her services, if I may venture to advise.”
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“Indeed P ” asked Her Majesty, with a gracious smile that made
Sophy feel as if the sun had suddenly begun to shine. This a
savage, indeed 7 Sophy, always impressed by the nature of the
moment, seemed to feel her heart drawn to the lady, scarcely older
than herself, who had sueh a voice and such a smile. “She will
be an admirable secretary, no doubt—but if she means to answer
all my letters, she will have to work hard. Two hundred and
seventeen letters, printed and written, all in one day! Well—I
shall have two secretaries: this young lady, and the fire: and I
think the fire will have the most to do. How many wine mer-
chants are there in London, Dr. Rackstraw ? I shall have an
advertisement that I drink only lemonade, Pray sit down., Oh,
what an evening last night! I am tired.”

“T thought you would be pleased.”

“Pleased? I was not pleased. In my country, we meet to
rest, and to amuse ourselves: we sit down always, and all do just
what we please. 'With you we had to stand and talk—talk—talk :
my head aches still. How ecan one-talk with nothing to say ?
And you all had nothing to say, except ask stupid questions—
which is rude. I am not going again to a company like that, I
do not like my head to ache, or to breathe and smell—pah! Would
you mind leaving me a few minutes with this young lady alone?”

Dr., Rackstraw bowed, and retired, with a glanee towards Sophy
to give her courage.

“What is your name ? ” asked the Queen.

%My name ?” stammered Sophy. “Oh—Gray: Suphia Gray.”

% Sophia—Sophy ? ” asked the Queen, starting.

“Sophy is the short for Sophia, Madam.”

“T know, I willcall you Sophy, then, Miss Gray. I like the
name,” she said, with a deep sigh. “And 1 like you, You are
not like those horrible women 1 saw last night. And mind, I
don’t engage you on Dr. Rackstraw’s word. Iengage you becauss
—because 1 please. I shall not be & troublesome mistress, Miss
Gray. Give me your hand.” )

Sophy touched the beautiful hand, and bent her lips over it,
remembering that its beauty was a Queen's.

« No—not my hand ! ” eried Her Majesty. I like you- [way/
you to like me. Kiss my lips—”

And before Sophy could frame a wondering thought, the smpul
sive savage had thrown her arms round her neclk, and her cheek
was wet with tears that were not her own,
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CHAPTER XX,

“But of the Tree of the Knowledgeof Good and Evil, thon sh:lb not eat of it :

for in the Day that thon eatest thereof thou shalt surely die.’”

HAVE not thought it worth while to insult my readers by
the formal information that Rosamond Fane had returned
to England Queen of Apahu. I only say so now because

the passing months have made it more than possible that some
among them may have forgotten the very existence of Rosamond
Fane. Indeed, who had not, save Oswald? For her uncle was
dead, and to her sister she belonged to an ancient dreamland : and
as to Crossmarsh, dozens of births, marriages, and deaths have
been written over the story of how Rosamond Fane had thrown
herself over tbe cliff in a brain fever. Nine days is the period
for wonder: and this was nine years.

Or rather it was nearer ten sinee the child of fifteen had been
taken up suddenly from such a home as Crossmarsh (whence she
hiad never been ten miles distant in her life) as it were up into the
clouds, and dropped straight therefrom upon an unknown shore
in the South Seas. That is perbaps the only adventure on record
for which the whole world and all time may be defied to furnish
a fellow—the one absolutely new thing that there has ever been
uuder the sun. She had just vanished without a trace from the
safest and quietest of English homes: and had woke ont of s
nightmare—well, in Apahu: an island of which the most learned
geographer had never heard. ILet that be matched in human
experience if it can. And yet the process had not a grain of
magic in it from first to last; but, on the contrary, taken step by
step, contains no more unlikelibood than the things that are
always happening to us or around us, every day.

But to her, who till now had known no wonders greater than
sunrise and spring, the immediate pass bad seemed such a chaos
of wonders that nothing could well seem wonderful any more It
was to her literally as if she had been lifted up into the sky by a
giant hand and dropped again at'random. She lay passively upen
the deliciously warm sand, upon which the caprice of the waves
had tossed her without hurt or pain. Perhaps, thought she, she
was dying or dead, and this was the threshold of the world of
souls, Perhaps Sophy and Uncle Aneas were standing round her
bed, watching the parting of spirit from clay—which is as likely
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to be pleasant as not, if we only knmew. Of course she felt weak,
and her brain seemed to have done with thinking : but her
languor felt like the presage of infinite rest, and her senses
were bathed in an atmosphere of heavenly fragrant balm. And
surely those two perfect children, unspoiled by a rag of mortal
clothes, who stood gazing at her, hand in hand, with the eyes of
fawns, must be the angels of the threshold—if only it were
credible that the Cherubim have coffee-coloured skins.

Happily for this shuttlecock of destiny, it was not among the
traditions of Apahu to treat a stranger in any of the methods
accepted among the countries which Dr. Rackstraw counted
civilised—the savages neither heaved bricks at her, nor mobbed
her, nor invited her to dinner to see how she would feed. But
they had their superstitions, for they were human : and the sight
of a supremely beautiful girl, cast up as if by a miracle from
the holy sea, speaking in unknown tongues, and of the complexion
of sunshine, overcame the whole country with awe. She was a
gift from the elements: and these islanders, in their ignorance,
had no experience of any gifts straight from nature that were not
divine. From the very beginning there was no doubt of Losa-
mond’s social position in Apahu. Nature had written “ Queen”
upon her so that all eyes could read: and when the priests of an
unknown God consecrated her to empire, they did but translate
the language of nature into their own.

It was an ideal kingdom. There were no wars—no seditions—
no parties—no crimes. There was not even poverty. A child of
five years old could have runled the island of Apahu. The people
were as gentle as their climate, and not a philosopher among
them dreamed of doubting that their complex and ancient system
of ethics was as mnch a law of nature as life and death were.
They were saturated with ceremonials and symbolisms, but they
observed them as unconsciously as they breathed, or as children,
who have no friends beyond their own nursery, take for granted
the unwritten laws of their little world. Or rather as children,
if civilised children were as childlike as the heathen savages of
Apahu. Yet their minds were as quick as lightning to observe,
and to reason after their manner, and their untainted health made
life itself an all-suflicient pleasure, without the help of invention.
They had their faults, as even their new Queen could see—they
could not imagine that man has any higher mission than to take
life as he finds it, to get the utmost good out of it, and to leave
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it none the worse for his having been born. A brain with
centuries of Europe init, could not fall into this view of things,
though that brain was but a girl's. In truth, the new Queen’s was
the only burdened brain end sorrowful heart in Apahu. What
were the perfect climate, the fragrant air, even the human worship
and kindness, to her who was pining and wearying for the grey
skies and angry rocks of Crossmarsh, for the perfume of home, and
for those whose hearts she had left to break with suspense and
sorrow ? She could not even get the utmost good out of evil—to
speak only in unknown tongues is to be deaf and dumb. How-
ever, she shared one grand quality with her subjects—Health, and
therefore Hope: and she could not tell that she was in a sea
whither no ship ever came. Sooner or later, release must coms :
and with all her bodily needs amply supplied, she took to thinking.
And the first fruits of her thoughts were that, even at the worst,
she was the worst Christian in the island if she did not give
grateful thanks every day of her life for her wonderful preserva~
tion. The second, that she was almost the worst if she did net
take to heart the lesson that she was no less cared for than the
sparrows of the air and the lilies of the field. The third, that
thanks are to be rendered in deeds, not thoughts or words. She
had to choose between two things, and only two—rebellious
despair, and the aeceptance of life on whatever conditions it had
been given : and the latter—so it seemed to a young woman whose
brains were English—meant the further acceptance of some sort
of duty. All her system of theology, such as it was, would be
overturned if all that had happened to her was without a reason
as well as a cause: for the logic of doubt had not reached Cross-
marsh at that time. And what was the obvious work for a
Christian English girl in a heathen land? Clearly to bring these
forgotten sheep into her own fold.

The language came to her, at first slywly, then rapidly, as
a language always does when one is compelled to use it to escape
from being deaf and dumb. But it was unwritten, while the
young Queen was no grammarian: and, in addition to these
essential and accidental difficulties, she found it barren in words
to express even her elementary theology. So long as she talked
to the ladies of court out of the Sermon on the Mount, for
example, everything was plain sailing, until she was hopelessly

.thrown out by the absolute incapaeity of the Apahuic mind
'to understand what was meant by dsing wrong—not to speak
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of sin. What was worse, she could not discover that anything
was ever done that would have been called wrong in Apahu,
The absence of words essential to all theology was due to the
absence of the corresponding things. Once, indeed, a brilliant
thouglit struck her. She imagined the ease of a person who
should slay a sea-bird, that being regarded as a consecrated
creature, to serve for her first lesson in the difference between
good and evil. The coffee-coloured Eve, upon whom she tried tlie
experiment, hung down her head, said not a single word, and,
at the end of the lesson, crept away with her face buried in
her hands. The girl was a chatterbox : and yet, when Rosamond
next met her, she maintained the same dead silence, and the next
time, and the next, as if she had been suddenly struck dumb.
Not only so, but none, even of her own kindred, spoke a word
to the poor creature, who went about in melancholy plight as
if she were impure. Rosamond addressed her; but in vain.
She questioned others, equally in vain. Not till the first glimpse
of the second new moon that followed did she recover her speech :
nor till then was the too zealous missionary allowed to learn
that the girl “had heard words not to be spoken: but she has
forgotten them now.”

“ Then what should happen to the one who speaks such words?”
asked the Queen of the old priest who had placed the sceptre
in her hands, and was supposed to know—everything. “Surely it
is the tongue, not the ear which is to blame.”

, “ The tongue would not speak if the ear did not listen,” said
the patriarch of Apahu. “The Queen’s words are always wise,
and may be spoken—but they must not be heard.”

Such logic was unanswerable. She could not adopt Mr.
Pitcairn’s plan of converting her people with her fists: and
yet there seemed no other means. She had to content herself with
the practical theology of doing her duty in the state of life to
which she had been called : and even this was difficult, seeing that
there was so little to be dome. Unconsciously to herself, the
atmosphere of this island of innocence sank into her own spirit,
and dulled even her memories of other times. She also began to
forget that there was another world beyond the sea in which
human life was a battle, and in sin and sorrow were something
much more than names. Iler very soul fell aslcep, and even
forgot to wonder wherher it were dead or alive.

But one day, while wandering with two of her maids of honour
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along tho sands, she saw what seemed to set her whole heart on
fire. 1t was what looked at first like a purple cloud. But her
eyes soon made out that it was—land. Now air and light will
play such tricks now and then, and reveal across deserts of sea or
sand the phantoms of invisible hills and streams. Fata Morgana
was doubtless playing one of her tricks now. Never had the
Queen of Apahu seen the sign of a distant shore or heard of such
a sight having been given to the oldest or farthest reaching eyes.
And yet this eould be no fancy—so complete was the mirage that
she could make out the shape of the eliffs, and even the masses of
foliage above them and the white foam at their feet. She reached
out both her arms, and, as her ladies’ eyes followed hers, there
came into view a nest of white huts with whiter sails slowly pass-
ing them. There was nobody in Apahu to scatter her vision by
a lecture on the laws of light: and preseutly she was surrounded
by what was called a crowd in that country, all more full of wonder
than she. As she stood with outstretched arms towards the re-
velation of her own world, she looked as if spreading out her wings
to fly—and ah, why had nature denied her wings? Nor did the
vision pass till the sun went down with tropical swiftness: and
then it remained in her dreams. For she dreamed she was at home,
and fifteeu years old.

There was nothing contrary to the laws of Apahu—since the
case was without precedent—in this summons to their Queen to
return for a season to the unlmown world whence she had come.
‘Where there was no tradition to the contrary, the royal will was
law: and, moreover she had the privileges belonging to a mystery.
The matter was laid before the sacred college (I must manage
with English terms as best I can) and Rosamond’s old priest, her
especial counsellor, found himself in a minority of one. It was
with sorrow that he brought her the tidings that, since she willed
it, she must go. “T am an oid man,” said he, “I, also, am on the
eve of my voyage back to that other world whence we all came.
But old as I am, I, nor my father before me, though he lived to
six score years, ever saw what you have shown us, even in a
dream. It fills me with dread that we, with living eyes, have
seen the land that lies beyond the grave. We have seen things
not to be seen. What should this forbode to living souls?” It
was thus that the Queen learned, for the first time, that Apahu
regarded itself as the entire world, bounded by an infinite sea;
and that her subjects believed her about to pass that ocean while
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still alive. And why not, when she had already crossed it full-
grown.

“It is not for the old to teach the young,” said her priest, sadly
and humbly. “ You are fresh from where you are going—I czme
from it as a child, and have long ago forgotten its ways. Dut I
heard from my father, who heard it from his, and he from his
fathers, that Apahu is blessed because its name has never been
named to the evil spirits who live beyond the sea. "Who they are
I know not: only T tremble. I have guessed there is evil, for T
have learned there is pain. I dread to think what ruler next may
be sent us from the sea.”

¢ But I shall learn all that the other world has to teach,” said
the Queen,  and all that I learn I shall be able to teach again.
Do you think I will not return ? Do I not love my people—the
gentlest, kindest, best, that ever were known ? Do I not owe you
all more than I can ever repay? God has made me your Queen
—God forbid that I should give up my crown to one who must
needs love you all less than I! Only now I smust go. In that
other world I have a sister—kindred—friends. I shall find those
who will teach me what I am hungering and thirsting to teach my
people, and know not how. I shall come back—and it will not
be long.”

She was burning to start for those white huts and white sails
which, though now become invisible, could not possibly be unat-
tainable, since they had been seen. But she had passed those years
of growth in her island during which a child becomes a woman:
and this under influences which had made her one with the people
among whom she had been thrown. Crossmarsh, with its blank
life of solitary fancies, had left a clear page whereon Apahu might
be written large, with nothing to erase or to confuse the letters.
For all those years she had not been brought in contact with an
English thought, or heard an English word. She had learned to
dream even with a new tongue: and the silent power of Goodness
Lad enveloped her till, though unknowingly, she was spoiled for
this common life of ours—ivhich indeed, save in her own fancies,
she had never known. She hungered for home, but it never
entered her head to become an escaped prisoner, and to throw
off the duties which belonged to her as 2 Queen. She had made
friends—she had imperceptibly learned to think their thoughts,
and to make their ways hers. Of course she would return, and in
such wise as to reward her people for their lcve a thousand-folce
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She belived that Rosamond Fane of Crossmarsh, and Queen
Ngahoung of Apahu, were still one and the same: and that while
slie had been changing from a child into a woman, all her old
world had been standing still,

She was longing for the return of her childhood ; to see again
the same flowers in the old garden, and to amaze Sophy with her
reappearance from the grave. Nevertheless it was a sad as well
as a solemn moment, when, the centre of a great, incomprehensible
mystery, herself the mystery of mysteries, she stepped from the
shore, in the sight of all her people into the great canoe which
was to bear her across the world-encircling sea, She wore the
consecrated jewels, rubies, and emeralds, and the circle out of
which she stepped was formed of chief priests and judges in their
robesof white, yellow, or crimson silk, of jewelled nobles, and of the
ladies of the land. There were neither applauding shouts, nor tears.
It was the will of the Queen, whose words were the oracle of
fate, and awe silenced the voice of sorrow. She was about, without
dying,to passover the waters of life and death, which she alone had
already passed without having been born. Twelve men, chosen
by lot from the best mariners of the country, were to carry the
royal canoe to the invisible shore. Not one, though bound upon
8o marvellous an adventure, betrayed a sign of doubtor of fear. In-
deed no Apahuic was ever troubled with doubt of any kind ; and
they trusted their Queen as their mother, children that they were.
Indeed, there was no visible sentiment among them all but pride,
that this adventure had been trusted by destiny to their hands;
and envy must have been found on the shore if 5uch a serpent had
been known in Apshu.

The voyage of the ship 4rgo—the first voyage of Columbus—
the voyage of Queen Ngahoung: these three, each in its way, are
the wonder voyages of the world. Faith was the grand element
in the third. When the next sun rose, and the horizon was still
as clear of land as it was of clouds, the Queen's heart sank a little ;
but her sailors’ hearts were as stout as at starting. One does not
travel from this world to the other in a day. They had seen the
vision of the shore, and therefore knew which way to sail, and
the wind seemed to know it too, for it set steadily to the same
path, though not so strongly as to quarrel with the sea. Their
unflinching faith gave their Queen hope: and on the morning of
the fifth day they saw land—no mirage: and in the evening ran
ashore. The Queen landed : her sailors kissed her hands and her
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zeet, and sailed back for Apahu, to tell how they had touched the
shore of the world of Souls and had returned alive.

But the country did not go into mourning for its Queen. She
had said she would return: and words, even when promises, were
sacred in Apahu. Only the Queen’s old priest fell into a lethargy,
wherein he spoke no words but these— It is the End.”

CHAPTER XXI.

1 thought me free as thonghts are free,
Or dreams of love that’s past and o’er,
Nor feared I e’er again shounld see
That shadow on the foor.

Yet who may hide his days so deep
For foes to find ? When dread was slain,

And memory’s self had fall’n asleep,
The shadow came again.

SWALD HARGRAVE'S business at Laxham proved to be
more complicated even than he had feared. His letter to
Sophy but poorly represented the state into which a mad

trustee, of reputed and unquestioned sanity, had contrived to bring
them. With the aid of the lawyer, however, he contrived to clear
up the business so far as to learn that Uncle Aneas had, with the
aid of Sophy’s signature whenever it was required, been invest-
ing her whole capital, and even whatever could be raised on mort~
gage or otherwise, in amass of worthless and unsaleable rubbish—
all for her henefit of course, butnot the less toher ruin, With a
cunning that must have grown with the growth of his craze, he
had from time to time employed at least a dozen lawyers, so as to
avoid the disagreeable necessity of having to hear good advice:
while his own estate, which his mismanagement had rendered
liable to his ward’s, was simply n2/.

There was certainly no reason why Oswald should consider
himself answerable to one of two sisters simply because nine or
ten years ago he had wished to marry the other. But his con-
science had always been a jealous tyrant ; and it told him that if
he had not been spending all those years upon the pursuit of what
he alone would not call a Phantom, he would have seen what was
going on, and Rosamond’s sister would have been an heiress still,
“ After all, dare 7 call Alneas Fane a madman?” he thoughrt.
“Tt is what men would call me—if they knew. If I could onty
be sure she is dead !—but then I know that Lawrence Derwent

13
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lives: it is too late for thinking now. After ten years, one must
go on to the end. If I am mad—well, mad I must be,”

But it did not strike him as a sign of madness that ho should
impoverish himself for Rosamond’s sister’s sake, though she had
no more claim upon him than what he chose to imagine. And
indeed there was a time—at least so we teach ourselves to believo
—when nobody would have called him mad: when & knight who
devoted his life to find or avenge alady, and to punish a villian,
would have had poems made in his honour. And after all, when I
come to think of it, I cannot bring myself to decide that Oswald
Hargrave’s purpose was mueh less foolish, or even mueh more
barren, than the ordinary purposes of life which are accepted as
sane. No doubt he might have made a fortune, or written a book
or whatever else it might be, with half the labour: but then to
his mind Rosamond was better worth seeking than a fortune
which she could not share, and as for books--well, living a book
is as good as writing one, any day, and moreover he had no
vanity, except in what consisted in finishing whatever he had
happened to begin. As it was, there was only one book wanting
to the world—the only book that he needed; the book that
should have told him of Apahu.

Having, so far as was possihle at present, arranged preliminaries
with the lawyers at Laxham, subjeet to Sophy’s approval which
no doubt would be given, he wasable, on his way baek to town
to return to the subject of Silver Moldwarp, in connection with
Lawrence Derwent, and to the means by whiell he might render
available that shadow of a elue. That still baflled him, and for
the same reasons which had before raised up a fatal objection to
every eourse he had been able to think of. He went out of his
wey to pass the book-shop on his way to his hotel—it was still
there, but as unsuggestive as ever. If only lie had a friend to
whom he eould give his whole confidenee, and who kad both the
time and the ecraft, to act for him as a detective, mueh might
be done: but if Moldwarp was in the interest of the escaped
convict, Oswald’s personal enquiries would only serve to put the
rascal on his guard. And he had no desire for the help of law or
police in hunting down Lawrence Derwent, though it would have
been at serviee, seeing that the man was a felon who had broken
gaol. But, if Rosamond were to be found, live or dead, Oswald
must get the felon under his own personal power—the law might
nave him when he had been used and thrown away. So far as
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the purpose of his life was concerned, the time spent over Sophy’s
business had been clean thrown away.

He was just about starting for Richmond Place, when he re-
ceived a letter from the lawyer at Laxham, enclosing another letter
which had been addressed to him there and had arrived immediately
after his departure. The address was in Sophy’s hand-writing.
‘ An ‘answer to mine, I suppose—but there was no occasion for
that,” thought he. But when he had read it—*“ What in the
name of all perverse folly is the meaning of this?  Rackstraw—
Miss Gray—companion and secretary to an outlandish Queen ?
‘What is Rackstraw, that he should meddle with her affairs and
mine ? This will never do.”

So, instead of walking at his leisure to Richmond Place,in
order to think out the great complication, he drove straight to
Mayfair, and arrived just as another visitor had knocked and was
waiting at the door. He recognised the man from Nevada: and
he was also recognised, for his fellow visitor gave him a careless
nod of half acquaintance, accompanied by a smile which seemed
to convey some special meaning. “So you have found your way
here, too ?” asked he. “Oh, I remember—you are a traveller—
Is the Senhora at home? Does she receive ?” he asked, as the
door was opened.

“Is Miss Fane here ?” asked Oswald.

“The Senhora is at home, Mr. Harding,” said the groom of
the chambers respectfully, to the first enquiry. *Miss Fane ?
No Miss Fane lives here.”

“1 heg pardon—I mean Miss Gray,”said Oswald, as the man
from Nevada entered before him.

“Oh, yes—Miss Gray! She is with Madam.”

And so Oswald, dimly groping for such clue as Silver Mold-
warp’s fingers might just possibly hold, all unconsciously entered
the very centre of the maze. :

“ 'What you have seen of the world!” Rosamond was saying
to her secretary. “It is wonderful-—and you so young. ‘Why,
youmust lmow everthing. You ought to be the queen of my
poor people, instead of me. And—do you know England as well
as you know all those places abroad ? ” [

“I know very little of England, Madam,” said Sophy. “Very
little indeed.”

“Did I not tell you never to call me ¢ Madam’ again? Well,
we shall both Jmow more of England very soon, I am going on

13 a
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a journey—and indeed I shall be glad, for Liondon is a horror ; not
at all what I expected. I can hardly breathe. But still of course
it is London that I must look for what I want—all the goodness,
and the wisdom, and the science that I must carry back with me,
when I go. Do you like London?”

“No,” said Sophy with a sigh. It is the only place where I
have ever known sorrow—and—but that is ungrateful. I amglad
to be in your service. You don’t seem like a mistress: you seem
like a friend.”

“Seem ? No. I am. The minute I knew your name, I knew
we should be friends. Ob, I wish you could see my country—I
had forgotten, I didn’t know, I mean, that England was so dark
and so close, and the people so gloomy and grave. And then the
poor who suffer, and the rich who do not help the poor—my dear
child, I sometimes wonder if after all my people could get much
good from yours. There is religion, of course—but—I wonder if
it is wrong to think that people whe live up to their own, and
never do wrong, are best left alone. Oh, it is a dreadful responsi-
bility to be a Queen. I wish you could see my country—with its
earth-like paradise and its skies like heaven, and its people, all as
beantiful asangels, and as wise as little childrenare! You mustn't
judge of them by me. I am full of doubts, and wants, and sorrows :
I have thoughts for which they have no words. Do you think it
would be best for them if I were never to go back to them again ?”

1t was the lioness asking advice of the mouse. “I think, Madam,”
said Sophy timidly, “ I think your people have a great and a good
queen. But oh, if they are heathens!” she exclaimed, forgetting
that the Senhora must needs be a heathen too—* Of course they
must be taught all that—you must find some clergyman who will
tell you what to do——"

“1 have seen dozens,” said Rosamond sadly. “ After I wasseen
at the Derwents’, they used to come and advise me every day.
They all talked very well, but none of them seemed to understand.
And then they all wanted me to have my people converted to dif-
ferent things: and out of every dozen the twelfth said that the
eleven others were wrong——"

“ But religion is religion,” said Sophy. “Any sort if it was Chris-
tian, would be better than none,”

“ Dear child—do you know that my people have lived in faith,
hope, and charity for hundreds, perhaps thousands, of years?
‘Will they and their fathers and their children be condemned for
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knowing no better than to be content with these—just because,
being blind to the darkness, they have been blind to the light too ?
I dread to bring among them the doubt, the terror of death, the
want of charity, that I find here—everywhere. Let it be sy fault
that they are left blind. My sin will not be visited on them, If
I refuse to let them know the truth, it will be my sin—not theirs.”

This was a flight far and far beyond Sophy, who had never until
this moment been taken into confidence by a heroine, who had
learned from her queendom to place the good of her people before
even her own soul. Tt was a new experience for the girl to hear
right and wrong, sin and duty, and the relations of sovereign, Church,
and people, treated, not as matters for books and sermons, but as
real, practical things—as real, and of more intense moment, than
going to market even.

“But enough of that,” said Rosamond, with a sudden smile—
though rather sad for all its sweetness, as if it were a confession
that she had rather wasted her confidence upon her new friend.
“T retract my wish that you were a queen. Tell me about your-
self rather. You are an orphan—like me ?”

i “Yes—my father and mother both died, when I was quite a
child.”

“So did mine—but I can just remember my mother, though not
her dying. Iave you brothers? Sisters ?”

1 have no brother. I had a sister once—but she died.”

“You are indeed alone! But how came you to know Dr. Rack-
straw ?”

¢ He has been a very kind friend—and in bringing me to you,
more kind than I can say. Do yon know, I can hardly believe
that you come from an unknown country, so far away? And you
are nearly as fair as I.”

“And you dow’t think me very much liké a heathen
savageP”

“(Qh, Madam! You know I think you the loveliest woman in
the world ! ”

“T am glad of that, my child! I wantto givea good impression
of my people; for I love them and am proud of them—I never
knew how much till I came away. Do you know, I am half glad
you are so alone ? For perhaps you will go back with me——whgn I
go. I wantalso to give a good impression of your pcople tomine.
All the others here are so ugly, and are not gentle, as minc are, at
all. Of course, Dr. Rackstraw is a man of genius—but I skould
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hardly like to take him as a specimen: he is not exactly beautiful.
How would you like to come ?

% Madam,” said Sophy, ¢ there is nothing I would like better in
the world! I kate England. I should like to leave it, and never
see it again,”

“ Now what does that mean ?” asked Rosamend, smiling through
a mist in her eyes at Sophy’s flushed cheeks and eager tone. “You
must neither bring hate with you, nor call me Madam, if you are
to come with me. I Jove England—love her, though her face is all
frown while my island’s is all sunlight and smile. And I mean to
love this dear, old, ugly England yet more, But, though I love it
ever so much, my people are my people: they must always come
first with me—first of all! I shall have to go back, at least for a
while—and so—it is settled—you will come too. Ah, you will nct
hate England when you have been away for a year. You will
hunger for the sight of her very ugliness——”

“But indeed I would not—I want to go to your country—where
people do not only pretend to be friends, until one is poor. . . .
But one would think you were English! It is very—"

“Strange? Not at all. If you were only a little browner and
a little taller you would pass for one of my people very well. And
you shall be one, since you will. You shall wear this Qakoung—
Ruby : that means you are one of my people now ; and- my friend.
Now, kiss the hand of your Queen.”

Sophy pressed herlips to those forgotten fingers, and the forgotten
lips touched her brow.

“Mistare Harding for the Senhora!” announced the Swiss,
“ And a gentleman to see Miss Gray.”

Rosamond’s eyes, close to Sophy’s face, saw the girl’s face colour
yet more quickly than before and & startled look in her eyes. In
love affairs, Rosamond was a nun. But nuns know how to read,
and the language of love was not among the things that were
unknown in Apshu. “Are you so sure you hate England?”
whispered she. “ Are you sure I am not punished for my greedi-
ness in being glad you have no friends but me? . . . . Let
me see—I think Mr. Harding eomes to talk business: I will see
him here. You had better see your friend in the parlour, Miss
Gray. He may have business too.”

Poor Sophy felt stricken with shame. She knew that her tell-
tale colour, go terribly out of season, had betrayed the hope and
fear of her heart that her nameless visitor would prove to be her
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false friend and lover, whom she had vowed [never to see again.
Who else should seek her out, and find her, despite her change of
name ? It might be that he would be able to explain—her pride
and her suspicion might have wronged him, after all. So she put
on an air of ice, and the man from Nevada, who passed her on the
stairs with a bow, was experimented upon by a halt curtsey charged
with frozen dignity. But her heart was beating as it had never
beaten before : and, when she entered’the parlour, it turned to real,
not make-belief, frost, at the sight of Oswald Hargrave—the best
and truest friend that she had in the world: and that without
knowing that it was he to whom the apparent desertion of Horace
was wholly due.

“What in heaven’s name is the meaning of all this, Sophy ?”
asked he, for his first word. I arrange the best of plans for you
—1 am doing everything that can be done—and I find you in this
strange service, under a false name. Here is your letter. 'What
in heaven’s name does it mean?”

“Tknow you are very, very kind. . . . But only think,
Oswald—what could T do? I can’t take your money. I can’tin-
deed. Of course Crossmarsh must be sold, and that is the only way
for the debts to be paid. Just think, Oswald—you have been
spending all you have for poor Rosamond’s sake : the living must
not join the dead in wasting all your means. I am proud—I will
earn my own bread, since I can: yes, and with comfort and ease.
Indeed I have done well—better than well.”

“ But you must not be proud, Sophy. A fine sort of fellow I
should be, while seeking Her, to let her sister serve er starve.
Why have you changed your name ?”

“ That’s because I am proud too. And it’s because—because—
well, because I thought it best: and Dr. Rackstraw thought so
too. It was he, you know, who introduced me to the Queen—the
Senhora, I should say.”

“Dr. Rackstraw! What can a stranger kmow of what you
ought to do?”

“ Poor uncle’s most intimate friend? ”

“My dear girl—don’t think I mean to be cross with you. But
I know the world—at least most of it; and I have learned two
things.. One is to trust a woman’s first impression of a man.
The second is to distrust the man who flatters another’s—craze
You took an instinetive dislike to Dr. Rackstraw at first sight:
lesson number one. Dr. Rackstraw flattered your uncle to the
top of his bent, pretending to love books with which the result
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shows he knmew nothing. And for this he must have had a motive:
lesson number two. I distrust Dr. Rackstraw because you did,
and you must, Sophy, because I do.”

“QOswald! I never knew you unjust before. Yes—you are
unjust. Is a man to be condemned for ever because some silly
girl thinks him awlkward and without manners? Why, where
would you all be? What has Dr. Rackstraw to gain from me ?
IHe understood my pride at once—he has warned me of my friends
and enemies—he has been my friend even when he knew I was
poor—he has found me a situation in a thousand »

“ As companion to a savage: to an adventuress, for aught you
Imow, though probably he knows——"

“As friend to the loveliest and noblest woman I ever knew—
yes, if you put it that way. Oh, Oswald, don’t be ungenerous—
unjust: that is not like you. If you could only see her: if you
could only hear her speak—how she loves her people, and would
even sacrifice her immortal soul for their happiness: how gentle
she is, and how kind, and how wise—"

“My dear, dear Sophy—she may seem all that, and yet she
may be no fit companion for you. She comes, I understand
from the South Seas. Now a South Sea Islander, fresh from her
own home, does not talk English like a native, dress like a duchess,
and look & Venus from some Italian picture. If I must put it
plainly—TI am your brother, Sophy—TI believe her to be some half-
bred Portugese, clever, beautiful, accomplished as so many of
them are, whom Dr. Rackstraw has brought to England for ends
of hisown. An unknown island? Absurd! Buta woman like
that would be a grand bait for & company to explore non-exis-
tent ruby mines—and—you are too innocent to tell tales.”

He knew that he was talking sound sense : but Sophy was fresh
from the influence some women have—that of fascinating their
own sex no less, or rather more, than Oswald’s. “ You are saying
borrible things, Oswald,” eried she. “She ismy Queen: I will
not have her slandered, even by you. You shall see her; you
shall judge if she’s not even lovelier and nobler than I can say.
I know. Oh, Oswald—believe that I am doing what is right—I
must not be & burden on you: I can be of use to her.”

“ And—when she returns to her Atlantis, her Utopia, or where-
ever her ruby mines may be P ”

“T am alone, Oswald. I have said I will go too.”

Oswald paced the room silently. Then, It is like witchcraft!”
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said he. “Why did Rackstraw force himself into your uncle’s
confidence? Why did he encourage him in his waste Why
did he seize the first chance of bri

ringing you into this woman’s
service, under a false name ? I must get to the bottom of this—
and I will: though my hands are overfull already, and my wits
over-burdened, Heaven knows. I am not hard, Sophy, nor un-
generous I hope, nor unjust I know. You are Her sister—and
mine. A girl like you is the best of instruments in unscrupulous
bands, when they are playing a deep game. What end have I
but your good ? Who is this Rackstraw P ”

“Talk of the devil indeed !” said the Doctor himself, who at
that moment opened the door. “Mr. Hargrave? An unex-
pected pleasure. Perhaps I can answer that question better than
Miss Gray. I have been in countries—ha ha!—where such a
question, in such a tone, would have had to be settled at some dozen
paces distance : but I am a missionary of civilisation, and duels,
being a survival of barbarism, are out of my line. Besides,
your question was perfectly natural, since you wanted to know.
I am Hermon Rackstraw, Doctor of Philosophy, Agent-General
for the Goblin Islands. You can see my credentials at my office,
if you have any business in that rising group, where land is still
to be had cheap with a moral certainty of being able to sell it at
fifty times the value in a very few years.”

¢ Thanks,” said Oswald, shortly. “I will call at your office—
if you will let me know where it is, and name a time.”

% Here is my card, Mr. Hargrave. You will find me any day,
this week, between two and four.”

% Then—Sophy—good-bye for to-day. To-morrow, or next day
I will see you again. By that time you will have heard from
Laxham, about the sale. And in that matter you will be guided
by them and me.”

And so he left her, as if in anger—for which indeed he was
surely not without cause. Dr. Rackstraw stroked his smooth
chin in silence, while Sophy, her eyes swimming, listened to
Oswald’s footsteps as they passed into distance vuth what she
took for an angry ring.

“Qh ! ” said she, when che heard them no more. “What skall
I do to make my brother believe in my Queen ?  If he had only
seen her—and now he is gone.”

« I am afraid—very much afraid,” said Dr. Rackstraw, ¢ that
Mr. Hargrave does not approve of what you have done. Never
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mind, dear Miss Fane. TWeknow that you have done wisely and
well.  After all, that is the grand difficulty of doing right—that
we can't make other people understand. It has been so with me,
hundreds of times. You don't repent having done as you have
done P ”

“Not for a moment. And yet—but you can't know what any-
thing like a quarrel with Oswald means.”

“Indeed but I can. Do you think 7 can’t understand every-
thing that concerns you? Of course you could not take his—
charity. He will see that for himself, in time. And you have
your place in the world. I heard quite enough, as I came in, and
afterwards, to see how the land lies, there. He mistrusts me—
God lmows why. But you do not?”

“No indeed! But that was not what distressed me so much—
-but he has got such dreadful ideas about the Senhora——"

“ Ah—bhe thinks her an impostor, e¢h ?”

“What—you heard ?”

“Not a word. But I lmow what notions always come into
those dull, narrow minds. They never believe what they cannot
understand. They have no Faitk, dear Miss Fane, like you—and
me. I hope I have brought you into a wider and nobler life—a
life worth the living, You must trouble your head about all
these trifles no more. We must leave them to the IIargraves
and the Derwents—the moles and the butterflies. /e must soar.”

“ Ah—you and the Senhora,” sighed Sophy. “But I have no
wings.”

“Then I have no eyes. By the way, I think I've cleared up
the mystery about our other friend—young Derwent, you know.
He had a good reason for not coming after all.”

“Indeed ? Then—1”

“Yes—the best of all reasons. Mrs. Derwent—his mother—"

“Is she il1?”

“No—tells me he is just engaged to a Miss Craven: that’s all.
So of course, under the circumstances, one couldn’t very well
expect a young man to go about making morning calls. He lives
in a rapture, you know—however, I'm glad to think it was only
that, and not what we supposed. No: one should never judge
harshly—never. There’s always some good, honest reason for
everything, if we only knew.”

¢“Oh—is that all ?”

“That’s all. It will be 2 good match, and will please his
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mother: and I'm glad of it, for he's not a bad sort of a young
man.’!

“So am I glad—very glad indeed! Do you know how soon
the Senhora means to go home P

“Oh, not yet awhile. You needn

“T'm sorry you don’t lmow, because I hoped it would be soon.
I am going with her

“And you are impatient to see that Wonderful island of hers?
Just so—there, you see, grow your wings! But there’s no hurry
—why do you want to fly away P ”

“Because 1do!” said Sophy, keeping down a rising sob, to her
pain. “And that ¢s all.”

Her lover had the sense to see nothing, and to let her go with
no more than some common-place word. Indeed for that matter
he had not really seen everything: for though he had hurt her
heart with intent, he had no means of knowing the depth and
breadth of the wound. Of course she believed him. It wasnot
as if Horace were her betrothed, of whom it would be against
her duty to believe what might by the remotest possibility
be a lie. Dr. Rackstraw was the family confidant, she knew,
and what he had said could not possibly be wrong: besides, he
himself had been treated unjustly by Oswald, and her sympathy,
and her sense of justice, as well as her gratitude, were all on his
side. 'Why should not Horace have been all the time engaged
to another girl? Some men cannot help flirting—idiot that she
had been, to fancy that it was more than his way, and that his
visits had meant anything more than an easy way of killing
time! And a “good” match—that meant that his fiancée was
rich while Sophy was poor: and not even the exaltation of a
lover could excuse a gentleman for taking no notice of the death
of a friend, and for shaking off, as if she were the dust that had
gathered on his feet, the only creature whom that friend had
left, ruined and alone. She did not even seek the solitude of
her own room to let her last sob free, and to recover her lost
pride once for all. Not even so much debt was due to a dead
dream : nor would she give Horace the paltry triumph over her
of causing a single tear. She went straight to her mistress, for-
getting that the Queen was not alone.

This was not by any means the first visit of the man from
Nevada to Senhora Miranda. Rosamond rather liked him: and
the better the more she saw of bim, He was agreeable,
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apparently unaffected, and, so far from wanting her portrait, or
her subscription, or her materials for books and articles, ke
amused her by discussing her persecutors in a tone of semi-cynical
humour. On what pretence he had given himself a place ic her
life she could not have told: he had stepped into it easily, and
as a matter of course, and altogether in such a manner, that it
never occurred to her to ask the question. Nor did it occur
to her to notice that he generally timed his visits, now increas-
ingly frequent, to such hours as gave him the least chance of com-
ing into collision with Dr. Rackstraw. Not that the latter, even
without the aid of a secretary of his own choosing, was likely to
be in the dark as to any of the Senhora’s doings, or who came to
see her, and how often, and when.

But @ propos of the secretary—*So you have set up a com-
panion,” he was saying, while Sophy was engaged with Oswald.
“And a very pretty girl she is—though she swept past me
as if she were the Queen. Some friend of Rackstraw’s, I
suppose?’

“ No—of mine.”

“Of course it'’s all right you should have a maid of honour,
And I'm glad she’s your own friend. Have you seen auything
of the—what’s their name—Derwents lately ? ‘Wonderful people
they are to be sure. But England'is altogether a wonderful
place for people like you and me. If Im not very wrong, you
won’t be particularly sorry to go home. I sha'n’t, I know.”

“As to that—yes, and no. But have you nothing to say—
nothing to tell?” asked Rosamond—patient in manner, but
impatient in tone.

“Well, yes. A good deal. The difficulty is to know where to
begin, Perhaps the best way will be to begin at the beginning,”
said he, drawing his chair imperceptibly nearer, and laying his
right hand upon the table so that it might be within magnetic
distance of hers. “ You will listen? Well—then I will go back
to the very beginning of all, so far as I need. Lightly as I
seem to take life, I am here in England to take vengeance for a
great wrong, and to extort justice under the very eyes of the
law—I kmow that I am talking what would be called treason in
Apahu—but never mind. England is not Apahu. I wasdriven
out of England by a cabal of scoundrels. I know them all: and
I trust to have them in my power. I come back rich—richer a
hundred times than if I had had my rights at home. But my
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riches are nothing to me until they have bought vengeance and
justice : you have been long enough in England to understand
what I mean.”

“Indeed I have!” said Rosamond. “ But what has all this to
do with: &

“ Everything.” His voice commonly so dry and languid, fell
into a deep monotone, yet so soft that his words could hardly
have been followed farther off than Rosamond’s ears. “For
some fifteen years I have lived for this that I have told you:
and a purpose grows into a man’s life, and becomes himself, for
half that time. Until what seems like yesterday, I have been
ready for murder, if that should be the only means to my only
end. You see what sort of man I am: and I wish you to see.
I want you to imagine how great the strength must be that is
greater than my life, and that makes me—even me—as if all I
have told you of had never been: that makes me ready to forget
it all. 'What kind of strength is that? Can you tell ?”

Rosamond had drawn back.

“ Repentance ? ” said she.

“Repentance—for having set myself to undo a vile wrong?
And you say that—you, a woman? You know as well as 1.”

“Then I do not choose to know,” said the Queen, rising.

“Which means that you do know, whether you choose or
not,” said the man from Nevada, rising too. “You know it
means that I love you—and that I could not love you more if I
had known you for years. One does not learn how to make love,
in the mines. But one does learn that a man is a mate for a
Queen, and a Woman for a King, I offer you a Man, heart, and
body, and soul. Oh, how can one speak passion? Look at me—
see if I do not love you: let crowns be only the ghosts that they
are. Let us be real—you and 1.”

He held out both- his hands towards her: and the action, and
the tones of his voice, turned his rough words into living and
passionate things. Rosamond did indeed, without bidding, for«
get that she was a Queen. But her womanhood did not wake to
meet him: it only trembled with dismay. Passion like his she
had never seen.

“1t is terrible ! ¥ she breathed, “I do not love you—and yoy
love me! What have I done?”

¢ Never mind what you have done. You do notloveme ? But
you can-—you will, Ljove like mine makes love—or hate : nothing
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between. Do you wish me to turn back into my old path, and
live for revenge? But what is the good of words? I have
hidden myself from you all this while—now I am what I am.
And I more than love you—I want to save you, too. For God’s
sake throw away that sham crown, that can only end in miserable
pain. Remember I love you without so much as knowing your
trust—your nation—your name. I love you like a madman. I
see a beautiful woman in league with a villain for some devilish
ends. And I ouly love her, for herself; and for her sake I
will let the villain go, and spare his dupes and his tools besides.
Do you understand what a man’s love can mean—now ?”

“No—no: I donot understand. What ruin? What villian?
‘What erown ? Why do you say all this now? Have you ceased
to be my friend ?”

“I say all this now, because it will be too late before long,
" Before long—unless you bid me spare him—your accomplice will
be a ruined man. And, for yourself, the world is already
asking dangerous questions about Apahu, and its jewels, and its
Queen. Let me save you from evil—love will come. My country .
is real—there you will be a Real Queen.”

“Am I going mad ?” she cried.

“Yes—if you refuse to be saved,” he answered. ‘‘And there
is only one way—and that is mine. I can give you everything—
wealth, luxury, passionate love : everything the heart of woman
can desire. Think of what your life is mow—think of what it
would be with me !”

“ Are you buying me ?” asked Rosamond—for his last words
had made her Queen again. “Wealth, luxury? I have them,and
to spare. And passionate love ? No—not as o price to be paid.
For the rest, I am only amazed. Your words mean nothing
What have I to fear? Oh, I am sorry for this, with all my heart
and soul—and hate, and vengeance: I did not cross the sea for
these. I am sorry—for I meant to have told you who I am:
why I am here: for what and whom I am searching in vain, till
‘my heart breaks and will not let me rest: for you could have
helped me then, you and no other—I thought—but I cannot tell
younow. I have nothing to do with love—of that kind. And
now—"

“ Help you. Is it not all I ask for 7 —”

“But in your way—not mine. Do you not see I am sorry?
Good-bye.”
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“No—by God !” cried he. “ There cannot be good-bye between
you and me. Love and vengeance—there is nothing between left
for me to choose. But I will warn you: though I so risk all.
Have you ever heard your friend speak of Lawrerce Derwent ?”

“Never. Lawrence Derwent? I have never heard the
name }”

“Then—Heaven help you—you have chosen between him and
me. But you skall have time. No—mnot good-bye, even now. I
have risked all ; 1 will even risk more.”

“Good-bye,” said she. But, even as she spoke, all bewildered
as she was by the burst of passion without preface from one who
had scemed the calmest of men, and by threats and warnings that
she could not comprehend, there came back the memory of that
fatal evening when she had first heard that passionate monotone,
pleading for pity and liberty. The man had changed, purposely,
past lmowing—but the voice had been taken off its guard: that
voice which she could never forget till her dying day. How
much ske must have changed! But had he spoken truth when
he said, “ There can be no good-bye between you and me?”

His presence turned her cold, in the old magical way. Washe
to be her doom—and to what end? As a child she had half
believed him a wizard—what was she to believe him now? She
trembled to think how nearly she had been upon the verge of
telling him all, that he might find for her those whom she
could not find.

“ Ah—but there are some good things, even in England !” she
exclaimed, as Sophy, with set lips and dim eyes, crept into the
room. “Kiss me, dear—I am glad there is something even for a
savage heathen to understand! To-morrow—to-morrow—per~
haps I shall know what to do.”

¢ To go home?” whispered Sophy.

¢ Child—w hy, you are crying!” cried the Queen, bursting into
tears,”
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CHAPTER XXII.,

Julian—What saith the saw ?
** Whate'er you'd learn, affect to know it all.”

Caspar.—Aye, master, but at that game two can play. For
bow goeth the by-word ?
¢ It I chase thee, and thou chase me,
The third man saith, Two fools there be.”

HE office of the Agent-General for the Goblin Islands was
not built or furnished in such a manner &s to put Canada or
Australia to shame. Indeed,the business of that enterprising

colony, at present without colonists, was transacted on the highest
floor but one of a high staircase in Mildew Court, which hides in
80 obscure a corner of the City as to be almost as undiscoverable
as Apahu. The offices consisted of an inner and outer room, both
inconveniently small: the latter being occupied by an exceedingly
smart lad of sixteen or seventeen, and the former by the Agent-
General, whenever he was there. The boy must have had a good
berth of it, for he was very much his own master during office
hours, except for a disagreeable irregularity on the part of his em-
ployer which made it unsafe to count upon an uninterrupted hour.
But on the other hand he might for hours and days together be as
idle as he pleased ; from which it may be inferred that the Agency
was not the sole occupation of Dr. Rackstraw. And this was the
truth: for he had a really distinguished name as a promoter of
philanthropic enterprise in the interest of commerce, or rather
of commerce in the interest of philanthropy and civilisation. He
had a really marvellous instinct for discovering old nooks and
corners of the globe where a stroke of business could be done in
beads, or damaged prints, or old rifles—the stroke might merely
be a flash, but it would now and then take a firm hold, and then
the Doctor undertook the supply of true civilisation at large.
Socially, his pursuit had a magnificent ring, and as nobody knew
much of the Goblin Islands, nobody dared to confess to ignorance
on a subject which regarded the extent and integrity o this great
empire. There are greater colonies about which quite as little is
generally kmown—this island has so much to remember that she
may be forgiven for not being very ready to worry herself over
her great-great-grandchildren, who are always astonishing her by
having grown so tall.

It happened, however, that, on the day following Oswald's visit
to Sophy, the Agent-General was at his proper office: not only o,
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but he had business there. His visitor was a respectable elderly
man dressed in black, and wearing gilt spectacles, who was
addressing him earnestly.

“No, Mister,” he was saying, “you do not play fair. And
them that don’t play fair have no call to complain if others act
according. That's my moral, and that’s the way of the world.”

“ Nonsense, Moldwarp,” said Dr. Rackstraw. “Just have done
with your ¢ instine’’ for once, and listen to reason. You did me a
service. 1don't deny it was a big one. I paid you for it—and
you can’t deny I paid you a big price for a big thing—-o27

“Precious big—when in six months 1 had to be back at the
flint trade again for bread and cheese !”

“I could find you the capital, Moldwarp, but I couldn’t find
you the qualities of industry, prudence, thrift, and sobriety. If
you squandered what you had, what was that to me? And you
forget. 'When you made the flint trade, as you call the forgery of
antiquities, too hot to hold you, who was it that set you up in the
old book trade, where your qualities so eminently fitted you
to succeed ? You are ungrateful, Moldwarp. That’s what you
are.”

“ Gratitude’s all very well in its place, but it's not business. I
can manufacture anything that’s wanted—no man better, from an
old MS. to a tenpenny neil. But my best customer’s in his coffin
and his effects are being overhauled: and I must make a new
start, if it’s only as a professor of leger-de-main. There’s appari-
tions to be paid for, and bills.”

“Well 27

“Well! That’s a queer word for you to say !”

“Indeed? Why?”

“Because 1 don’t see any call for make-believing twixt you and
I. My instinc’s to go straight wherever it may be. You just
take a word in season, Mister. 1 gave it you once, 2nd now I'll
give it you again.”

“@Gammon, Moldwarp. You mean that cock-and-bull story
about young Derwent being still somewhere in the world ?
‘What then ?” L

“What then! Why, it gives me the choice of a market—that.s
all. Inthe world! He’sin England. He'sin London. And if
I like, I can lay my hand upon him in an hour. What you say to
that, Mister—eh ? ”

«Silver Moldwarp, You are the cleverest rascal I evir4kflew-
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Uneducated, you can puzzle a savant: and you can find whatever
you please to hide. But I'm not a savant, Silver Moldwarp. I'm
a practical man. If you take Lawrence Derwent into my con-
fidence, he will simply find himself back again in Lowmoor, and
you will follow him. Do you suppose I couldn’t prove up to the
hilt that you have been perpetrating a system of the grossest
frauds on my poor friend, Aneas Fane ?  And, if that were not
enough—Butnever mind that. Youwill have to find a jury that will
helieve a professional forger on his oath against my word. . . .
Simply, I can’t be troubled with you any more. 'Why should I ?
Lawrence Derwent is a convicted felon, you are a notorious
rascal, and there’s not a particle of evidence that Colonel Derwent
ever dreamed of a second will.”

“Then you chuck me over like a rotten egg, Mr. Rack-
straw 2”7

“Bless the man! Does he think I employ a rascal to do dirty
work without reserving the power of chucking him over whenever
I please?”

“I thought you said I was the cleverest rascal going—Eh ? ”

“Of course I did : for you are—"

“ Aye—and it’s true, too: though there’s ignorant folks might
be disposed to bar one. Ab, ingratitude—it's a wicked, shabby
thing. Well: give me natural instinc’, after all. Instinc’! %

“Take my advice, Moldwarp. Don’t drink. Don’t gamble.
Don’t try to spend two pennies out of one. And then you'll find
rascality pay—and not till then. What's the good of being a
rascal, if you can’t do better than an honest man? And even at
the best, honesty pays best in the long run. Take pattern by me
—once poorer than you : I the dunce and you the genius.”

“ And you’ve beat genius by honesty ? And you call it honest
to suppress a dead man’s last will ?”

“No, I do not, Silver Moldwarp. I never did such a thing,
since I was born.”

“ And who did then? I should like to know.”

“The world says it was Lawrence Derwent. I say it was you.
There—let it be which you please.”

¢ Then all I can say is,” cried the unfortunate bookseller, ¢ give
me Instinc’ before Honesty—that’s all 1 ”

“Come in!” cried Dr. Rackstraw, taking no notice of this out~
burst, in answer to a tap at the door.

“ Mr. Hargrave, sir,” said the smart boy.
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“There—be off with yon, Moldwarp,” said Dr. Rackstraw,
brusquely. “I'm always glad to see you; but business befors
pleasure, don’t you know.  Well, Mr. Hargrave—so you think of
becoming a Goblin? If so, you are wise. But t—why do you
¥now one another, you two?”

“And do you kmow one anotherP” asked Oswald, face to face
with Moldwarp, just within the doorway. “ The world is small
indeed.” He was gaining time for thought how to act and what
to say, for he could not help feeling that this accidental meeting
might prove one of those chances which, once lost, never occur
again, He was aware of Rackstraw’s close connection with the
Derwents : he had the best of reasons for knowing Moldwarp to
be a rogue ; and it required no detective skill to put together the
fragments of a talk in the book-shop with the visit of the known
rogue on a small scale to the suspected swindler on a large one.
Suddenly there flashed into his mind a sentence which so struck
to the centre of the matter that he could not tell whether it was
an inspiration or a recollection—* Whate'er you'd learn, affect to
know it all.” :

“No,” said he. “Though I came on business, too—you were
talking, I suppose, ahout the convict Lawrence Derwent, who
escaped from Lowmoor. Am I wrong? It was about him I
came.”

As he spoke, he watched his friends. Moldwarp started, and
looked hard at him: Dr. Rackstraw started, and glanced sharply
at the door, as if to make sure that, though walls have ears, doors
have no tongues.

“ And what the devil made you think ¢Aat, sir ? ” exclaimed he.
“So you are a friend of Mr. Silver Moldwarp, eh ? Then perhaps
your friend will kindly tell yon what I have said to him——"

“T suppose,” said Oswald, quietly, ¢ that you, as a friend of the
family, would care to Imow where Lawrence Derwent is to be
found that’s all.”

“QOh! then I don’t—and ¢kat’s all. It seems to me, Mr. Iar-
grave, that you are rather fond of interfering in other people’s
concerns. No. I don’t want to know what has become of a con-
victed felon. Nobody wants to know. I have had enough of
this. If you don’t come about land—I am busy. Perhaps you
will allow me to wish you good-day.”

The man is a bully because he has something to hide,” thought
ald. I think I shall know how to deal with him, . . =
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Good-day, then,” said he. “Here is my card, if you wish to
know anything after all.” He made way for Moldwazp to pass
before him, and then followed him downstairs. His intention was
to keep the bookseller in sight, feeling sure that his pursuit would
now lead him to the man he sought fairly straight and soon.
But, as soon as he reached the street, Moldwarp turned round and
faced him.

“I'm not fond of the sight of you, Mr. Hargrave,” said he.
“But I'll say for you that you're not one of them that tells lies.
Do you know where this Lawrence Derwent is—aye or no?”

Oswald shrugged his shoulders.  “ It is no concern of yours,”
said he, and passed on, intending to turn and follow as soon as he
could do so unobserved,

“No concern of mine, eh ?” muttered Moidwarp. “Then I'll
just be even with the three of ye!” And, waiting till the other
was a convenient distance in advance, he sauntered out of Mildew
Court and followed Oswald.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Round somewhere rolls the sun's red ball,
‘The frozen poles sway round th. sun :

Dame Earth spins round her poles, while all
Round Her we mortals run.

So maze-wise whirls the race of feet,
Of orbs, souls, planets, I, and You—

The marvel’s not we never meet,
But how we ever do.

SWALD HARGRAVE thought that Silver Moldwarp
O would lead him to Lawrence Derwent.

Silver Moldwarp was sure that Oswald Hargrave would
lead him circuitously to Lawrence Derwent.

The straight man believed that the crooked man would lead
straight: the crooked man, that the straight man would lead
crooked. But this was the only difference between them. Each
believed himself to be tracking the other: and neither could guess
that the other was tracking him,

Such misunderstandings happen often enough where, with the
world for their hunting-ground, two lives go chasing one another
up and down, and do not meet only because neither of them
stands still.  But when the game is played, in the most bald and
matter-of-fact manner, in the streets of London, it must needs
grow bewildering. Consider the problem. Oswald goes in ad-

c
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vance, meaning to turn round presently and follow Moldsarp.
But Moldwarp is following Aim. And so'they are to all intents
and purposes moving in a circle, wherein as a child may see, to
speak of leading and following reduces the problem ad absurdum.

For Moldwarp of course it was the plainest sailing, because to
all appearance Oswald was the guide, and he could not guess that
the seeming guide was. only shamming., But Oswald soon grew
puzzled. He passed two or three turnings—there are any number
of them in that part of London—and sauntered down the next.
The chances were that Moldwarp would pass it: and he could
then retrace his steps and put himself behind his pursuer. But
Moldwarp took the same turning, too, still following.

That might, however, be accidental, his taking the identical
turning down which Moldwarp had intended to go. However, °
the next experiment of the same kind could hardly fail. So he
repeated the stratagem—only to find, on turning his head just
enough to confirm the suspicion of his ears, that the other was
after him still. ’

However, the theory of coincidence is not exhausted by two
cases. Oswald tried athird, thistime plunging into a court which
forbade the idea of its being chosen without a motive. So quick-
ly and so suddenly did he contrive to disappear, aided by the
intervention of some men loading a cart between him and his
pursuer, that this time Moldwarp actually shot past the entrance
to the court, imagining that his guide was holding straight on.
Oswald emerged again, at last having reversed the order. But
" presently Moldwarp began to waver, and then stopped.

Thought Oswald, “ Has he lost himself or his way?”

And it seemed as if he were right: for Moldwarp, after look-
ing to the right and to the left, before and behind, up and down,
retraced his steps and came back to the entrance of the court
again. Moldwarp passed him so closely that the two men might
almost have touched, had they pleased. Oswald counted ten,
very slowly, and then stepped out of the dark entrance to follow
once more.

“1If he guessed I was following, and was trying to baffle me
he has lost me at last,” thought he. However, he took the pre-
caution of crossing the street, so that his pursning footsteps
might tell no more tales.

But suddenly Moldwarp vanished : and was seen no more.

It was not down a turning: for just at that point there was
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none. Nor was it into air, for the man had no wings, nor under
the earth, for his time was not yet come. Oswald ecould only
cleneh his teeth, and his fists at having been so completely balked
by this eel in gold spectacles. “He did know I was following him,
confound him !” he swore, in somewhat stronger language, half
aloud. “I’'m ne use at this sort of game. At this, only ? No—
at none: I, to think I can track the ghost of a girl over the world
when Ilet a substantial knave like that vanish beforemy very eyes.
Aye, and let him know that he has tricked me—that a common
rogue like this should know what I would give the rest of my
life to know, and that I cannot lay hands on him except to
strangle the secret with theman. . . . I supposeI am beaten,
now: beaten and shamed. I may as well go back and hoe my
turnips: or if I find I'm not fit even for that, take to shying
stones into the sea. Anyhow, that will be more useful than
shying myself into Nowhere. Poor Sephy, though—we mustn’t
part bad friends. After all, it’s not for me to see motes in eyes—a
girlhasaright to be foolish : but what business has a man to fail #”

He walked on slowly till he found a cab: and then desperate
at last of ever learning, much less of avenging, Rosamond’s mys-
terious fate, he had himself driven straight to the very house in
which she was dwelling, and where he had left her not mueh
more than an hour ago. If he had only known—but If is If:
that history whereto all the chronicles of all the ages are less
than a grain of sand. Think of ell that never has been, is not,
cannot be, and never willbe : what, beside such a boundless ocean,
is all the history of the earth, past, present, and to come, but less
than a grain of sand? Yet If contains it all—and more. Chaos
itself was a universal If —Light the transmutation of If I be into
Tam,

It seemed as if Silver Moldwarp, on the contrary, had been
transmuted from a very real I am into something less than If I
be. But it was not so. As fully persuaded as Oswald that his
attempt to follow had been discovered and that the other’s leading
was a deliberate misleading, he effaced himself by the simple
means of vanishing, not into nothingness, but only into the ware-
house in front of which the cart was loading. Why did not
Oswald guess such an obvious cause for vanishing ? As to that—
Tu quogque. You, who ask the question, also saw these men and
that warehouse but a minute ago, and had a better chanee to re-
member it than a man whose whole life had been a training in
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jthe art of looking a long way off for things that lay close at hand.
‘.Bcsides, from his point of view, Moldwarp had no reason for such
a method of disappearing; and it is not so easy to know what
happens in the quietest of back streets unless one is told. Try
your best to keep your eye upon any chosen passenger in any
thoroughfare: and if he does not in ten minutes vanish in the
manner of Moldwarp, you are a born detective, and should in-
'stantly apply for a place in Scotland Yard.

For such a place Silver Moldwarp should have applied : for,
instead of falling out of the chase, he left the warehouse with a
hasty apology for having intruded by mistake, and was in time
to see Oswald hail the cab, though strain his ears as he might, he
could not catch the address given to the driver. “Hangedif I
aren’t done ! ” thought he, But fortune favoured him : and before
the cab was out of the street, another came into sight empty.
Follow that,” said Moldwarp : “he knows where to go.”

It was all plain sailing now : and Moldwarp had every reason
to believe that he was being conducted straight to the man of
whose whereabouts his guide knew as little as he. Or if notstraight
at any rate by a road that would lead to Lawrence Derwent in
time. For in one thing the manufacturer of antiquities was no
impostor. He had an honest, genuine faith in his own Instinct,
which was his more modest word for genius: and, though he now
and then took the name of Instinct in vain, it was always for
cause, and not because he in the least confounded it with reason
which he honestly despised, though he did not know it by name.
It was instinet, he would have said, that led him to the conclu-
sion, at first sight, that Alneas Fane was a bundle of golden
feathers made for nimble fingers to pluck till not one remained,
Instinet, in the matter of books or pebbles, had enabled those
nimble fingers of his to work out hints that he had not learning
enough to understand. Instinet, he would have said again, told
him that a man like Oswald would not be engaged in trying to
dodge and baffle him about the streets except to keep him from
finding something or somebody that he wished to find and the
other to conceal. Of course there was a dash of reason in this
as there must be in all operations of even the least imperfect
specimens of the human mind: but still there was little of the
dash as might be: and only Instinct, barely diluted, could have
told him that wherever Lawrence Derwent was to the knowledge
of Oswald, there Oswald himself would be in no long time.
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“Don’t I mind how he tried to hunt the poor beggar down!”
thought he, in his half audible way, as he drove along. “ And all
because he had been in gaol for breaking a law. If twas for
breaking bis own head, ’twould be cause enough: but what'sa
law? Even if ’tis broken, ’tis no more damaged than if you'd
broke a stream of water out of a tap—on it goes. Young Har-
grave'’s a bull-dog, and no mistake—wanting to get a poor devil
that never hurt bhim nor his Lowmoor'd again after all these
years. But fancy bis going to old Rackstraw to join him in thief-
catching—as a family matter! That’s a game and a half—Never
mind : ‘twasa good instinc/, that he came when I was by. Holloa—
I suppose we're there, . . . Stop, I say! Il get down
here.”

He had seen, from the window, the first cab stop at a certain
door in a certain street in a very different neighbourhood from
that in which the chase had begun. Moldwarp, while several
doors behind, stopped the cab, and got out heavily and slowly, so as
“to give Oswald time to knock and enter before he exposed himself
again to the public view. Oswald once within the house, he
strolled towards the door to note the number. Ile had reached
the first of its area railings, when the  door opened, and a
gentleman—not Oswald—emerged therefrom, came face to face
with him for a moment, stared at him mechanically, and passed
on: a tall, large built man, with a great brown beard.

“ Now bless my mortal soul!” gasped Moldwarp. ¢ Instinc”s
an awful thing! That’s the man!”

Instinet—if Silver Moldwarp was right now—had been
justified indeed of her favourite child. Ile had followed Oswald,
believing that Oswald knew. Oswald did not know: and yet
be had led more straightly than he could have gone even if he
had known. It was as if a lost wanderer had been guided by
Will o’ the Wisp straight home.

Moldwarp turned and brought himself abreast with the man
from Nevada.

* Pardon, sir,” said he. “Might I say a word ?”

The rule for prudent conduct in the streets of London has been
laid down thus—walk quick: and if anybody speaks to you,
knock hin down. There was, however, no- apparent reason
for committing sudden battery upon this elderly person in
gold spectacles: and the man from Nevada, though he did
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not slacken his stride, only answered, in his most exotic
twang,

“This is a free country, sir. Twenty if you please. Only
to save time, don’t ask for money——"

“Oh no, sir! I'm not one o’ them sort. Silver Moldwarp’s
my name.”

“ Oh, a capital name, foo—the first particularly.”

“And I think we have a mutual friend—Rackstraw by name.”

LB X

“Ilermon Rackstraw.”

“1 thank you, sir,” said the man from Nevada, stiffly, with
his twang intensified. ‘ You wish to speak on some matter of
business, I con—clnde ?”

“Yes, Mr. Lawrence Derwent, I do.”

“T am afraid you are under some mistake,” said the man from
Nevada. “I am acquainted with Mr. Rackstraw : but my name
is Harding : not—what name did you say ? ”

For a moment his coolness staggered Moldwarp, But—

“Lawrence Derwent is the name I said,” said he. ‘“And
Lawrence Derwent is the name I say. Lawrence Derwent that
was in Lowmoor goal for felony, and escaped nigh a dozen years
ago.”

“QOh—you are a detective, I suppose ? All T can sayis that I'm
very sorry yowve been wasting valuable time. Well—you're
only doing your duty: and it doesn’t matter. I'm in no sort
of hurry. It will amuse me to prove that I am not an escaped
convict, and I shall learn something about your police system over
here. So, Mr. Moldwarp, till you learn your error, I am entirely
in your hands.”

“My Eye, Mister—but you are cool! If I didn't put faith
in instine—But I do. Youre Lawrence Derwent, out of Low-
moor : ten or twelve years older, and grown a beard. And bless
you, if I was to hold up my hand to that peeler over there, into
Lowmoor you'd be again. I'm no detective—I'm not one of them
sort, not 1.”

« Policeman!” called the man from Nevada: not loudly, but
quite loud enough to be heard. ¢ Make this man scarce—he
is annoying me. Ie insists upon it that I am somebody else—
drunk, I suppose, Here is my card ”—and he held out a half-
crown.

“ Come, sir,” said the constable, “ this won't do you know—
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annoying a gentleman in this sort of way. You can go om,
sir: I'll see to the other gent——"

“Now if here isn’t a fuss over a mistake!” said Moldwarp.
“TI was only telling this gent that there were some friends asking
after him he’d be pleased to meet, and have heard he’s back from
foreign parts—and he cuts up as rough as a beer. You mind
your beat, my man, and let a pair of old friends have out their
bit of a breeze in their own way.”

The constable smiled, shook his head, and passed on, seeing
no cause to interfere, in what seemed to be the mildest ‘and most
meaningless quarrel between respectable people in which he had
ever been professionally engaged. He looked back once or twice,
on the chance of a second summons: but only saw the two
gentlemen walking side by side.

“I'd advise you not to do that again, Mr. Derwent,” said
Moldwarp, ¢ that’s all.”

“Do what again ? Show an intrusive blockhead who threatens
me with the police that I mean to ook to them for protection ?
Be off, whoever you are: or the next constable we meet shall
take me on the charge of thrashing a blundering, meddlesome
fellow whom I don’t know from Adam half as much as he
deserves.”

“ Eh—thrash me? You've done that, Squire: and once is
enough o' that : my bones have been the same, to this day. Asif
I forget you! Lord, if I don't feel your knuckles in my wind-
pipe still. Have you forgot Pix-Knoll, Crossmarsh, by Low-
moor ? Then so haven’t I! A, you're older—and you're bigger
—and you're hairier. But I go by the Eyes. Look into a man’s
eyes as I've looked into yours, and youll never forget him.
There’s no two men’s eyes alike: and they never change, don't
eyes: leastwise the something in ’em don’t, that differs man from
man . . . . Ah,and I know you're here: and old Raekstraw
knows you're here: and young Oswald Hargrave knows you're
here: and here’s the only friend you've got going to be thrashed
for his pains . . . . Well, there. Iseorn malice: it don't pay

. So what'll you stand if I put you up to doing old Raek-
straw an ill-turn? ”

The man from Nevada strode on in silence for one moment
—no more. Then he said :

“Well, one mustn’t be angry with a mistake. It's not very
Gattering to be mistaken for an escaped convict—however, out
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where I come from, I've known ex-gaolbirds who were very
decent fellows indeed. It’s a hit of an adventure: and adventures
aren’t too common iu this dead-alive old London of yours not to
be welcome. You're quite sure my name’s Derwent, eh P ”

“Lawrence Derwent. Sure? So are you.”

“You've got pluck, old.gentleman, to recognise a man who
would prefer to keep dark,I con—clude. Is he a desperate
character—this Lawrence Derwent of yours? Now look here,
old gentleman. All this amuses me. I'm going to test your
faith. You say your friend Derwent, who nearly throttled you,
would like to do old Rackstraw an ill turn. I'm Harding,
Rackstraw’s friend, bound to report to him any plots I hear
against his pocket, person, or good name. But if you have
faith in your fanecy more than in my word, you'll risk that,
_and tell me what bad turn you want to give me something
to do.”

“Allright ! You tell me what Lawrence Derwent would give
to know that old Rackstraw ought to be in Lowmoor instead
of he? The ungrateful old varmin ?

“I don’t know. But Iknow I'd give five hundred dollars—
a hundred pounds any day, to see the apostle of Christian
civilisation on the wheel. H3'd know what civilisation means
then. By old Harry, twould be as good as a play.”

“Now you tell me what Lawrence Derwent would give to
the man whose instinc’ tells him where to lay hand on the will old
Rackstraw swore he never witnessed—eh ?”

“Good God!” exclaimed the man from Nevada, in a deep, full,
English voice, suddenly stopping and facing the other full,
¢ Speak out man—if this is a trap——"

“You've hit it now, Master Lawrence. Trap’s the word,” said
the fox to the lion. “I've got you nnder my thumb—Instinc’s
a grand thing! Because, you see, if you don’t come down what's
fitting, into gaol you go, and what I've said of a will have heen
but a bit of a lie like what any honest man may use to catch
a thief : and there you are.”

“Isee. Then let me tell you, to begin with, that I am safer
from gaol than you,” said the man from Nevada, recovering his
drawl. “All this was beginning to amuse me: but the best of
comedies won’t stand being too long. All the same I should like
to hear the end of the story. I've a hit of business first: per-
haps you won’t mind coming round with me while I do it, and
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then we can go somewhere and have the rest out comfortably
by ourselves ? ”

“Mind. Not I. I mean sticking by you, governor, till this
job’s done.”

“You're not afraid of trusting yourself alone in a cab with an
escaped convict, who would probably prefer taking your life to
losing his own liberty, and maybe knows how? You say 1
strangled you once before. Are you game to run the risk
again?”

“Oh, I aren’t afraid this time. If you strangle me, you'll
strangle what you'd be sorry for, if you ever came to know.”

“So far so good then. Hansom—Mildew Court, City. In
with you, old gentleman. Time’s money you know.”

“ Mildew Court! ” stammered Moldwarp, for once taken aback,
and amazed.

“Why not? Now hold your tongue, please. I can’t talk in
cabs: and I've got a bit of business on my mind.”

They reached Mildew Court: and the man from Nevada,
having dismissed the cab, went straight for the staircase of
the Agency General of the Goblin Islands. Nor only so; he
went to the very landing of the same company, and knocked at
their very door.

“Bless your soul alive, man!” exclaimed Moldwarp, clutching
at his companion’s arm while the knocker, having once fallen, was
in mid air—“ Do you know who hangs out zere 2 ”

“Is Dr. Rackstraw within ?”

Dr. Rackstraw was within; and Moldwarp, cowed by such
courage into doubting even his own instinet, followed the man
from Nevada into the inner room. Dr. Rackstraw, who was
engaged at his desk, unfolded his long legs and rose : seeing Mold-
warp again, he stared.

“I've come to trouble you on a queer business, Doctor,” sail
the man from Nevada. “But 1 won't apologise for bothering an
Apostle—I should say a—a-—you know what I mean—of civilisa-
tion till I've done. I am haunted by an elderly gentleman, who
claims acquaintance with you, and insists upon it that I am an
escaped convict from one of your gaols. 'Will you kindly identify
me ? For he talks of the police, and I don’t kmow what all:
which is worrying to a quiet stranger. Do tell this elderly per-
son that he’s an ass, and get him to go.”

' Dr. Rackstraw spent a moment in transferring his attention to
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his visitors from the papers before him. “Mr. Harding—of
Nevada ?” said he. “ An escaped convict, indeed! So thisfellow
has been bothering you, too, hashe, as well as me? Yes: he has
got a craze that an unfortunate relative of some dear friends of
mine, who got himself into trouble, and whose sentence is not
expired, is now in London, and at large. As if a convict who had
once escaped, would be such a fooll” i

“Of course he wouldn’t—it would be going into the lion’s den.
Only I should like you to say whether there is much likeness
between me and your friend’s unfortunate relative—because if
there is, it may be awkward you see. I knew a case where Judge
Lynch hanged a man because he resembled a murderer in having
a broken nose. Did you know the unfortunate relative well? ”
asked the man from Nevada, bringing his face into the strongest
light he could find, while Moldwarp felt his faith in In-
stinct fading away—or rather being shattered under a crushing
blow,

“A prince of the silver mines like a felon!” said Dr. Rack-
straw: “Impossible—as soon would & civilised manufacturer,
the heir of all the ages, resemble a savage whose custom he has
not yet obtained. As soon——"

“There is 7o likeness then? None at all?”

“No. Not a ghost. Nonme. As a skilled physiognomist—
which as a student of ethnology I am bound to be—I assert there
isnone. . . . Moldwarp!” said he, “I told you this very
afternoon that it is nothing to me, nothing whether Lawrence
Derwent is dead or alive. I then thought you a rascal—now I
can only, in charity, suppose you to beinsane. You have Lawrence
Derwent on the brain. Mr. Harding agrees with me that you
gre insane. Mr. Harding—if this uncivilised monomaniac annoys
you again, I trust you will communicate with Me.”

“ Then,” exclaimed Silver Moldwarp, “ then all I say is—Damn
instin¢ for a liar and a fooll”

e was crawling out of the court with his tail between his legs,
when he felt a heavy hand on his shoulder.

7T gm Lawrence Derwent,” said the man from Nevada. “ The
way to test if a thing is a trap is to walk in and see— Come
in here. “We'll have a quiet drink, and you shall say what you
please. I suppose you're some worn out tool of Rackstraw’s ?
Never mind, old gentleman. An ill tool’s best for an ill turn.”
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CHAPTER XXIV,
The rarest weed that ever a wight
In ever a hedge might look to see ?
I cannot mind its name aright,
But I think they call it Honesty.
Yet some do name it Old Man's Beard,
And Virgin’s Bower to some "twill be s
And 80 by a-many names, I'm feared,
Is called what's called—is it Honesty ?
For as many as they that live by land,
And as many as they that gall the sea,
8o few be the folk that will fail to stand
‘To a lie, for the sake of —Honesty.

HUS only two persons recognised Rosamond’s nightmare
—one by his voice, the other by his eyes.

“You wouldn’t think it,” began the fox to the lion, as soon
as they were alone in that most complete of solitudes, a city cellar
where men hurried in and out, and used their lips and their
tongues, but never their eyes or ears; “you wouldn't think it,

but me and old Rackstraw was schoolmates together, once on a
“Indeed I would though,” said Lawrence Derwent. “And I

wouldn’t send a son of mine to that school.”

“ And I were top-boy in grammar. But Rackstraw were bottom
all round. And now, there be him, and here be I.”

“Well ? I follow you so far. You called top what is called
bottom in our schools, 'Well? I suppose it isn’t for murdering
the Queen’s English you want me to pay you for putting old
Raclstraw in gaol?”

“Wait a bit, Mister. I’'ve got to tell my tale my own way; and
"tis never the short cut that brings one first home. ’Twas an old
country grammar school, where the head master was eighty-three
years old, and stone blind, and the second was deaf, and eighty-
four. Rackstraw and me were the boys. There aren’t no such
schools now. So I used to spend the time practising conjuring
and such like, and Rackstraw, he used to look on: and when

the deaf master was keefing school, I used to study the violin.”
“Well, Mister, when I done with education, I got into a scrape

in our village, about a girl me and Rackstraw was both after: so
I went into a booth that went round the fairs, and never clapped
eyes on either of ’em for years. When I did, *twas at Halehurst,
where Longwood’s hard by.”
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“ We're getting nearer. Well 2

“I was pretty low down and hard up, that day. In fact, I'd
been sleeping under a haystack, and was trying to fiddle up a few
coppers to get a bite of food. And as I wasfiddling te the stones
in the street—round things, and worse for naked feet than knives
—who should come by, a-horseback, but old Rackstraw : and not
like a beggar, neither, for he was dressed like you or me. And
there was a young gentleman with him that was Lawrence Der-
went by name, son and heir to Colonel Derwent of Longwood, as
I came to know.”

“Yes; I remember once seeing in the High Street of Hale-
hurst, the raggedest of fiddlers making his fiddle croak like a
raven of ill omen, as I rode with that scoundrel to the house where
my father lay dying. So it was you, who gave me that only wel-
come home . . . . Well?”

“ You were in a hurry : but old Rackstraw knew me : for he
nodded, and chucked me a sovereign. I thought at first 'twas a
farthing, I hadn’t seen one so long. I stared: for chucking
sovereigns about, that was never old Rackstraw’s way. Guess if
instine’ didn’t lead me into the first public near. I astonished
the yokels a bit, with scme tricks and tunes, and got the talk on
Rackstraw——"

“And I'll tell you what you ought to have heard. That my
father had given me a stepmother. That Rackstraw, who had
travelled with them from India, got hold of my stepmother,
with his missionary jargon, and that between them they set my
own father against his own son—even to getting him to make
a will that left Rackstraw a small fortune, and put my young
half brother Horace into the place of the heir. Is that what
you heard ?

“Somewhat like: but mostly that the heir, Mr. Lawrence,
was a bad lot, and was bringing the old Colonel’s grey hairs
with sorrow to the grave. Never mind, Mister, I've been a bit
wild myself, before I turned archzologer. I don’t think a bit the
worse of you for that ; not I.” :

Within the last few moments the whole manner, voice, it
may almost be said the features, of Lawrence Derwent had
undergone a change. Hitherto, it could only be by a marvellous
effort of systematic self-control that the passionate and masterful
lover of Queen Rosamond had, all in - moment, become the
keen and bold fencer with Moldwarp and Rackstraw. Now,
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convinced that he might for once throw off his long disguise,
he stretched himself out, morally speaking, with an iufinite
sense of relief, saddened, and for the moment softened by the
memories of what had been before he became a hunted man.
He had not heard his father named since he had been convicted
of robbing his father's death-bed; Moldwarp's words were
beginning to fall on wandering ears. Rosamornd had only
flashed across evil days: with his trained faculty for shifting
almost at will from mood to mood, he could lay even her
aside,

“ Mister,” said Moldwarp, “ don’t put your facea dozen years
like that afore old Rackstraw. He’d know you now !”

“Go on with your story,” said Lawrence sharply. ¢ Never
mind my face. Get to the trial—when I was found guilty of—
guilty, when, Rackstraw's lies and plots against me being exposed,
my father sent for me and forgave me, nay, begged my forgive-
ness, and bade me, with my own hands, and before his dying eyes,
destroy the will he had been induced to make by slander and
lies—"

“So that you was left beir-at-law. Now, Mr. Lawrence,
what did you do next after you, by the old Colonel’s orders,
burnt that there will? ”

“Rode into Halehurst for the doctor, as hard as I could go.”

“ And when you got back to Longwood—"

“My father had died. . . . Man, if you have nothing to say
but all this thrice thrashed out stuff, why do you bring me here ?
Can I send Rackstraw to the treadmill for lies ? ”

“Well, Mister, you was a goodish time gone : for I was about
the place—I'd took to run errands for old ;Rackstraw ; and he
sent for me : looking as pale and white as a ghost: and ‘Mold-
warp, my man,’ says he, ¢ you’re wanted to witness the Colonel's
will. He’s making one himself out of his own head, and I'm
helping of him to write it down. And be quick, for the rattle’s
coming on.””

“What—another will? When I was gone ? Go on, for God's
sake——"

“True enough, there sat up the Colonel in bed, with paper
before him and a pen in his hand. Going, but sensible. Nobody
else in the room but Rackstraw and me. He signed: and then
Rackstraw put his ugly name for witness: and then I put mine,
Then Rackstraw sent me off to call the wife and childer to see

154
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the last gasp: but before they could get to the room, the old
Colonel was gone. And it's my belief, Mister, old Rackstraw took
care of that : it don’t take much of a throttle to polish off a dying
man: and them that’s dying can tell tales, while them that's dead
tell none.”

“Now, b ”

“Don’t get excited, Mister; leastways not here. That will
said how the old one was revoked : and how you was to be heir
to everything, money and land: and left something to the others
and to old Rackstraw not a hang.”

 And Rackstraw swore that the first will was the last made ?
But a murderer—why should he strain at false witness? And
you—you, knowing this, let & murderer swear away my liberty,
my more than life—mine ?”

“ A man must live, Mister. There had to be two witnesses—
8o Rackstraw chose me. I aren’t ashamed. He knew if there’s
one thing I'm not capable for, it's being ungrateful—and to a old
schoolmate, and all. One of you had to be lugged, you see.
‘Why shouldn’t it be you? If 1 hadn’t been second witness,
’twould have been him.”

“True. Moldwarp—How is it you know the contents of that
s2cond will 2”7

“ Because I read it. Because, being light fingered by trade, I
took it out of ol1 Rackstraw’s pocket, and put in another as like
outside as two peas, for him to burn.”

“What!” cried Lawrence Derwent, forgetting where he was
and trembling all over. “You have that will—now ?”

“Maybe no. Maybe aye. I want to do what's right, and I
want to punish ingratitude. If, being a gentleman, you behave
like one, the will's your own. If, not being a gentleman, you
don’t, why, ’tis but instin¢’ to act according. Old Rackstraw
miglit turn grateful again if I told him what I told you.”

“No, no! I am rich enough to buy back my rights twenty
times, Do you suppose I came back to TEngland for the pleasure
of putting my head into a lion’s den? I came back to find
means of ruining those who had ruined me: and it would not
have proved hard to ruin a greedy adventurer and a fool of a
boy. I am rich enough to ruin fifty Horace Derwents, and a
hundred Hermon Rackstraws. But now—if you have told me
the one good grain of truth in a bushel of Lies—when that will is
in my hands, Silver Moldwarp, you shall receive—let me see

15
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Ten thousand pounds. That’s high enough, I suppose, to make
suro of you?”

“Ten thousand !-—Well, yes, Mr. Lawrence: I might manage
to make it do—if I could make sure——”

“No Ifs, Mr. Moldwarp. And wait a bit: We must see how
we stand. Suppose—suppose I produce this will, and Rackstraw
and my half brother contest it as a forgery: you're clever at such
things, you know. Xow then?”

“Then I shall have to prove it aren’t one—that’s all.”

¢ And in what position shall you be P ”

“Me! What need I do but pocket your bit of gratitude,
which is a thing I like to see? All you've got to do, seeing
you've got to be so rieh, is to buy a certain house that’s just got
into the market. I didn't like to carry a document like that
about me, for fear of accidents; and owing to a misfortune, I
hadn’t the chance to bring it away when I had to leave. Nor for
that matter was it any good to me while Rackstraw kept grateful
and you was not to be found, or dead may be. I stowed it there
because ’twas the last place where ’twould be looked for, the
people of the house not Imowing so much as how there were
Derwents in the world. You buy that house, and when you've
got settled, some morning you'll get a homonymous letter, telling
you what corner’s worth your looking to. Then you'll advertise
for one Silver Moldwarp; and I shall answer it, and give all my
evidence as innocent as a bird—all that’s needful. Being witness
of awill'snocrime . . . . andafter getting the will, and before
me giving evidence, you can hand over that ten—"

“If I get my foot on old Rackstraw, we sha'n’t quarrel about
terms. By God, I'd give all the silver in Nevada to be master
of Longwood, and of my rights, for a day. DMoldwarp, you'ro
not a man I'd trust alone with half a crown. But I'm going to trust
you in this, because I believe that for ten thousand pounds you'd
sell your soul; and I run no risk, whether this is trumps or no.
‘What's the house I'm to buy ?”

“Crossmarsh. You kmnow the neighbourhood, Mr. Lawrence—
tis by Lowmoor. Belonged to an old deceased customer of
mine, named Fane.”

“ ('rossmarsh—Fane! And my father’s will is hidden there?”
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CHAPTER XXV,

Only a woman’s whim—only the gleam

Of that faint lightning in an August sky,

Too subtle and too swift to question whence

It comes, or whither goes, er what portends:

Only the meteor—Nature’s seeming whim,

But born of Law too deep for reason’s reach s

Only the outcome of an inner life,

As when we dream the breath of flowers unknowns
Only the discord but for which the flow

Of song were else too passing sweet and smooth—
These are the voices of a secret soul

‘Where memories, hopes, and wonders blend and pant
For freedom and for language, still in vain.

And so we say, we who behold the sign

But not the soul—only a random note,

Only a worthless, idle, woman’s whim.

ER discovery, in the voice of her friend Harding of Nevada.
of the being, seemingly human, who had thrown her
whole life into magical confusion, filled Rosamond with

a vague terror. She recalled, with a shudder, the gospel of her
people, that Apahu alene was the world of men and women, and
that the ocean was visible death that parted them from the
infinite abode of angels, demons, and disembodied sculs. She
had never realised till now how penetrated she had become
with the atmosphere wherein she had grown a woman and had
ceased to be a child. She remembered, with a trembling of the
heart, how this seeming man had been able to become visible and
invisible at will; how he had been able to read her thoughts;
how he transformed her from an English country girl into &
Barbarian Queen, so to speak, with a wave of his hand. Could it
be that every human soul has a spirit ruler over its birth, its
life, and its death: that this being was hers: that her recollec-
tion of her far-off girlhood was the reminiscence of a world
where one lives before one is born: that her passage into Apahu,
throngh fever and storm, was her true mortal birth; and that
her return to England was in truth (as her priest had taught
her) the sacrilegious intrusion by a living soul before its time
into the world beyond the ocean and the grave—that ker epirit
Lord was there waiting to receive her, and to claim his own?
And then she was hopelessly alone. There was none whom
she could take into her confidence ; and her sccial experiences made
her shrink from the talk that would follow were she to tell to
strangers’ ears a tale of adventure in which indeed she could not
fairly expect any human being to believe. Her history had become

herself, which she recoiled from the thought of laying bare. And
15 A
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then the more she saw of England, the more she doubted the pru-
dence of exporting its wisdom and its virtues to a land that was
already as wise as the fowls of the air and the lilies of the field.
She lerself had ceased to be a wonder of the season, having long
ago fulfilled her nine days, and she shrank from calling fresh at-
tention to herself in a new form.

If she could only meet her sister in this grim, grey, threatening
#pirit world—then, indeed, might she cease to be homesick for the
Island of Apalu.

But of her old life, or, as it almost seemed now, of her old
dream, no trace had she yet found. First of all, her letter to
Sophy, addressed to Crossmarsh (for she dresded to appear sudden-
ly out of her grave) received no answer; and no wonder, seeing
that Sophy's latest address was some Post Restante abroad. Then,
dreading possible death or change, she had written to the firm of
solicitors who had transacted her uncle’s business at the period of
his comparative sanity, signing herself as Senhora Miranda, and
enquiring if all was well at Crossmarsh, and, if not, what was ill,
For all answer, she learned that years ago Mr. Fane, of Crossmarsh,
had withdrawn his business and his papers from the firm, the
name of a firm in London being given to which she was referred :
that Mr. Fane and his niece were understood to be travelling on
the Continent, and that Crossmarsh was standing empty. The
second firm, being applied to, could only tell that they had trans-
acted certain business for Mr. Fane, but retained none of his papers,
and could tell her nothing—with such subterranean cunning had
the lunatic trustee gone to work so that no one lawyer, or firm of
lawyers, might be in a position to control his breaches of trust, or
to interfere with the mad investment she was making for the
benefit of his country, his ward, and his craze. Oswald Hargrave,
with the best legal aid, had barely been able to trace them and
piece them together: no wonder that Rosamond, unaided, failed
—or at any rate had failed in twice the time.

A book will some day have to be written on the craft of madmen
—how it transcends that of a Moldwarp more than that of a Mold-
warp transcends that of a Rackstraw, or of any other commoner,
and therefore more successful, rogue. For as a madman sur-
passes three sane men in strength, so he surpasses six sane men in
cunning ; and when—as statisties tell us is to be~-the mad come
to outnumber those who are otherwise, things will go hard for us
who consider ourselves sane. 'We outwit them by numbers, they
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Wi then outvdi, us by numbers, strength, craft, and all, Rosa-
mond, remembering Unc'e /Eneas as the sanest and wisest of men,
lost the thread utterly: for her own adventures did not seem so
marvellous, as that he and Sophy should have become wanderers
over the face of the world.

At last, instead of at first (not having acquired the business
sense in Apahu), she wrote to Oswald Iargrave. Her cores-
pondence, on all sorts of uninteresting matters, was large, and Dr.
Rackstraw, being with her during some part of most days,
often acted as her postman—more often than not, indeed, except
in the case of those letters which concerned her old life, and
which she had invaribly posted with her own hands. But there
was no more reason why she should not have a letter for a Iar-
grave, than for a Piteairn, or a Rackstraw: he might be a
missionary, or a spirit merchant, or a begging-letter writer, or a
hundred other things.

But Dr. Rackstraw, assuming that a letter directed to Oswald
Ilargrave must needs have been written by Sophy, and not think-
ing it for the girl’s advantage that she should be in correspondence
with a bad adviser, forgot to post the letter: or rather he let it
fall accidentally into the fire. And the accident gave him the
keenest possible regret: because he might so easily have read it
before burning. However, nobody can be always wise; even
Ilermon Rackstraw, being human, was bound to lapse into partial
honesty now and then. Besides he was not a poor man, like
Moldwarp, wlho cannot afford honesty unless lie happen to find it
a marketable commodity.

So Rosamond had no letter even from the man who loved her
when she was a child: he had gone away too.

Then, getting rid both of her philosopher and of her secre-
tary for the occasion, she asked Mr. Pitcairn, now in charge
of a London parish, to take tea, ostensibly to consult him on certain
theological difficulties: in reality to pump him about Crossmarsh,
without appearing to have any purpose, or letting her hand appear
—as every woman, however untaught, knows how to do. It was
easy enough to get him to compare his experiences of an English
country rectory with those which he had brought from the South
Seas.

«If T was a young man again,” said he, “ T'd go cut to your
country. From what I can make out, they don’t know right from
wrong. Of course youlll take out a clergyman or two when you
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go? You might even get a bishop, if yon go to the proper society
and will guarantee the funds. Only mind he’s one of the right
sort—a tall man, with good broad shoulders who'll stand no non-
sense and no back-sliding. Get the measure and girth of your
biggest priest, and don't take a bishop who isn’t half a head
higher and six inehes larger round : let him be broad chureh and
high chureh too.”

1 think you would make a good bishop, Mr. Pitcairn.”

“So Mrs. Pitcairn says. But nolo episcopari: which means
¢ anything for a quiet life,’ in the vulgar tongue. I'm sometimes
sorry I left my quiet country parish for this London of ours: I had
cuough missionary work while I was young, and they won't allow
conversion by battery here, though it’s the only way.”

“ Ah, yes—I forgot: we were talking about your eountry parish
—forgive me for interrupting you—and your neighbours, weren’t
we ? The Fanes. You were just telling me about them: and I
was getting interested. 'What sort of people were the Fanes?”

“ Ah, poor people. Old Fane—Yes I liled old Fane. IIe had
his whims, and was a bad listener ; but he was a good neighbour,
and a gentleman every ineh of him. e had a niece—a sad story.
She drowned herself one night in a fit of brain fever. Iremember
it well, poor girl. Not that it wasn’t for the best. She was one
of those fantastical, dreamy things that are as like asnct to go
wrong, and are safe, any way, to lay hold of life by the wrong end.”

“ And the other ?” asked Rosamond, hastily, “What became
of her?”

“The other., Did I say there were two?”

“I thought so—"

“No doubt, I did, then. There were two. Rosamond, I think
—no: it was Rosamond that was drowned. I don’t know any-
thing about the other: haven’t heard of her for years. I suppose
she’s still abroad : married most likely. It's the saddest part of
life, the way one loses sight of one’s old friends. It came on me
like a shock, the other day, when I heard my old country reigh-
bour, Fane, was gone.”

“Gone? What do you mean by—gone ?”

“Oh, it's orly our English enphemism for Dead: and I like it
best—Dead isn’t a Christian word. Poor old Crossmarsh—it must
be changed, without old Fane and without me.”

Iad Rosamond been less thunderstruck by a piece of news which
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everybody hears a hundred times and a hundred times again,
as if it were always told for the first time, she must have betrayed
herself. As it was, she made no attempt at concealment, and
would have burst into frank, open tears had not her old acquain-
tance shown himself so much more freezing and repellant than an
utter stranger—an indifferent and forgetful friend. It was that
last “Me” which chilled her outburst and froze her tears. And
indeed the blank feeling that of those whom she had come from
the opposite end of the earth to seek one who had gone for ever
was of itself inconsistent with any sudden burst of sorrow. The
ache that such blows cause is dead and dull.

“ When,”—she asked harshly and icily. “ And where?”

¢ Oh, poor old fellow—I didn’t hear when. Somewhere abroad,
of course. He was always abroad. By the way, I think I can
recommend you a capital young clergyman to take out as your
court chaplain: he’s a curate of my own—not much of a scholar,
but with a biceps like a cannon ball, and not a fault except
that he doesn’t hit it off with Mrs. Pitcairn, Shall I tell him
to call?” :

So, for the present, ended Rosamond’s coming home. What had
been the use of it all—had she, by parting from her people, rebelled
against Destiny and Providence? She had come back only to
find all things changed: her guardian dead, her home empty, her
friends lost or forgetful, her sister HeavenJmew where. All things
were so immutable in Apahu, and had been so immutable at Cross-
marsh, that the laws of nature seemed to be outraged. Herfaith-
ful secretary saw no more of her for that day: nor her philosopher
for two more. And, when he was at last admitted, he found the
Queen dressed in mourning, such as Englishwomen wear for their
nearest kin.

This philosopher of hers had made as yet but little progress in
his love-making. He could not indeed complain of any lack of
friendliness on the part of the girl whom he had succeeded in
withdrawing from all her other associations, but he had suc-
ceeded only too well—Sophy had become as it were merely the
echo and shadow of her mistress and queen. He seldom saw her
alone, and, when he did, she avoided all his attempts to turn her
talk upon herself and away from her heroine, so that, growing
impatient, he began to detest the very name of the Senhora
Miranda, His influence over Sophy, great as it assuredly had been,
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and as he had felt it to be, appeared to be paling pefore tnat of
the Senhora, as the glow of fire pales and dies out under the beams

. of the sun. However, he meant to win her, and Le had plerty of
time: and he was a man who really understood the use of time—
not merely as something to be spent, but to be economised, and in-
vested, without any hurry to realise.

He, lika the rest of her diminishing acquaintance, had long set
down the Queen as a very woman in the matter of caprice, and her
sudden appearance in the deepest of black was only one evidence
more of a quality that he hoped in time to turn to good aeccount in
his designs upon the heart of Sophy. But, capricious and whimsi-
cal as he thought her, he was not prepared for the intention with
which she one morning favoured him. .

“Y am tired of London,” said she, as she played with an open
newspaper. “I think I have learned all here that will be of any
good to my people—there was really very little to learn. But I
don’t want to go backjustyet . . . . and I wanttobebymyself
for a little while, in the country, and by the sea. Here is an ad-
vertisment in the newspaper, which suits me exactly: just as if it
were printed for my eyes to see.”

“ Oh, those advertisements,” said Dr. Rackstraw. “ Yes: they
are always just what everybody wants—what have you found ? ”

“ A house, with lands, and grounds, and everything I want, to
be sold.”

“ Your Majesty thinks of buying an estate in England!”
exclaimed Dr. Rackstraw, immediately casting about in his mind
for the chance of turning this new caprice to the account of business,
for, though his irons were mostly abroad, he had a few at home,
“ You think of settling among us for good and all?”

“1 don’t know what I think—I am just wearied out with think-
ing,” said she, “and I want to go to sleep somewhere, where I
haven’t got to choose between opening the windows for fear of
stifling and shutting them for fear of noise. But I don’t understand
business. Go to these lawyers, or men of business, or whatever
they are, and buy this place for me, and then come back again as
soon as it is done.”

“Qh!” sighed Sopky, “ then you are going—jyou are not ‘going
home,’ after all? ”

“Yes—no. Would you mind leaving me for five minutes, while
I talk business with Dr. Rackstraw? . . . . Doctor,before I talk
about this house, I'm glad you came: T want to thank you for
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bringing me that child. She is made of starlight—or as you would
say of gold.”

“Yes, indeed. You cannot think better of her than I.”

“She is good, like my people. How is it that being good means
being unhappy.”

‘“Unhappy! Do you mean that Sophy is unhappy,and with you ?”

‘ She has become like a daughter to me. But in my country
daughters tell their mothers all their sorrows: and I know no more
of her than just her name, and that you are her friend. She re-
minds me of a girl in my country who listened to words that ought
not to be spoken—about killing a holy bird.  She was unholy till
the second new moon. Has Miss Gray ever done anything wrong
that she effaces herself 50 ? Youmay tell me—I am her mother
and her Queen, not ber judge : and it will make no difference to me.
Sil;?e}ias been my daughter till past the second new moon, by a long

Dr. Rackstraw pondered and frowned. It was of the utmost
importance that Sophy, under the wing of the Queen, that is tosay
under his own watchful control, should be kept apart from her
true lover and from the renewal of the influence of her old friend.
If Senhora Miranda became acquainted with the real story of her
maid of honour, her royal generosity would certainly not rest until
the mists of his own devising were cleared away, So he looked
at the ceiling, stroked his chin and said,

“ Wrong, your Majesty, is a word that may mean almost any-
thing—it often means right, just as right often means wrong. Of
course there are reasons why Miss Gray should wish to forget the
past, and to begin life all over again. Of course there was no
reason why she should not enter into your service. I bhrought her
to you, chiefly because I knew she would serve you well—but also
because I knew that in your service she would be safe from that
most cruel of all cruel things: idle curiosity. I felt secure that
not a word would be said by you or yours to make her conscious
of her past, or to make her dread her future . . . . Tamglad
for her sake that you think of a retirement into the country—"

If right and wrong have many meanings, Love has surely more,
Love had inspired Dr. Rackstraw to keep this girl to himself by
Linting away her good name albeit—a stroke of busiuess that
would have occurred to perhaps no other man in the world. But
theu he, ignoble himself, had brains enough to have discovered the
lioness in the Queen of Apahu: and so,
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“1 thank you with all my heart,” said she. “She is more than
ever my daughter now : and not one word will I speak that may
hinder her forgetting . . . . Yes: Iknow this world beyond th
sea well enough now: I have read, and heard, and scen, how
Christians, who call my people blind, savage heathens, deal with
one another just when love and pardon are allinall. She shallgo
back with me. Ah—JI know what it means to be alone—all alone.
So thank you for understanding me: you are worthy to be a savage
and a heathen . . . . Yes; London worse than wearies mo.
About this purchase. I am getting impatient to go.”

“I'm afraid an estate can'’t,in this benighted, old-fashioned
England of ours, be bought in a day. It isn’t like the system I've
introduced into the Goblins, where ten thousand acres can he
transferred, and the purchase money paid down, by two strokes of
the pen.”

“ At any rate as soon as you can. I don't understand business,
or I wouldn't trouble you. Here is the advertisement, It will
tell you the name of the estate, and where to go.”

“By order of the Court of Chancery,” he began to read.
#Crossmarsh ? ., . . . Your Majesty thinks of buying Cross-
marshf—"

“Why not? Do you know the place? ‘Why should I rot buy
Crossmarsh if I please?”

If Dr. Rackstraw were sitting in the Palace of Truth, he would
have found it easy enough to answer. He would have said:
¢ Because she whom I chose to call Miss Gray will be the seller;
because you and she cannot be kept in ignorance of it: becauso
Crossmarsh is the very last place on earth where I would have her
go: because Oswald Hargrave will be her neighbour: because,
whatever happens, she will have escaped back to the very citadel
of old associations out of my hands, before their grasp has become
secure.” He was so taken aback by the extraordinary accident of
this capricious princess having taken a fancy to Crossmarsh that
the fates seemed to bave joined in league against his passion, and
for once, he scarcely knew what to say.

“Crossmarsh—Iet me see: oh, the very worst part of the coast
of all England for scenery : not a civilised town within miles; not
even g railway : all swamps and malaria: and—ah—I remember:
next door to a convict prison. Dear Madam, you would die of
typhoid fever in a montl, if you weren't murdered before—"

“You seem prejudiced against the neighbourhood ?” asked
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Rosamond, a little surprised. “Have you ever been there ?
Never mind I have set my mind on this particular estate: and, if
I don't like it, I can sell it again, and come away. Please go and
buy it—"

“1It is my duty to protest, Madam ! ” exclaimed Dr. Rackstraw.
“There are dozers of lovely places in England—hundreds ; scores.
‘What on earth has made you fix on such an abominable hole,
where prisoners are sent to rot and die? I will find you a place
in the eountry fit for a Queen.”

“Oh, I don’t want a place fit for a Queen. I want a place whero
nobody else will come, fit for a girl who wants to forget, aud e.
woman who is tired, and wants to go to sleep and dream——"

“To commit suicide you mean!”

“Dr. Rackstraw, I am a Queen, and not used to be disobeyed.
If Crossmarsh is so bad as you say, all the more reason why I
should buy it, to keep other people from dying of fever or murder.
I must see such a place, just for the sake of knowing the exact
opposite of Apahu. What is the use of having crossed the ocean
of death unless one gets a glimpse of Hell? I thought I had seen
it, here in London: but—go and buy Crossmarsh: it is my
will.”

“Yes,” muttered Dr. Rackstraw, “a woman always ecalls her
whim her will. But I say won’t: and where there’s a won't
there’sa way. . . . Well,”said he, sullenly for him, “I will see
about it. Seeing about it will do no harm.”

“Give any price they want,” said Rosamond ; “I don’t want
bargaining—and I want to go to-morrow, if I can.”

Eagerness was imprudent: But then nobody thinks of analys-
ing the whims and caprices of a Queen.

Only that merning, and by the merest chance, for she was no
newspaper reader, Rosamond had learned that her old home was
for sale. That at least remained, whoever the owner who wished
to sell it might be. That she would soon learn; though that
Sophy would part with Crossmarsh while one brick remained upon
auother and while one wave struck against its cliffs was among
the things too impossible to suggest themselves, Crossmarsh
might in some way act as a link to bring her to Sophy—if not,
Resamond would have conscious and tangible possession of all that
was left to her of her childhood—of that home-life that
Liad been hers before she became an exile and a Queen. She could
have almost struck Rackstraw, for his abuse of a place, that




“

236 A REAZ QUEEN.

obviously he had never secen, for its actual merits and for its
imaginary vices. Whether she would actually visit that old home
she had become doubtful. That moment was over when the namo
of Crossmarsh, standing out from a lawyer's or estate agent’s
phrases, made her quiver with the wash of waves, more musical
than all the rest of ocean, and with the scent of flowers more
fragrant to the heart than all the southern profusion of Apahu:
Perhaps she would let it all remain a memory and a dream—all
the rest of her home-coming was a failure: why sheuld this also
be spoiled ?

As he went in the direction of Lincolun’s Inn Fields to make, or
st any rate to pretend to make, the enquiries with which he was en-
trusted, the Agent-General of the Goblin Islands recovered his
wits and laid his plans. There was one obvious course open to
him—he could report that the purchase was impossible, for want
of title, or for & hundred other reasons that would satisfy any
ordinary woman with confidence in her business adviser. But to-
day he had scen her in an altogether new light capable of indulg-
ing in any caprice however unreasonable, and rendered the more
resolute in it by opposition. She was quite likely, he felt, if he
should disappoint her,to rush down herself to the lawyers who
hed the sale in hand and of concluding the affair at any cost and
any risk—the greater these, the more likely she.

But then another idea came inte his mind. The great thing

. was to prevent her learning that Sephy was selling Crossmarsh :

because that weuld inevitably lead to a general communication
between Oswald Hargrave, the Senhora, and the supposed Miss
Gray, to the loss of his own influence—for it was entirely a
question of the greater influence, he felt, upon which his suceess
depended in a love affair which by its very difficulty was now
absorbing all his desires. But if he himself became purchaser in
tho first instance, he could afterwards lengthen out proceedings as
long as he pleased, and could even keep Crossmarsh out of the
market altogether, besides making what would be probably a good
investment, and having a magnificent hold over Sophy, as the lord
and master over her old home.

As it happened, however, he did not reach the lawyers until
office hours : and the next day he was intentionally too busy hop-
ing that some new purchaser might intervene. But it would not
do to keep so impulsive a savage as the Queen of Apahu waiting
too long: so on the next day he called in guod time to see
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Low the land lay. He could not make any sort of report to
his principal unless he knew what all the circumstances really
were.

In the outer office two gentlemen were talking ; one with his
back to Dr. Rackstraw, the other, evidently a member of the firm,
or perhaps their managing clerk, facing him.

“I1am very sorry, sir,” the latter was saying, “since you were
so anxious for the property. But the lady was a kuman steam-
engine hung on electric wires—she put everything into our hands,
and positively got the business put through in four-and-twenty
hours—deeds handed over, purchase money actually paid, and all.
I shouldn’t have thought it possible; but of course when
a lady produces the cash in Bank of England notes, anl
insists on signing everything at once and taking our word for
the title—all I can say is, Caveat Emptor. Not but what it’s all
right enough—though I scarcely now lkmow whether we're on our
heads or our heels.”

“ And who the devil,” broke cut the other in a voice so loud
and rough that Dr. Rackstraw barely recognised it as that of an
acquaintance of his own, “who the devil is this mad woman?
Where is she to be found ? ”

“There’s the oddest part of all, Mr. Harding,” said the lawyer.
# She calls herself Senbora Miranda Ngahoung—there’s a name
for the nuterackers ! —And it's a fact, sir, but she’s a Real Queen!
—and asrich, sir, as—as—"

Mr. Harding, otherwise the Man from Nevada, otherwise
Lawrence Derwent, turned on his heel and strode off without
another word.

A woman’s caprice had cost him the house that held his
rights, his liberty, his good name: and that woman she who
had goaded his passion into open war.

But sudden rage revealed the man who, in cold bloo?, had
defied detection with ease.

%1 came about Crossmarsh -too” said Dr. Rackstraw to the
lawyer, “but I see I'm too late now. Good day.” So he de-
parted, meditating many things on the return of Lawrence
Derwent rich and disguised: on girls who are coy and hard to
win : and on the difficulty of dealing with a woman 8o deplorably
uncivilised as to pay hard cash before examining her title deeds.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

They dead ? Not they! TFor vain the boast
Of flesh or blood to slay a ghost :

Dead ? Nay—when phantoms feign to die
They but inerease and multiply,

And ghosts of faith, when hunted ont,
Make double room for ghosts of Doubt,
‘Who, like Sir Hercules of yore,

For ten crushed heads finds twenty more.
An honest Goblin’s twice as true

As half the lights that dazzle you. ]

T may be remembered, or forgotten, that in the days when
Silver Moldwarp was in business as a practical archweologist
at Crossmarsh, he used, by way of recreation in the even-

ing, to frequent an unpretending tavern called the “Feathers.”
The “Feathers” still flourished, in spite of time and change.
though the thirst of not a few of its customers was quenched
for ever. To say that one evening a number of the parishioners of
Crossmarsh were vainly endeavouring to quench theirs would be
an entirely safe proposition, because there never was an evening
in the year when some of them were not, while it would be
altogether too vague for the purposes of History, who insists
upon accuracy in dates, in order, no doubt,to bo as loose as she
likes in all really important things.

‘When, however, the choice lies among some thousands of
evenings as the date of a proceeding which remained the same in
its incidents, however often it was repeated, accuracy becomes
obviously impossible. So after all it must suffice to say that
the sun set, and, in that same sense, that once a number of
parishioners of Crossmarsh were at the “TFeathers,” drinking
ale.-

“Yes: ’tis true as gold,” said Giles Fletcher. “I was at
Laxham market my own self, and nobody else’s: and I heard it
as plain as that mug there. And so you'll see.”

“ Ah, but, Mr. Fietcher,” said the new rector's groom, “ if
everything was to be true one hears, this would be a muddlesome
sort of a world. It doesn’t depend on ears if a thing’s true, but
on the tongue.”

“ And not too much onthat,” said the parish clerk. *Seeing’s
believing—I goes by the eye.”

“Then, Mr. Crow,” objected a mild shepherd in a corner, “if
you was a blind man, you'd believe nought, nohow ?”

“ That’s gammon,” said the clerk, “That’s what that is, gam-
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mon. When I say the eye, I mean what I see by. And a blind
man with a bit of sense can see cheese from chalk just as well as
if he'd got an eye for every finger—"

“ Aye, but, Mr. Crow—suppose he'd lost his fingers too ? I
seed a chap onee at Laxham fair that got no arms nor legs, but
stood on his head, and swallowed his drink topside down. A
wonderful sight for to see !”

“And so you'll see!” resumed Giles Fletcher, whom these
metaphysicians had for the moment thrown out of the running.
“When I hear with my own ears a man tell me something with
his own tongue, and when that man’s own father to the lad that
runs of a lawyer’s errands, I ain’t far out, I reckon, though I
never lost so much as a toe. Topside down, indeed! What's
that to Fane’s cottage being sold P”

“Come, Mr. Fletcher,” said the groom, “zobody meant no
offence, I'm sure. I'm uncommon pleased to hear it, for one.
Crossmarsh is a nice place, but there’s no saying but what, for
anybody that’s lived t'other side of Lowmoar, ’tis dull. The
¢ Feathers’ is a good house, and so’s the home-brewed, however
’tis took: but there’s a terrible want of company. There’s my
master: but of course, I don’t reckon him : and there’s the doctor
but he don’t count neither; and there’s Mr. Hargrave, but he’s
never at home; and that’s all. What we want is a real, good,
comfortable family, that'll keep company all the year round, with
London gentlemen and ladies in the sexvants’ hall, and keep the
place alive. W¢'ll get along then.”

“No, no, we was never like that at Crossmarsh,” said Mr.
Crow. “That’s not our style. Ah, we'll never see the like of
the old times, when Squire Fane were grubbing up the Knoll,
and Squire Hargraves were riding his mare over nigh every
day, and a chap from foreign parts—Moldwarp by name—was
fiddling your head off, and conjuring your nose into somebody
else’s shoe, and Parson Pitcairn was preaching, and T were first
helping him : those were the days; nothing like ’exa now. Life
—ah, that was the life for me.”

“ I mind old Moldwarp,” said Giles Fletcher.  DBut there was
one thing he couldn’tdo : he could whistle, but he couldn’t sing.
Yowll mind, Mr. Crow, how he and I sang Brakes o’ Barley,’
verse and verse, for a quart, and how he stuck at the nineteenth,
and I went on to the end ? ”

“ Aye,Giles ; and how when you'd finished you found yourself
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tied fast in your chair, and couldn’t get out—IHa, ha! Ah, what
times were they—nothing like 'em now. Talk o’ life! ’'Twas
because we lived too fast, I'm afeard, in the times of Squire
Fane and Parson Pitcairn. I reckon we burnt our candle both
ends and the middle as well. Iwonder who the new folks ’11 be.”

“The lawyer’s lad’s father thought 'twas some sort of a lady,”
said Giles. “Me said, to the Queen. But I told him I didn't
come to market to buy gammon—so that were ore for be and two
for L.”

“ Aye: they think they’re uncommon sharp, at Laxham. The
Queen, indeed! Well ’twon’t make mueh difference, whoever it
may be. We've done without anybody at the cottage now this
twelve year, and got used : and ’tisn’t like as if Miss Rosamond
or Miss Sophia was coming home.”

“And who might they be?” asked the groom.

“Eh?” asked Mr. Crow, with some surprise. “ Well, my lad,
never you mind if you don’t know, Iow was sheep going at
Laxham, Mr. Fletcher, pretty fair? ”

The groom, as indeed he seldom lost an opportunity of letting
Crossmarsh lmow, had come from a greater and wider world,
felt that the change of topic had been made with an intention—
either with the favourite object of excluding a stranger from too
intimate an acquaintance with the hereditary mysteries of Cross-
marsh, or else of piquing his curiosity into asking a question.
Curiosity was just getting the better of the diguified indifference
of a man of the world, when—"

“ Good evening, gentlemen,” said a strong, but not very genial
voice: and the parliament of Crossmarsh perceived that to-night’s
was to be no ordinary session. A stranger weas among them;
and not only a stranger, but one who, in calling the company
gentlemen, spoke with knowledge of the article. “I suppose
there’s no objection to my smoking my pipe in here ? The land-
lord wanted to put me into solitary confinement—but & man's
own self isn’t very likely company, so——"

“And you're welcome, sir, I'm sure,” said the elerk: for it
must not be supposed that the people of Crossmarsh were boors.
They were not of the north, where every man is better than his
neighbour, nor yet of the east, but of the west, where churls
are few, and men do not hold it impossible that they can have
betters.

The visitor, a large man with a big beard, took the first seat
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that came to hand, filled a meerschaum pipe, aud ordered
cider.

“1It’s a fine coast you've got here,” said he, to break the spell
of observant and curious silence caused by his coming. “You're
a bit behind the times down here, it seems to me. You ounght to
have a branch line to Laxham, and build an hotel—ycuw'd have
visitors by the shoal.”

“Yes, sir,” said the rector’s groom, instinctively lifting his
thumb to his forehead. ¢ That’s what I say myself—having
lived in places where they makes the most of theirselves.”

The gentleman might be a painter, or he might be an angler :
for both painters and anglers, those pioneers of the bricklayer,
liad discovered the cliffs and the streams of Crossmarsh fall
half a dozen years ago. However, time would show. Even curi-
osity was patient and leisurely there as yet, and took its time.

“I walked over from Laxham,” said he. “Not much to sec by
the road. By the way, though, what was that big building I
passed to the right, about six or eight miles from here, beyond
the downs? Do you know ?”

“ Aye, sir; I know,” said Giles Fletcher. ‘“That be one of
Queen Victoria’s palaces—that be: where she asks you to come and
stop, and plenty to eat and nothing to pay.”

At this venerable joke, cracked so often at Crossmarsh that it
had become to be looked upon as an unsurpassable gem and
jnexhaustible fountain of humour, Giles Fletcher chuckled as
if he had invented it on the spot, and a grin spread over the
parlour.

“Queen Victoria’s palace ?” asked the stranger, gravely. “I
smell a joke——"

“'is Lowmoor gaol.”

« Oh—Lowmoor gaol! Of course I've heard of Lowmoor gaol
f must get an order to go into it some day——"

“ Aye, sir,” said Giles Fletcher; “ that’s fine and easy, to get in.
The thing they mostly want is to get out again.”

“They may want, then,” said Mr. Crow, recovering his social
monarchy, which the stranger had disturbed. “Lowmoor gaol is
the strongest, I'm told by them that’s been in ’em all, the
strongest, sir, in the whole world. There’s none that comes near.
There’s been but two escapes out o’ Lowmoor ever since 'twas first
a gaol”

“Tndeed ?” asked the stranger, carelessly. 5
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“And one of ’em wasn’t much of an escape after all—'twasa
man that was picked up next morning under Furnace Point,
where you'll see the very spot, if you goes there, to this day.
I were a little chap then; but my father saw the man, and
there wasn't a whole piece of him left more than would fill a
thimble.”

“That was out of the frying-pan into the fire,eh? And the
other man,” asked the stranger. ‘‘What became of Aim?”

“ Ah, sir, but if anybody could answer that, hed have a
hundred pound this very day. Some say he went over Furnace
Point toe, but if he had, he’d have been found—leastwise some
of him. Ihad a look after him my own self, along with young
Squire Hargrave of Windgates, that was after him like a red hot
needle, He was out quarrying with the other gaol-birds, that
man was, and all of a sudden he was gone. They fired the gun,
and all the country was up and after him—Silver Moldwarp and
all, that could always find whatever he pleased; p'raps he didn't
please—leastwise, he didn’t find.”

“What was the gentleman’s name,” asked the stranger, refilling
and lighting his pipe, “ who was so hot on catching & poor devil
who did what any man would do?”

“Young Squire Hargrave, of Windgates. But what any man
would do? No, sir; not any man. An honest man what’s sent
to gaol—there he’d stay. Speaking as clerk of this parish, a
man’s got to do his duty in that state of life whereto he’s called.
‘We might every one have been murdered, for ought we could
tell; and no man’s got a right to fight a whole parish because he
don't like what comes of his own misdeeds. Ah, that was a
terrible time—we don’t have no more times like that now.
‘We'll never see the likes of ’em again.”

“ Ah, Mr. Crow,” said Giles Fletcher, rubbing his hands gently
and slowly, as if he were caressing exciting memories, “times, as
you say. ’'Twas the very next dry Squire Fane’s niece suicised
herself—"

“Your memory aren't quite right there, Giles,” interrupted Mr.
Crow. “Nobody knows the ins and outs o’ that but me.
"Twasn’t'the very next day—’twas two days. And ’twas no more
suicide than you be. DBut ’tisn’t best to talk too much o that,
with the house just sold. Best let bygones be bygones,” say I.

The rector’s groom pricked up his ears, for an opportunity seemed
to present itself for satisfying curiosity without losing dignity.
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“We're all friends here, Mr. Crow,” said he, “and if o be this
gentleman likes to know what we kmow——" "
T shm'ﬂd very much like to know,” said the stranger, “Your
conversation, and your opinions, interest me, Mr. Crow, more
than anything for a long time.”
) “; ]l:] quite bel}eve that,” .said Mr. Crow, ignoring the groom,
en a man’s been parish clerk of Crossmarsh from before
Parson Pitcairn’s time, ’tis his own fault if he don’t know some-
thing o’ most things. If e man don’t know Crossmarsh, he don’t
know all England : but if & man do know Crossmarsh, he do know
Crossmarsh ; and so he knows what t'other chaps don’t know.”

The stranger waited. Mr. Crow, having seen that everybody’s
attention, coughed, drank, and began; and there were but two in
the company, the stranger and the groom, who had heard it less
often than five hundred times.

“ We used to think there was some’at uncommon about Squire
Fane’s maggot for picking up pebbles and such like things. He
groped about for what you'd call rubbish—lumps o’ chalk, and
snail shells, and lobster claws. And he wasn't content with what
lay a’top o’ the ground. If you come, sir, from Lowmoor straight
over the downs, you passed by a bit of hillock, called Pix-Knoll.
Squire Fane cut through it crossways, end to end and twice
athwart; and he'd go poking in and out as if he was a coney ina
gold mine. Now I leave you to guess, sir, what a gentleman
should want with a lot of lumps of chalk out o’ Pix-Knoll. We
didn’t think so much of it at first—at least the others'didn't,
though I always had my own thinkings. One day I spoke to
Parson Piteairn. ‘Oh, the Squire’s a great scholar, says he,
¢and he’s after the treasures of the Ancient Britons'—those
were his very words. But he didn’t seem to find ’em. So all of

o sudden there comes into his service, from the Lord knows

where——"

« Aye, Silver Moldwarp ! ” interrupted Mr. Fletcher.

1 say, from the Lord knows where—a man without his like,
neither here, nor there, no nowhere all the country round, They
were good times, but T dont care to talk tco much of ’em late at
night: and of how we used to mske merry with a man that
mightn't ha’ been a man at all. After all, sir,’—he looked
severely at the groom—*fun and good company’s all very fine
but the soul comes first: and you may talk of your hotels and
your railroads, but when I say the good days be gone for Cross-

16 a
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ma sh, I mean more as goes to the ear. Silver Moldwarp—that
w33 the chap’s name. There wasn’t a mortal thing he couldn’t do.
H 5 could fiddle, and he could whistle, and he could sing. Aye,
G les, sing. But he could do things nobody could believe, if I was
T at on oath, except Giles Fletcher, because he knows of his own
syes. I've seen him turn a boiled egg into a live mouse, and pull
.crty fathom of blue ribbon through his mouth out of his own
nside. T've heard him tallt queer talk with a spirit that was up
the chimney, and make one quart pot dance while another quart
pot sang a song. I've seen him make a table dance, too; and
conjure the money out o’ my pocket into hisown. . . . and things
I wouldn’t dare tell to none but Giles Fletcher, that knows. We
used to laugh, for he was a jolly chap at ‘ Feathers:’ but lie lived
all alone, and all his work was to help Squire Fane grubbing in
Pix-Knoll. And when you gets together a great treasure-seeking
scholar and a devil like Silver Moldwarp, come express to help him
from Lord knows where—well, sir, it seems to me as how there
you are.”

“ A wizard and his familiar,” said the stranger. “I see.”

“ Anyhow, they was always too familiar’to please me, though I
was young and giddy then, and used to go to the ¢ Feathers’ more
than, maybe, I ought to ha’ done. Well, sir, this Squire Fane
liad two young nieces, as niee children as you'd wish to see. And
they was Miss Rosamond and Miss Sophia, young man,” he added,
severely to the groom.

“ Well—to be sure !”

“Young Fletcher, up at Fane's cottage, used to tell me there
was a sort of a empty lumber room where nobody never dared to
go__"

““The magic chamber ? ” asked the stranger.

“Eh,sir? You seem uncommon knowing about them soxt of
thing. Where nobody never dared to go—But one night Miss
Rosamond, being a female, and therefore curious by nature: ’twas
midnight, maybe—she, I say, went into that there very room.
Think o’ that, now—into that very room after dark: and she but
a female girl!”

He paused for drink, and for the enjoyment of the indrawn sigh
of anticipation that thrilled the room.

“ Ah! And she saw ?” said the stranger.

“God alone He knows—if He knows!” answered Mr, Crow,
“for never was that young creature scen, herself, again!”
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“ Carried off by the devil?”
“Don’t ask me, sir, I only tell you this—Silver Mildwarp
vanished too.”
™ * * * - -

“T'm glad I came to Crossmarsh,” said the stranger. ¢ That’s
the best original story of the black art I ever heard—it leaves such
a lot to the fancy, Yes—the old wizard, the magic chamber, the
innocent girl, the fatal curiosity, and the devil, half comic, half
tragic, like all the best specimens, to fly away with her through
the midnight air. But what became of the wizard uncle ? And
weren’t there two girls ?”

“ After that, sir, Squire Fane threw all his gettings out o’ Pix-
Knoll into the sea, ’twas may be chalk, or may be gold; and then
he with Miss Sophia went to foreign parts away, and died in
London town. And now the cottage is sold; and she’s a bold
woman, say I, that’s bought a house to live in where there’s been
such-like goings on.”

“Then has nobody lived in that house all this time ? Is it empty
at this moment—Now ? ” asked the stranger, with an air of such
absolute indifference that a quicker brain than was used at Cross-
marsh must have seen that it was too complete to be sincere.

“Not a soul, sir. Leastways not a body I should say. Bless
you, sir, the folk hereabout are that coward they won't go by the
place after sundown. Of course I would, if I had occasion—only
it don’t happen to lay my road home.”

“« Ghosties and bogles!” broke in the sceptic in the corner.
“Not a bit of ’em. There’s no such things.”

« And who said there was?” asked Mr. Crow. ¢ But p'r'aps
you don’t believe Miss Rosamond was spirited away—"

“She jumped over the cliff,” answered the sceptic.

«P'raps you saw her jump ?” asked Mr. Crow. “And praps
she told you why ? And p’r'aps as you're so bold, shepherd
look here, if you'll go and sleep to-night in that cottage, I'll stand
you a gallon; and then well know if there’s ghosts or nay.”

“No, no!” said the sceptic. “’Tis you ought to try that;”
and he looked round with a grin, for a laugh, but none came. It
was getting late, and the subject growing somewhat scrious for the
hour. At Crossmarsh the people prefer talking of ghosts by
honest day.

« And so I would,” said Mr. Crow, stoutly, “ and for no better
than a quart, only I'm a married man, and my home lies t'other
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road. And what’s more, 8 new shepherd’s easy got; but as a
public officer, I've got to think of the parish. No, shepherd, ’tis
you said going into that room meant no more than suicide ; so “tis
you ought to see.”

“There is such things as a haunted house,” said the groom.
“There was one near my last place, where an old man without a
head and fiery eyes used to slide down the bannisters every first
Tuesday in the month at twelve ; and I've heard tell of another,
where a big black dog used to howl in the scullery when anything
was to happen, and when they used to look for him there was
nothing to be seen. And there was yet another where a skeleton
used to jump out on the maids from behind the haystacks, till they
didn’t dare to go by. P’r’aps the new lady that’s took the cottage
will keep her servants, but they’ll have to be plucked ones, and
their wages ’ll have to be high. 'What'd you take to sleep in that
there room, Mr. Fletcher, where the poor young lady went into
and never came out again ?”

“Take!” said Mr. Fletcher. “There's none of your common
ghosts in Crossmarsh, mind that, young man; but I'd like to see
the man that would take five hundred pounds to sleep a night all
alone by himself in Squire Fane's back room.”

“Nevertheless,” said the stranger, who had not spoken for so
long that his presence had become almost forgotten, “ nevertheless,
gentlemen, that man will have to be found. I have never seen a
ghost, and I should like to have a talk with one of all things. I
want to get at the bottom of all this. I want to know what the
wizard conjured out of lumps of chalk and lobster claws. I want
to know whether he really sold his soul to what’s his name—Silver
Moldwarp, and how it was done. You see, I weigh near twelve
stone; I'm not so easy to fly off through the floor, or the celling,
asif I were a slip of a girl. Moreover, I am a bachelor, and I am
not a parish clerk, so that my loss would not amount to a parochial
or even to & domestic misfortune. In short, I will spend to-night
in the ghost~chamber, and T'll meet you all here to-morrow and
tell you what I've seen. Of course, if I don’t come—well, gentle-
men, you'll understand that I shall be elsewhere.”

It was certainly a chance in a thousand for a man who wished
to have the run of a house while it was empty, and which he
had no reasonable excuse for entering and searching. For
bhad he advanced the true ome, that he was searching for an
alleged will, it would not be long before he would be considerably
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nearer to Lowmoor again than Crossmarsh was, while a man
like Rackstraw, as the pretended Queen’s fellow conspirator
and employer, would at once be put on the scent of such a
search, and, being once put thereon, would take every efficient:
care that ro will should ever be found. Everything, indeed,
depended on working with the most absolute secrecy, and witk
so much suddenness that no sort of risk could possibly be run.
Ile conld not go to the house and say,“I am a stranger from
Anmerica, but I have reason to believe that an important docu-
ment belonging to myself is hidden in this house with which
I have never had anything to do, and why I think so I cannot
tell.” Such an application as that would assuredly have to be
decided upon by Rackstraw—and it was not likely that the same
man would escape twice from Lowmoor goal. Nor, if he could,
would the all-important document remain open for finding. He
had come to Crossmarsh in search of a plan of undisturbed
entry, and had lighted upen an absolutely ideal plan. A house
empty and haunted, at a ghost-hunter’s sole disposal for a whole
night—why it was almost as good as having bought the place,
and in some ways even better still,

He certainly had ample time for thinking things out during
the startled silence that followed his offer to beard the very
devil in his den.

It may be that the fathers of the parish senate were distracted
with conflicting emotions, and that there was some charitable
unwillingness, perhaps sense of shame, at letting a stranger
expose himself to the mysterious perils of the invisible world.
But his calmness was even more impressive than his courage;
he was certainly sober and apparently sane. And, after all,
Crossmarsh was not so very different from Laxham, Wind-
gates, and the rest of the world so far as human nature was
concerned. When a man deliberately throws himself into a whirl-
pool, horrified crowds gather from far and near, not to forcibly
restrain him from his purpose, but to look on. If he succeeds
he is a hero; if not—well, he gives people something fur‘ more
delightful than heroism to talk about to their grandchildren.
1f this venturesome stranger emerged from his adventure safe
and sound, the old story of the place would still be just as good
asnew. If something happened, the old story would bea hundred
times better than new. But if the stranger vanished from mortal
sight, even as poor Miss Fane—why then an ineffable horror
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would give Crossmarsh a glory of wonder and awe, and enable
every man there present to boast to his dying day, “I secd the
chap just afore he went in.”

“Well, sir,” said Mr. Fletcher, licking his lips as if they had
a pleasant flavour, ¢ you be a good plucked 'un—that you be!”

“QOh, it's nothing,” said Lawrence, “ I'm only afraid, with our
friend in the corner, that there’ll be nothing to see. Ghosts
are shy birds, except when they’re not wanted. Somehody, I
daresay, will lend me a lantern; and I've got a pipe and a flask,
and I'm used to sleeping rough out West, so I shall do very well.
The only question is, how am I to get in and find the room?”

“You'd better not go, sir,” said Mr. Crow. “But, of course,
if you will—why there’s nought more to say. Ahout getting
in, you can do that, for I keep the housekey, leastwise ’tis at
my house nigh the church, not a quarter of a mile off here.
About the room,you go straight through the hall, and up the
stairs straight in front of you, and then along the landing, that
looks over into the hall, to your left till you comes to the end,
and then down three steps, and along a long passage to your
right—a main long passage ; then you gets into the back part o’
the house, but you never turn; and when you have got through
a old loft with a lean-to, there’s the door afore your very nose.
A child couldn’t miss the way.”

“No; that’s plain enough. First landing, left as far as you
can, right as far as you can: room. Now, gentlemen, drink
me good luck and a lively ghost, and I'll go, for it strikes me
the witching hour isn’t far away.”

** A minute, sir, if you please!” said Mr. Crow, for the rest
were falling into somewhat ghoulish silence, save the groom, who
whistled to show that he,as a man of the world, was not to
be impressed with a mere Crossmarsh mystery. “If anything
should happen, sir—not that ’tis likely, nor I hope it won't—
wouldn’t it be best to leave your name and where you belong
to, so as your friends might know ? ”

“I'd rather not,” said Lawrence, lightly. “If your Silver
Moldwarp carries me off it shall be name and all. Think what
it will be to say, ‘There wasn’t so much as his name left
of him.” As for friends—perhaps if I had friends I shouldn’t
go. It's having wives and children, and comrades, that keeps
back brave fellows like you.”

“That's it, sir,” said Mr. Fletcher. “’Tisn’t that a man’s afraid.’
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) “No, no. Of course not. Good-night, gentlemen—good-hye,
in case I shouldn’t see you again. Now, Mr. Crow.”
“I wouldn’t be in that there chap's boots,” said Mr. Fletcher,

“mnot for all the money in London town, and Laxham besides.”
And none said him nay.

CITAPTER XXVII,

It’s hame again, and hame again,
And hame ; sae lilted she :
But a’ was lane and a’ was gane
‘Whaur the kindly licht snld be,

And a’ was leer and a’ was bare
Of a’ she fared to see :

Bae it’s hame nae mair, and name nae mair,
And never mair for me,

“QIOPHLY,” said Rosamond, “I am going away from London

—really, this time. So please find out all about the
trains.”

“Oh, Madam! You are going home ? ”?

“ Yes—Home.”

“Then—you will not want me any more ?”

“Not want you, child? Why, I thought it was settled yon
had transferred your allegiance from Queen Victoria to Queen
Ngahoung. Are you not coming with me even to the other side
of the world? And not want you when I am only going a few
miles for a day !”

“Yes: you are my Queen!” said Sophy, “ I only want to serve
you till X die. But you might not want me in your own country,
where everything is so beautiful and so happy—and you said yon
are going home.”

“Well—isn’t one’s house one’s home ? I've been buying an
English house, you know, where I can escape from the smoke
to the sea till I go really home. And, dear—but don’t tell—I
think I want to get a little away from Dr. Rackstraw too. Of
course he is a wonderfully clever man, and explains to me all
about the parliament, and the Church, and tke peerage, and
politics, and commerce—particularly commerce—in the clearest
way, o that I really think sometimes I'm beginning to understand
them, The only thing I can’t make out is how it is we get on so
well without them in Apahu, and how you seem to get on so
badly with them here. I suppose it’s a shocking thing to say,
dear, but I don’t like civilisation and enlightenment—but then
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I'm only a savage—and, Sophy, don’t breathe it to Dr. Racke
straw : I shall never be anything more, I shall just take one
thing back to Apahu, and that’s you. Now find out all about
the trains to a place called Laxham, like a clever girl as you
are.”

“Laxham!” Sophy exclaimed. But Rosamond’s mind was
busied with lands beyond Laxham, and had no reason for noticing
auny peculiarity in Sophy’s tone. However, the word had put an
additional seal on the latter’s lips. If she were going back for a
little while into her own country, it should be simply as Seuhora
Miranda’s companion not as that poor Miss Fane who had to sell
Crossmarsh because her uncle had robbed her of her last penny
for the sake of his own whims, She was grateful to Dr. Rack-
straw for having turned her into Miss Gray, and to fortune for
not having let her visit her own country since she was a little
child, so that nobody could recognise her as the Miss Fane whose
lands were being sold. She had not a tie left to link her with
her past, and intended to have none for evermore.

A good deal to her surprise, and a little to her disappointment,
nothing was seen of her friend and patron before they started for
Laxham. Indeed, though Sophy had always found the grace and
dignity of her mistress a good deal mixed with sudden and a
sometimes unintelligible impulse, as was natural enough in a
lady from the South Seas, the Senhora had never appeared
downright capricious until now. The purchase of this house
must have been a strangely sudden caprice: her departure for it
seemed like the rush of a child upon a new toy ; and she would
not take a single servant with her, not even her Swiss courier.
The inexperienced traveller, utterly unversed in railway com-
plexities, threw off her leading strings and corks, and cast her-
self upon the world with none but Sophy to counsel and protect
her. However, Sophy had been a wauderer in the labyrinth
of civilised travel all her life, and to avoid arriving at Laxham
was not an easy thing.

Here they dined: and here Sophy expected they would stay
for the night. But 2 demon of unrest appeared to have seized
upon her Majesty the Queen. A carriage with a pair of horses
was ordered, and the travellers, with their very moderate amount
of luggage, were once more upon the road. It was already the
latest shade of twilight, and Sophy knew not whither they were
bound.
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“Is your new house far from here ? ” she asked,

“ Yes—no—"said her mistress, who had fallen into a silent
reverie, and appeared to be gazing farther than eyes can see.
“No doubt,” thought Sophy, “ she is wearied out with being an
English lady—and no wonder. I wish all this time were over,
and that we were gome. I wish we were in that wonderful
island, where people dream that they are happy and never wake
from their dreams,

Presently the road lay over the chalk downs. AIl at once
Sophy felt one of her hands clutched by both the Queen’s—and
these were fevered and trembling. “Oh, Sophy,” she exclaimed,
throwing herself back, and drawing a full breath— the sea—
the sea ! ”

Sophy was not an imaginative person, and conld not see what
was not to be seen. Moreover, her thoughts were exceedingly far
away. But her mistress's fevered clutch and excited manner
called her back from her own thoughts half alarmed. She could
almost hear the Queen’s heart beat: she could see her bosom
heave; she felt her trembling.

“What is the matter, madam?” ghe asked, growing really
frightened. ¢ Are you ill?”

“No, no. Don’t speak to me—don’t think of me : that’s all.”
She spoke almost sharply—she, who had been so unfailingly and
generously kind. But she grew somewhat calmer: and Sophy
wondered if she knew that she had heard or answered a word.

At last they stopped at a cottage by the roadside, with a light
burning in the window. The driver tapped with the butt of
his whip at the door, and brought out an exceedingly respectable
old lady, who curtseyed at the carriage window.

“Are you Mrs. Crow ?” asked Rosamond, still speaking as if
she were but half awake from a dream. “ I am Madam Miranda,
who have bought the house that used to belong to Mr. Fane, and
the lawyer at Laxham told me I should be able to get the key
from you. Here is hiscard.”

“ Qur house—Crossmarsh 1” cried Sophy to herself, and crouch-
ing back into her corner of the carriage as if there wereneed to l}ida
on g dark night from an old woman who had not seen her since
she was a little child. She was utterly scared by the coincidence;
and yet what could there be more in it than that a house Wt.mted
a purchaser, and a purchaser a house, at one and the same time P
Lvery purchase is a coincidence in that way. But at the moment
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Sophy did not know what to think, still less what to eay
or do.

“ You're the lady that bought the cottage !” exclaimed Mrs.
Crow. “ Why you don’t ever mean to say you're going in now?
News come from Laxham market that ’tis sold : but to think of
your coming down all at onee, so soon! Why, ma’am, the house
hasn’t been slep in since Squire Fane he went away. To be sure
I’ve got the key ”

“ T suppose it is sudden, but never mind,” said Rosamond, in a
less dreamy tone. “But my friend and I have brought down
all we shall want for a night, and we must see about making
things comfortable to-morrow. We were in a hurry to get home
and we like roughing it, and we hate inns.”

In country places it is not good form to express surprise: but
Mrs. Crow looked decidedly grave.

“T think you’d best not go to the cottage to-night, ladies,” said
she. “’Tis sure to be terrible uncomfortable, and empty and
eold ; and, begging your ladyship’s pardon, of course it's all non-
sense, but there’s tales.”

“Tales ?” aslked Rosamend.

“You haven’t heard, ma’am? Ah, then, tis no business of
mine: and ’tis all nonsense—there aren’t no ghosties nowadays.”

“And if there were,” smiled the purchaser of that worst of all
bad bargains, a haunted house, “ we shall get on very comfortably
with them, I dare say—though of eourse now they’ll have to go:
but all the same it seems a little hard to disturb old tenants, Mrs.
Crow. Tl take the key now, and you shall hear from me pretty
early to-morrow——"

“Yes, Madam : ’tis for you to do as you please, to be sure—but
all the same—Why, bless my heart alive! wherever ¢ the
key?”

Rosamond leaned back patiently while the search was being
made. Sophy was still trying to reconcile herself to the eom-
plication of being thus brought back, under a changed name and
a3 a stranger, by a stranger to her own old home, Sentiment
had little or nothing to do with her state of mind, for in truth
lier only desire had been to cut herself away from her past alto-
gether, and never have to do with the world that held Horace
Derwent again. Her childhood at Crossmarsh had ended in pain
and trouble, her after-life in ruin, and the death of her one
dream had crowned it all, making her believe the whole world,
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save Senhora Miranda and Dr. Rackstraw, an abyss of fickleness,
falsehood, and greed.

The key could not be found. “I %now I put it somewhere,”
gaid Mrs. Crow, “and have kep it somewhere: and I could have
laid my life "twas on that nail. But it can’t be gone, and to-
morrow 1"l hunt high and low. 'Tis a sort ¢f 2 providence, ma’am.
They can make shift at the ¢ Feathers,”X dare say—’twill be better
than you'd have found at the cottage.”

“There used—"” began Rosamond, “there ought, I mean, to be
a key of the servant’s door, at the side.”

For a moment Mrs. Crow did look surprised, and vexed besides.
“Ol yes, ma'am, I've got that key. But ’tis hardly fitting a lady
should go into her house after dark, by a back door, and no beds
aired—"

¢T prefer it,” said Rosamond, in her royal manner. “ I’ll take
that key now. Good-night, and thank you, Mrs. Crow.”

‘When Mr., Crow came home, rather late, from the “ Feathers,”
there was news for him indeed. His wife had heen grod enough
to wait up for him, so that he might have the very earliest word
— Peter they’re come!”

“Come ?”

“ Aye, Peter : Squire Fane’s is sold to two young women, with
their bonnets choke full of bees—"

“I know; Giles Fletcher heard all that at Laxham market. Alb,
they won't stop here long.”

“But you don't know they’re in now, by the back door! They
ccme here for the main key—and I couldn’t find it, high nor low
—from Laxham, in a fly and pair, baggage and all.”

Mr. Crow glared aghast. For his nerves had been considerably
fluttered by his own ghost story, and the result of his return to
the “TFeathers” had by no means cleared his brain. The con-
sequences of having betrayed his trust as lkey-keeper might be
disagreeable unless he took precautions to hide Lis past transaction;
and he had not the least intention of going to a houseful of bogeys,
bogey-hunters, and other strange creatures to gee if anything was
wrong. And so, with plenty of beer in his brains, he did what
every blockhead is almost sure to think wise—he said nothing to
his wife about what had become of the missing key. For he was
well up in proverbs like, “ You may tell who's new married by his
telling his wife news:” and “Silence is the hedge of wisdom,” as
tome exceptionally long-eared saw-coiner used to say.
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But Rosamond knew what she was about exceedingly well. It
is true she had no practical purpose in view: all she felt was that
there was nothing left her at the end of a vain search but to go
back to Apahu, and there to live and die alone—only first she
must sce the old sights, and hear the old sounds, and bid good-
bye to the ghosts of old times. Moreover she must keep the tomb
of her life in her own hands: she loved it too well to let it pass
to strangers, and there was always the chance of its proving some-
thing more than a tomb so long as it remained hers. Sophy, if
living, would surely come back a pilgrim to the old home some
day, even as she was coming back now, and before she left Eng-
land for the land which had married her, she could take steps to
ensure that such a pilgrimage should not be made in vain. The
hurry of her flight from London had been deliberate: she desired
to throw off her queendom, and not to have the sacred places of
Ler heart intruded upon and dissected by her philosopher and
friend. Dr. Rackstraw would, of course, in due time recover his
pupil, and she would in due time need again his help and his
counsel: but not now. And she entered her own house, her
Mecea, like & thief in the night not out of impatient caprice but
because it was her heart’s desire to come unseen and to find as
little unchanged as could be found. A hint of the new mistress
coming, she thought, and it would be somebody’s business to sweep,
and garnish, and drive out the very ghosts whom she was coming
to see: and she would have to face all the stares in the perish in-
stead of creeping in silent and unknown.

Dumb must be the pen and deaf the ear that have failed to tell
and to gather what this home-coming meant to Rosamond, Queen
of Apabu. Many times, and in many ways, has her strange story
been told—the story of a home-bred English girl carried off in the
simplest way and yet as if in an Arab’s dream, and at once trans-
formed into the Queen of an unknown land. And now, after
many years, with her mind full grown, her soul enlarged, but with
ber heart of hearts unchanged, she was coming back to her cradle
wherefrom all but her heart had died. She had thought to find
all as she had left it—Uncle /Eneas groping for his fossils;
Sophy running about like a wild bird—just because the same
Rosamond was coming back again: and she, the dead was coming
back to life, and only the living had died.

It was a ghastly business, after all, when the side-door had heen
opened, the luggage carried in by the driver, and the fly discharged.
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As to reasonable comforts, there was no lack of them, for she had
made Sophy pack almost as if for a campaign. But these things
were of 1o moment, seeing that she had only thought of them for
her companion’s sake. She passed into the square hall, holding
her lighted lamp, Sophy following. Not a chair had been dis-
turbed. Sophy regarded her with a sort of awe, she was so silent
and her eyes were so full of the light of April. The younger girl
was on the very edge of taking the Queen into her confidence, but
did not dare.

Imagine the feelings of a ghost permitted to return, after many
years, from the grave, with the wisdom of death in its soul, to find
all changed. Or rather, 8 woman made a child again without
losing her womanhood, to find that even childhood also is dust and
vanity. Now she seemed to hear her uncle calling: now Oswald’s
mare upon the drive: now Sophy bounding down the stairs. Now
again she was only conscious of all the emptiness and the end, and
her home-sickness turned into a longing for the blue skies and
human sunshine of Apahu.

Come in here,” said she, opening the library door. That room
was empty indeed. “We will make this our parlour for to-night,”
said she. “And now we must look for night quarters. Let us
go upstairs, We will make some tea with the spirit lamp,
and—"

Her eyes caught sight of something on the floor. It was a
sharpened flint, labelled, “ Found by Moldwarp,” with the date
“in Pix-Knoll.”

She gazed at it in so long a trance that Sophy knew mnot what
to do. “Leave me,” she began tosob. “Don’t you hear me? For
God’s sake leave me alone.”

A Queen must be obeyed. Sophy, frightened and miserable in
that ghastly house, alone with this woman, who seemed falling
back into the savage more and more every hour, crept back into
the ball, but left the door ajar. The heathen queen seemed to
have found a fetish in the pointed stone: for she was on her knees
with it in her hands.

“0h, if something would speak to me,—if I could only hear a
voice!” Sophy heard her cry.

“T am not myself to-night,” she said, after they had looked into
one or two of the upstair rooms. “1I suppose civilisation is tell-
ing on my nerves. You musth’t mind me to-night, dear. To-
morrow I will  down to the sea, and swim my nerves and my,
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follies away. We will sleep bere. Come, let us make up our
beds. These couches and our blankets will do for to-night, We
don’t have featker beds in my country, and you must learn our
ways.”

The room she had chosen was that which had been her own;
and it was even curiously little changed. DIMrs. Crow who had
the care-taking, evidently was of strongly Conservative views, and
had taken no liberty with the place as it had been left by the
Tanes. It may be remembered that the room was double, so she
bade Sophy take the second and inner room. Sophy would rather
not have left her mistress even to the extent of having an opeu
doer between them : but the Queen always made a point of sleep-
ing alone.

“If you wake and chanco to bear me moving about, or miss me,”
eaid the Queen, “never mind, I don’t feel much like sleeping:
ond I may be inclined to explore.”

“Oh,” cried Sophy, “ pray don't go wandering about this—this
strange house all alone! Do wake me, if I'm asleep, and take
mo with you, if you do.”

“ Go to sleep, my child,” said Rosamond, “ you must be dead
tired. Now kiss me—and if you walke before morning, you will
have disobeyed your Queen.”

It need not be said that Sophy was tired—very tired: with
travelling, with thinking, with grieving, with fearing, with won-
dering. Her bed was anything but luxury, and her whole situation
was trying and exeiting to the nerves; but, after all, Sophy’s
nerves and troubles were mostly apt to let themselves out in one
good cry. Her disillusion about Horace Derwent was the only
trouble over which she had never eried. That had gone deep: but
mere sentiment was as healthily unknown to the grown girl as it
bad been to the child. Her tears floated Ler irto slumber very
soon. d

Rosamond was fully as restless as she expected to be. She elosed
the door between Miss Gray’s rocm and her own, placed the Yighted
lamp in a dark corner, threw up her window, and looked out to
sea. The water had been like glass when she last saw it; now,
even through the dark, she could see the white horses tossing their
manes. What was she getting out of this visit, after all? Well,
she would have been miserable if she had not eorhe—it had atany
rate the advantages of exorcism. She would never wish to set
eyes on it again. fShe had come there, and freed herself of the
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hunger: and now, since all was lost and dead in her old home, she
would he able, with a freer mind and an emptier heart, to devote
herself to her new.

But, meanwhile, she must go through it all. 'Without the least
trembling of the nerves, for she was in far too exalted a mood, she
carried her lamp along the gallery over the hall, and along the
white-washed passage, until she reached the door of her bower
and citadel of old time. Surely she had been there but yesterday
—not full ten years ago. For her, at least, was absolutely no
change: this back part of the old farm-house had always been
empty, deserted, and her own.

She almost expected to see her bundle of romance lying upon
the table : but that had gone. So also had the heap of straw from
which her real romance had appeared in living form. She went
to where it had been—the only spot on the floor which she had
never seen.

If she had only seen that spot, how the charm of her bower
would have been multiplied; for, as is not unusual in old loft
and lumber rooms of farm-houses on the west coast (the farmers
who made them, and sometimes the preventive service, knew why,
there was a trap-door that was not hard to pull open: and not only
a trap, but a half-ladder, half stair-case, below.

In a word, the nature of the apparition that terrified the child
out of her wits stood revealed : and all her history had hung upon
a straw. . . . But that was an old story now, and courage had
grown—perhaps for the moment morbidly high. She turned the
trap well back upon its rusty hinges, and carried her lamp a few
steps down., 'Who of the sex of Eve and of Bluebeard's wife would
1ot have done the same—or of Adam’s either. So it was thus
that the man had hidden himself who had brought her fate, and
whose voice had found her again and summoned her after ten years.
The mystery had been exposed thus far: but she shuddered at the
remembrance of its misery—perhaps of its recurrence, unless she
hastened back to what seemed the only spot on earth where theso
mysteries and miseries were alike unknown.

It seemed strange that there should have been a nook or corner
of the cottage that she, and still styanger that Sophy, had never
found out in their exhaustive explorations. The steps led down,
through an atmosphere of close air and choking dust, into a bare
room exceedingly like the one she had left above ground, though
not quite so large, 'What a find, what a castle, what a secret bower

17
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it would have made for her once upon a time! She would explore
no further now, although the discovery of so mueh promised zo
much more. Besides, she was half choked and stifled, and new
things were not what she had come to see.

The room must have been used for some purpose or other by
former generations of Fanes, or whoever were there before them,
for there was an old three-legged stool there, and some hoop-staves,
and similar odds and ends. At present, however, it was given
over to the spiders, for whom it must have been a veritable A pahu.
There were plenty of mouseholes; and a cornmer cupboard with
broken doors. Before leaving the place she looked into this, and
stood on the three-legged stool to look higher: and on the top
shelf she found a folded paper, covered with dust, but showing no
special signs of age. She opened, it seemed to be, some sort of
law paper, and the first words were, “This is the last will.” It
was not likely to concern herself; but it must needs, she supposed,
concern somebody: and when she was a child she had read
plenty of stories about the curious places where wills are found—
after all, remembering these stories, a cupboard in a hiding hole
in an old farm-house wasjust the very place to find somebody’s will.

“Derwent ! ” thought she, looking at the names. “I don’t re-
member any Derwents about here—or any Derwents except those
people that Dr. Rackstraw kmows. I had better send it to him;
and he’ll know what it is, and what to do.”

She placed the paper in her dress and returned up the stairladder.
Tt was a relief to close the trap again, and to hreathe less stagnant
air,

Hitherto her nerves had been strangely calm, as calm as if she
were re-visiting a grave after many years. But, whether the calm
was false, or whether the last impressions she had of her bower
crowded bacl upon her in the rush of a moment, she was seized
with a panic the like of which she had never known. . It seemed
to her as if a human form were in the darkness of the door—as if
with her the shadow of her life had returned to the same spot
where it had first been thrown between her and the sunshine of
her days. Yes, the shadow was now all that was left to eome.
She did notstop toreason. She, Queen as she was, flung her lamp
into a corner, and in the crush and darkness, flew through the door,
slammed it behind her, turned the key twice in the lock, and then
sped at double pace till she was at her bed-room window, again
drinking the wind from the sea.
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“Tt is the last time!” she panted. “ Never while I live will I
open that horrible door again!t”

CHAPTER XXVIII,

COBBLER.—Of your good learning, unriddle me this master S
Sworn to Sue, and plight to Prue,
Robin’s false, and Robin’s true.

DOCTOR.—Nay, fellow : never was he true wight that is forsworn,
COBBLER.—Then must I ¢’en resolve mine own maximum : e’ep thus :—

If Sue were Sue, and now is Prue,
Unforsworn he were not true;
Since Prue is Prue and was not she,
Being true swain, most false is he.

SWALD HARGRAVE was necessarily aware of the eon-
G veyance of Crossmarsh to Senhora Miranda. He was
vexed; though, of course, he had no business reason for being
so. On the contrary, everything had gone miraculously well and
smoothly, Of course, Sophy would not be a penny the richer for
the sale, which would be swallowed up by the payment of dehts
and mortgages: but she would be saved having to pay heavy
annual interest, and be free from a legion of responsibilities. In-
decd, to say that she would not be a penny the richer isto speak
too conventionally: for the Senhora had been in much too great
a hurry to bargain, and had paid what the amazed lawyers had
chosen to ask her in the expectation of having their terms beaten
down. Moreover she had paid in hard cash, and had asked no
questions : so that nobody but herself had a right to come. I have
abstained, and claim credit for it, for not having detailed the
proceedings which resulted in the leave of the Court of Chancery
to sell an estate in coparcenary on security being given to satisfy
the claims of the co-heiress should she ever come to life again.
I claim credit, because, in the position of Miss Fane’s counsel,
the case has given me an infinity of thought and trouble—all to
result in these half dozen lines. Oswald found the security by a
mortgage on his own farm : nor was he advised to the contrary,
seeing that unless the court had been reasonably satisfied of Miss
Rosamond’s death without issue, leave would have been withheld.
As things were, even he, loyal to the possibility of her life as he
had been all these years, was bound at last to surrerder his
dream, so far as she was concerned.
All theso things belonged to his talk with the lawyers at
Laxham: the whole business was settled, and he had once more
17a
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to face the fact that he must either quit his search or forthwith
force it to an end.  Moldwarp and Rackstraw were still his
ouly clues: and he had absolutely no means of forcing their
hand. For still through Lawrence Derwent lay his only road
to Rosamond. The weak and easily turned—that is to say, all
the worshippers of resolution and strength of will—will feel
that he ought to have cut through the knot somehow, though
they know not how. DBut sueh must learn to realise first what it
means to love a ghost for ten years. Rosamond had never been
his, even in name, he would not know her if she came before his
eyes, as he very well kmew. Ie himself was ten years older
than he was ten years ago: and the probability of her death
grew stronger and stronger, while his hope, which meant his
faith, grew weaker day by day. In such a cold fit he could only
perceive that Rackstraw meant to be inscrutable, and that Mold-
warp was as slippery as a serpent, and would know his purpose
besides.

‘Well—it came to this, that at any rate there was no middle
way between beginning life again, or driving on to the end. And
whichever way he decided, he would leave his own country,
where he could neither follow his search nor begin life again
For Sophy he had now done all he could: there was nothing left
to bind him to the lives of others. He would see the last of
her, and then make his own decision, once for all, and stand by
it without further wavering, whatever it might be. It is just
the most stubbornly faithful hearts that have the faintest hours,
if all the truth could be known.

So, though her business had been carried out for the best,
that she should have been brought back to Crossmarsh was
odious to him in the extreme. He shared to the full all Mr.
Harding’s disbelief in the Senhora, and none the less because he
had but once seen her, and had never spoken to her; and her
connection with Rackstraw only confirmed him in his idea of
her as an adventuress—though it can be no ordinary adventuress
who buys real estate with hard cash, and whose wealth on that
occasion was beyond disputing. If Harding was a king of the
silver mines, she was an empress of emeralds and rubies. He
was afraid of her for Sophy—and yet even in this there was
nothing to be done. He could not forget how the girl had fired
up at the least suspicion of her friend.

Thus it bhappened that Rosamond, standing at the library
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windows and looking out upon the drive, ani thinking, not
merely dreaming, of her own, her real own people of Apahu,
for whom she was answerable to the King of Kings and Queens
was brought back, all in a moment, to the Crossmarsh of old.
For, as if it were but yesterday, there was Oswald Hargrave, he
and no other, leading his horse past the greenhouse where he
had told her to wait for him, the last words of his that she had
ever heard : words that she had forgotten the moment they were
spoken, but which now came back as if they had been seeds
that had taken ten years to grow.

And she had thought he, too, had vanished out of the world
like all else that had belonged to her when she was young.
And would Ze know, perhaps, what had become of Sophy ? .
She felt herself turn faint and pale. If he could tell her nothing ;
if he could only tell her that the child was dead—but then, if he
could say, “The child is alive”—Rosamond felt like a prisoner
before her judge, before doom is spoken., She left the windoward
paced the room. “ Has he found me out P ” she asked herself.
“ Can he have learned I am here?” She did not know whether
she hoped or feared. “ If he knows me, he knows me—but if he
does not ; and if Sophy is gone—There must be no chance then;
Resamond Fane must be dead, and I must be for ever what L
am. Have I come for life and death? It is no use praying,
What is done is done.”

The house, with the help of Mrs. Crow and of the village car-
penter had very soon been put into sufficient living order for two
ladies who required for the present only three rooms; for none
of the needful furniture had been removed. Sophy had not yet
found either the courage or the will to tell her mistress of her
own former connection with the house to which she had come as
a stranger ; and, for that matter there was every reason why she
should put off that perfectly useless confession for good and all,
She, also, was beginning a new life, and meant to be Miss Fane
no more; and besides, it would he a breach of faith to Dr. Rack-
straw, and oblige him to make explanations which she knew lie
wished to avoid. So when Oswald was shown by Mrs, Crow into
tba drawing-room where she had been meditating, as became a
lady in waiting, on less lofty matters than became the mind of
Majesty, she said at once—

“ I know what you think, Oswald—but I amstill to be Miss Gray."
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“ And for once,” said he, “ I don’t think you are wrong. It isn't
that that troubles me. It is your being with this woman, here at
Crossmarsh, at all. Being here—since nobody will remember you
—it is as well you should avoid the false position you would be
in as Miss Fane.”

“ Ah—I am so glad you think me right !” said she. “And——"

“ We must fall out, Sophy, about no small things. I may not
ree you for a long, a very long time.”

“ Yes, Oswald—and I—I am going to Apahu.”

“Apahm ?”

“Don’t you know ? It is the country of my mistress, the
Queen.”

“Good God, Sophy! But I can’t mateh reason against a witch,
and a—Raekstraw : if there be an Apahu, or whatever the name
is, auywhere out of the world of dreams: or of frauds. That
woman %

“Hush, Oswald! Here she comes—the Queen.”

Sophy rose, and stood in all respect: for she believed with all
lier heart in her mistress, and in her own office, and publicly in-
dulged in no favourite’s liberties.

Oswald was already standing; and he bowed, but under pro-
test ; and certainly not to the Queen. Rosamond merely inclined
\ier head, and did not hold out her hand; it was not the custom
i her own country. But, for all her cold stateliness, her heart
was throbbing, aud she was searching him with her eyes.

*“ He does not know me,” her own eyes answered her. “And
yet le is not changed.”

Strange enough, in all conscience, would it have been if the
mm who had been moving rcuni in the circle of one idea for ten
years had Inown again her whe in that time had grown up
from a child into a queen, and from a queen into a woman.

Yet she was saddened by his want of knowledge: the woman
had net yet grown up to the height of pure reasonableness—nor
would, may be, until her time came to grow into something higher
still,

As for lum, with all his doubts of her, he was far more impressed
by her presence than when he merely saw her in the midst of a
crowd on the night when Aineas Fane died. lle had to harden
himself against a certain magic: for he could not fecl that she was
what he believed her to be.

“J am a neighbour of yours, Madam,” he said. “ My name ‘is
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Hargrave ; T Tive at a place called Windgates, not many miles
away.”

“ And you have come to call upon your new neighbours?”
asked Rosamond. “Thatis friendly. This is my friend, Miss Gray.
. « « Of course, you knew the people who lived here before—"

“The Fanes? 'Well”

“Of course—being in their house—they interest me,” said she,
Ske was so eager to reach her question, and yet so dreading it
that she fancied she needed excuses for the most natural curiosity
about the traditions of the new home. .

“ There are so many relics of them about that T almost feel as
if—as if T belonged to them. Are you sorry they are gone ?”

“They were very dear friends of mine,” said he.

¢ Let me see—I have heard something of them already; they
were an old man and two girls, He is dead ; and they—what has
become of them 2”

Sophy glanced at him quiclkly,

There was certainly no reason why he should betray what she
chose to make her secret to satisfy the idle curiosity of a stranger.

“T cannot tell you,” said he. ¢ The elder is thought dead—"

“Yes—and the younger?”

“T cannot tell.”

éophy’s eyes thanked him. And so Rosamond had her answer.
So this was friendship : she came back to find that Oswald Har-
grave could not tell. “Then neither can I tell,” she thought, all
cold with a dull pain,

“ Perhaps,” she asked, “she is thought dead too?”

“ She went abroad,” said Oswald “and what has become of lLer
—1T have said—none know.” That was quite enough truth forone
whom Sophy’s fate could not concern.

“Qr care to know, [ suppose,” said Rosamond. “That seemsto

be the way of the world.” A queen from the South Seas might
speak a little strangely without seeming strange. “So she is dead
too—for that is all it can mean. How long have these people—
the Fanes—been gone ?”

“ Ever since the elder girl—-"

“Died P—Ah, I see now.”

Tt was as if she had seen her sister die. For if Sophy had van-
;shed out of life on that terrible night ten years ago, evenso would
Roszmond have broken her heart and have dicd of love and
SOITOW.
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Nothing on earth could have made her say to Oswald now. “ I
am Rosaraond Fane, come back from the grave.” All was lost
that she cared for : he knew her not: he was so indifferent that
he had even forgotten how and when her sister had died. What
would she signify to him, or he to her? It would merely confuse
her plans, and roughen her return to Apahu. . . . Let all the past
go now : for all had gone,

“Tt is a strange old house, this that they call a cottage,” said
she, with a sudden change of manner, bright, but hard, like one of
lLier own gems: and a little bewildering to a man who knew little
of women’s whims, ‘I have been groping about all over it, and
look what I found. Is it of any use do you suppose?”

He looked at the paper which she gave him. ‘ Why,” said he,
“itisa will. And Derwent—there have never been any Derwents
here. Iknow some Derwents——" Sophy’s heart came into her
ears.

“So do I,” said Rosamond. “Can it have to do with them ?”

“ Impossible, J should say,” said Oswald. “ And of course, if
it could, there’s no saying whether it’s any use to them or no.
«+ .. Bu wait——"  He turned deeply grave.’=‘ This s of
use, I should siy. Where was this found?” he asked, with his
eyes fixed on the paper in his hand. ’

“In an ol cupboard. Of course it means nothing to me. 1
thought of sending it to Dr. Rackstraw——"

“Would you trust it to me?” he asked, eagerly. ¢ Iknow the
Derwents, and they are the people it concerns.”

“ Certainly,” said Rosamond. “I don’t mind who takes charge
of it, as long as it is inthe right hands., It isvery strange, thougl:
it should be bere. But no. There is nothing in the world that is
strange.”

That, however, was not Oswald’s opinion as, after some further
talk that wandered farther and farther away from what wasin the
hearts from those who made it, he rode back to Laxham. To find
further evidence of a connection between Moldwarp and ths Der-
wents, in the former’s witness to a very obvious experiment in forg-
ing something more ambitious than flint arrow-heads was certainly
not strange. That was merely useful; and he would employ it
without further delay. TWhat he found strange, and what, all the
way to Laxham, and all the way that same night to London ran in
his mind, was the woman to whom hehad spoken for the first time
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that day. Ie, the lover of a dream, felt as if aliving woman had
thrown him under a spell.

He had come scarcely meaning to see her; or, if seeing her
merely to gain such kmowledge of her as might enable him the
better to warn and protect Sophy. He found a presence, now soft
and eager, now keen and brilliant, that, in its sudden moods,
startled him into something beyond observant interest, and a voice
that seemed to malke music in him at once old and new. e had
felt this in some measure even at the outset, when she was merely
asking questions about the Fanes and showing him the paper she
bad found. But it was afterwards, when the talk ran upon her
own country and her thoughts of England, that he began to com-
prehend the devotion of Sophy. The truth was that the Queen
of Apahu was energetically throwing away the last remnants of
Rosamond Fane.

So he who was searching the world for Rosamond found a charm
in another woman that he had surely never known in that poor
child. IHis excuse must be that he came to her doubtful of him-
self and disheartened, and that his heart had lived empty all its
life, of all but hopes and memories, and these are sorry food.

CHAPTER XXIX,

If thou could’st change each moment of thy past
Into the sands that marked it as they rolled,
And every sand, so scat tered, could’st recast
In time his erucible, to make it gold :

If from such gold a ring could forged be,
And for a gem therein thine honour set
To wear upon his finger—yet were he,
All unrepaid for even a moment’s debt.

RS. DERWENT'S son Horace had not shown himself an
M interprising lover; but he was at any rate a true one
And indeed, though his enterprise had stopped short of

the point of success, still it had been enough to achieve success
under all ordinary conditions. When a young man has persistently
called upon the mistress of his heart some half-dozen times only to
find out at last that her invariable “not at home” is untrue, it
would be natural enough that he, having obtained no claim upon
her, should conclude that his visits are disagreeable things, and
coase to make them. He could not write to her in the tone or
manner of a discarded lover : but he could make her uncle's death
an excuse for writing a letter—which remained unanswered, Such
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was the manner in which Oswald Hargrave had, all unconsciously,
played into the hands of Hermon Rackstraw. And of course when
Sophy once changed her name and went out to service, Dr. Rack-
straw himself was able to take the whole play into his own hands.
In the face of such complete indifference even to his friendship,
anrd such proof that she classed him merely with common morning
callers and troublesome correspondents, it would have beenstrange
if the young man’s enterprise had not frozen, 'The only wonder is
that he continued to care in any fashion for a girl who had dealt
such a mortal wound to what we call vanity in others and pride
in ourselves.

Perhaps he would have been somewhat less coustant if he had,
less than eight thousand a year; at any rate if he had very much
less, because then he would have had to put the extinguisher of
work upon the spark that had, indeed, never been fanned into an
open flame.  As things were, he had leisure to be broken-hearted,
and even as Sophy had turned misanthrope for his sake, so he
turned misogynist for her’s. One moming at breakfast he announced
his intention of leaving town.

“For Scotland already ? ” asked his sister Anne.

“Scotland! No, indeed. 'What on earth should anybody go
to Scotland for ?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Ann. “Toshoot things,orcatch things,
I suppose. Isn’t that whyyougo?”

“1 suppose it’s why one’s supposed to go. But it’s got to be a
coclmey sort of husiness at best. I’'m thinking of trying Kamschatka
or Patagonia for a change. Which shall it be ?”

“Tlorace!” exclaimed his mother. “ But you're joking——"

“Indeed I'm not though. I've felt for a long time that I've been
wasting my life on such trumpery as grouse and venison when thero
are tigers and bears—"

“Tigers in Kamschatka! oh!” cried Anne.

“Well, elephants then, or—or—whales. Something big, either
way. You must ses I'm wasting my life here, mother, ILook at
other men. Look st Hargrave. Look at Harding. Look at

tackstraw. They’ve been everywhere and seen everything——"

“Why, I believe you are serious!” said Anne. “It’s just like
what they do in books, when they have been rejected, or when the
girl dies. Ouly they mostly go to Africa after lions

“Great Heavens!” cried Ilorace, flushing, “can’t a woman get
anything into her head without twisting it into love, 2nd marriage,
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and all that rubbish ? I believe it's the only idea that girly and
women have got among them. A fine world it would be, if men
were the same.”

“Well, torace,” said Anne, gently, “I'm not sure it isn’t a
better idea than killing things. Of the two ideas in the world,
we've got the best of them. But oh, Horace—to think you wen't
find things just the same in Kamschatka as here! And what on
earth will you do for a thirty-sixth flame ? Or, let me see, thirty~
seven, reckoning that Miss Fane whom we invited, and who never
came: unless indeed the Kamschatkans are better looking than
their pictures are——"

“Tlang Miss Fane!” exclaimed her once good-tempered lover,
who had let his sisters chaff him about his innumerable first
passions hundreds of times, and had never failed to laugh with
them. “Mount Athos—that’s were I'll go.”

“Mount Athos? Why?”

¢ Because no woman is allowed to set foot there.”

“Not allowed, Horace? If she isn't allowed—then depend upon
it a woman will be the fizst thing you'll see. Tancy expecting not
to find a woman where she isn’'t allowed! A double knoclk,
this time ? 'Who can that be ?”

It was a gentleman to see Mr. Derwent: and, glad of the excuse
—for he was ashamed of having lost temper—he left the room.

“Mamma,” said Anne, gravely, “something has happened to
Horace, I know.”

“ And this going abroad! My dear—if it wasn’t impossible, I
ghould be convinced he had been proposing to that Miss IFane.”

“Tt's not impossible, mamma. He wouldn’t have said ‘ Hang
Miss Fane’ if he didn’t care. I brought her in on purpose to sce.
If anybody said, ¢ Hang Anne Derwent,’ I should know he was
thinking about me a good deal.”

“Tt's impossible, Anne,” said her mother, “because he wouldn't
have been talking about tigers and whales if she hadn't said No.”

“ But that’s it—she /Aas said No.”

“ What—a penniless orphan say No to orace, with Longwood
and eight thousand a year ?”

¢ But about his going abroad ?”

«T must consult Dr. Rackstraw,” said Mrs. Derwens, with a
rather anxious sigh. It might be for the best—I don't know.
And if Horacs could go abroad uuder his eye—Anne, I thought
at one time there might bo a chance of Iorace and that Queen:
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Senhora Miranda, you know. She is quite a lady: and Dr. Rack-
straw says that the jewels she has brought over alone make her a
millionaire.”

“ A heathen {—Oh, mamma!”

“Of course we should convert her. Dr. Rackstraw says con-
version’s the easiest thing in the world—he has known natives
who will let themselves be converted over and over again.”

“ Why doesn’t Dr. Rackstraw marry her himself, mamma ? ”

But to this Mrs. Derwent said nothing: and Anne was quite
sharp enough to guess why.

Meanwhile Horace had gone into his library (so he christened
his sanctum when he amazed the family circle by taking up with
book-collecting), and there found Oswald Hargrave.

Tt s rather early for a visit,” said Oswald. “ But I'm always
in a hurry, you know—and a curious document has come into my
hands in a curious way. You won’t think me impertinent if I tell
you that I know you have a brother——"

“A half brother, if you please,” said Horace, flushing; for such
a beginning as this was not the way to get his temper back again.
“ He was my father's son. I suppose you have some reason for
mentioning Aim. Well 27

“ Of course I have,” said Oswald. “Iwould give the rest of my
£fo to find him—if he is alive: and he #s alive.” *

“ You know Lawrence Derwent ? 7

“Never. I never saw him even. But he alone knows what I
would give my life to know—it is not that, however, that concerns
vou : except that you can help me, and I am sure you will, when
Itell you why. . . . Ihave every reason to know that—but,
2y the way, what is your opinion of Dr. Rackstraw ?”

“Only that he'is a conceited cad,” said Horace, frowning. “ But.
¢ has somehow become one of us—my father had great confidence
m him : and I have no doubt it was deserved.”

It comes to this, then,” said Oswald, “I connect this document,
which I have here, with a particular house, in which it has been
just by chance discovered. I connect that house with Moldwarp,
of whom you bought the Flora—the most ingenious <f pro-
fessional forgers. I connect Moldwarp with Lawrence Derwent -
and lastly, I connect Lawrence Derwent with this will. T.ock at
it and see whether it concerns you or no.”

Horace Derwent took the will, and glanced at it. But lus
glance became a look of the most profound attention as he ex-
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amined every letter and every word, At last he folded it up
slowly and laid it down.

“It does concern me—a little,” he said, at last, slowly and
gravely. Ile lighted a cigar very carefully and deliberately,
and then spoke again, “I suppose you've read this?” he
asked.

“Of course. It seems to be an old will in favour of Lawrence
Derwent. As to what it really is A

“I know you think it’s forged. Why?”

“Because I know Silver Moldwarp: ‘and because I suspect
Hermon Rackstraw. As you see, this is a will that would estal-
lish Lawrence Derwent’s innocence. I have the best reason to be-
lieve that he is even now hidden in London, and in communication
with both Moldwarp and Rackstraw. Moreover I have even
better reason to believe that he wasin communication with
Moldwarp at the time of his escape from Lowmoor. And look
the witnesses’ names Silver Moldwarp—Hermon Rackstraw. If
were it not forged, would it not have been brought forward long
before now ? Moldwarp has forged much more difficult things
than wills.”

“Isee. And who found it? And where?”

“ Strangely enough, Madam Miranda. At Crossmarsh, near
Laxham : and near Lowmoor : and where Moldwarp was once in
service with the Fanes.”

“Then your theory is this, Hargrave,” said Horace, quietly—
for all the world as if Le were discussing another man’s affairs:
“ you think that Lawrence Derwent and Rackstraw have invented
a plot: that they have employed Moldwarp to forge and hide,
and Madam Miranda to go down and find ?” .

Oswald started. That she also might be in the plot, whatever
it was, had never occurred to his mind; though it was certaiuly
remarkable that she should not only have bought Crossmarsh in
such frantic haste, but have discovered a document bearing Rack-
straw’s signature the very next day. Nor was his opinion of the
lady altered by his change of feeling—fascination would naturally
be her stock in trade.

But “No,” he answered quickly, “she would hardly hnve_
parted with it to me—"

“TPrue. ‘Crossmarsh, near Laxham,” he said, noting the
address down.  “ Will you do me a favour, Hargrave—or rather
several favours? Don't say to any living soul a word of what
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you have =aid to me. And take charge of this will yoursclf:
don’t let it come into my hands till T ask you for it in writing.
If youlldo this for me, I pledge myself that you skall mect
Lawrence Derwent, if he is in Londen, and alive.

Where aro you staying? Where are you to be found ?”

“I must get down to Laxham to-night. Ilere is my addrsss
there. But about these conspirators—what is your plan? You
know my interest in all this; to meet with Lawrence Der-
went——"

“T have said you shall—if he is alive. You won't think I
mistrust you, Hargrave, if I go to work alone ?” \

“T am afraid you must act alone,” said Oswald. “I have tried,
and failed ; and it is only you who can know how to deal with
Rackstraw. Of course I will say no word to a mortal soul; and
of course, I will keep this forgery as long as you please.”

There was an altogether new decision of tone and manner about
Horace that rather surprised Oswald, and at the same time gave
him greater confidence in his acquaintance’s capacity for action
than he had hitherto been disposed to place in him. But then it
is true, that to have one’s whole fortune attacked by a gang of
robbers is enongh to find a man in energy and decision, however
little may have been given him by nature. And such a series of
accidents had renewed Oswald’s faith that at last the work of his
life was about to prove not in vain.

But infinitely more surprised would he have been, could he
have seen Horace Derwent after the consultation was over and he
had gone his way. The young man tossed away his cigar, and
covered his face with his hands.

“My mother—the girls—wbat is to become of tkem?” he
groaned aloud.

For he knew it was no forgery that he had seen. He Imew
as a matter of family history, what the nature of his brother’s
defence had been—that he had, at his father's own request, des-
troyed the will disinheriting him, so as to make him safe in his
right as heir-at-law in case there should be no time for another
will to be made. He knew all the history of that death-bed as
no stranger, like Oswald, could guess them. And there were
#olid reasons, besides his father’s signature, and the kind of paper
the colonel had always used, and the allusions and turns of phrase
that nobody couald possibly have reproduced, unless indeed it
might be Rackstraw. Nobody could have dene it but he; and
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he would surely have not inspired the forgery of a will that
abused him in good round terms as & knuve and a scoundrel who
had done all ke could to make mischief between a father and his
son. Nor would he have inspired a forgery that revoked a hand-
some legacy, and left him nothing at all. But, on the other hand,
that last reason made it his interest to suppress a will which as
his signature in witness showed, he knew had been made.

But why had he not destroyed it? If he had only done his
work thoroughly, the younger son, whomhe hadserved, would not
have had to wake up from his idle dream of life to find himself a
beggar in the land. 'Was it partly to keep himself from a terrible
temptation that he had bidden Oswald leep the will? Very
honest men do not know what they are capable of until they are
tried.

“The infernal scoundrel! And for the sake of a few thousands
he has robbed an heir of his inheritance, and sworn an innocent
man into gaol. And I have heen amusing myself with stolen
goods 21l these years—and my brother—it is horrible! What
has become of zim ® What it must be—to lose liberty, honour,
everything worth having on earth, and to think that thieves and
fools and idlers are pampering themselves on one’s soul.

And my mother will have to know; and though he is my brother
he is not ber son—"

So he thought and felt ; and yet not for one moment did it
enter even his very deepest heart to upbraid Rackstraw for not
having destroyed the will. Nor did he even hate Oswald Har-
grave for having meddled in another man’s concerns.

"There are cases in which one must be either a scoundrel ora
hero—in which it is impossible to be merely an honest man. THad
Horace Derwent been tempted to frame such a wish, even in
thought, he would have been a worse man than Dr. Rackstraw,
who, after all, probably did not comsider that he had dome
unto others worse than they would have been justified in doing
unto him—if they were able. Nevertheless, it is not common
honesty that does not think twice about the right and the wrong
of giving up a fine estate, a large fortune, and all the pleasures
and luxuries which have become the necessaries of life, and to
ruin one’s nearest and dearest into the bargain, and all for the
sake of one whom one has been brought up to fear, to hate, and
to scorn. Common honesty would have done right; but it w:ould
have thought twice about where the right lay, perhaps three times.
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He did not see his mother before he left the house ; and for
the simple reason that he was afraid. All men think that all
women are more apt to judge by prejudice or interest than they ;
and, though he did not frame the thought, he felt that a mother so
wholly under the influence of Dr. Rackstraw, would not be entirely
competent to advise her own son to ruin both himself and her.
And why should he call upon her to face trouble before he could
tell her its extent, or suggest how it was to, be remedied? So,
without a moment’s delay, he went out and drove straight to the
Agency-General of the Goblin Islands. He thought, in the
conceit of good intentions, that he would be able to compel a
confession from one who, being a knave, ought, according to a
common superstition, to be a coward besides, and no.match for
resolute honesty.

It was more fortunate for the knave than for honesty, however,
that Dr. Rackstraw was not within,

“1 will wait,” said Horace,to the sharp lad, “till he comes
inte

“P'm afraid you'll have to wait a goodish while, Mr. Derwent,”
said the sharp lad. ¢ The Doctor’s gone to the Goblins.”

There was nothing unusual in that, for Dr. Rackstraw thought
nothing of a sudden trip to the Antipodes and back again, and,
more often than not, said nothing before hand about such ex-
peditions, any more than if Port Rackstraw, or Atlantis, or
Xanadu, or wherever he might have business in cotton, hardware
or rum, were but just across the Thames. Ilad Horace been
aware of the Doctor’s close relations with Senhora Miranda, and
of his feelings towards Sophy Fane, he would no doubt have been
very much surprised by such sudden and unreasonable absence:
as it was, he was only disappointed. For it was the last pitch of
cruelty to leave justice undone und injustice triumphant even for
a single hour.

The next best thing he could do was to set to work upon Mold-
warp whom Hardgrave had no doubt rightly judged to be
implicated—though in the concealment, and not in any forgery,
the last being utterly out of the question. He remembered the
shop where he had bought that new historical Flore for Aineas
Fane; and was this time fortunate enough to find the person he
wanted at home.

“It’s a time since you've been our way, sir,” said the bookseller,
politely, “ I suppose you're like the rest of ’em ; everybody’s found
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out now where books is to be picked up like flint stones, fur the
price of an old song. I've got some real uniques, that'll be worth
their weight in gold in a year or two, but I cant afford to keep
‘em these bad times, and you may make your fortune out of
em. IHere’s—"

“I have seen a will executed by my father, Colonel Derwent,”
said Horace, at once, “ and witnessed by you and Dr, Rackstraw.
I want the address of my brother, Mr. Lawrence Derwent, if
you please.”

** The Devil!” exclaimed the bookseller: a heavy folio falling
from his hands and raising a dust from the floor.

“ You had better lose no time,” said Horace. “I am ina hurry
—and there is none to lose. It will save fencing if I tell you
at once that a will has been found at a place called Crossmarsh,
and that it has come into my hands. I am told also that my
brother is in London, and that yon know where.”

Moldwarp raised the folio, dusted it, and found a place for it on
the shelves. Then le took his gold spectacles, carefully rubbed
the glasses, and returned them to his nose.

“ Mr. Derwent, sir,” said he, “ then all T can say is, now you've
got hold of the thing, nothing could please me more: 1o, nor half
so well. Of course yow'll say I ought to have destroyed that
there will. And you'd be right, sir. For once, instinc’ has led
me wrong. No—'twasn’t instinc’, neither ; "twas because for once
tried to be too wise for instin¢’; that's what it were. And T’ll
never do it again. I ask your pardon for not having destroyed
that there will, Mr. Derwent—on my bended knees, T do.”

It no more entered the heart of Silver Moldwarp that
Rackstraw and Horace Derwent together, or Iorace Derwent
alone, had not destroyed the will which unlucky chance had
brought into their hands, than he could imagine any other pos-
sible combination of circumstances under which & man would
risk the loss of eight thousand a year. But it took Horace
at Teast a whole second to realise that Moldwarp assumed him to
be, as a matter of course, ain accomplice in the original frm}d—ut
any rate after the fact : and this moment gave the other time to
shift his ground further still. gl

Tor the game was up, anyhow, so far as making his fortune out
of the rightful heir was concerned. He could only curse the
evident stupidity of that rightful heir, who must .have bungled
maftters in a most marvellous manner before the will could have

18



A REAL QUEEN.

come 1 those hands to whom its existence meant ruin. “’Tis
just my regular luck all over ‘again,” he mentally groaned, ¢ First
and foremost I lose my place with old Squire Fane: and all by
chance like, and ro fault of mine. Then I fall out with old Rack-
straw, for him being ungrateful-—no fault of mine again. Then I
go aud trust a foel. 'Tis hard. [Instinc’s own self’s no match for
a fool. I do believe if instinc’ led me straight down to the bottem
of the diamond mines, some fool would go and cut away the rope
T came down by. 'Tisenough to make an honest man give up in-
stin¢’ and turn Rogue.” !

He saw, as plainly as he could see other men’s blunders, that
Lawrence Derwent must have bungled matters in such wise as to
It the will slip back again into the hands of Rackstraw; and his
knees felt ready to bend themselves with shame and reverence be-
fore that great and unconquerable man. Remorse and repentance
overwhelmed him for having dared to pit his wits against those
of his master, who was no doubt.aware of the whole extent of his
treachery in the interests of justice and law. There was only one
thing to be done —to return abjectly to his allegiance, and to make
the best bargain left him.

“You see, sir,” said he, “now that document’s back again in
the right hands—which in course is yours and the Doctor’s—there’s
no harm doue. And you're quite right: you nor yours will get ne
peace till that there Lawrence is safe again in gaol. I tell you,
Mister, he’s a regular dangerous man: and he’ll now be that des-
perate, now he’s lost his rights—I should say his chances—that
your life won’t be worth a minute’s purchase ; nor Rackstraw’s nor
mine. I'll do, to rectify my bit of a mistake through not trusting
instinc’, the best I can. You're a gentleman, Mister: and I'm but
anunlucky customer that’s come to grief by no fault of his own——'

“I understand,” said Horace, with a passion of indignant scorn
too deep to express itself in werd or tone. “You were employed
by Dr. Rackstraw to destrey the will, in order to cheat Lawrence
Derwent. Instead of destroying it, you concealed it, in order to
cneat Dr. Rackstraw. Because you could net get as much black
mail as you wanted, I suppose, you try to sell the will back te
Lawrence Derwent. Finding the will in my hands, you are will-
ing to sell Lawrence Derwent to Dr. Rackstraw, Lowmoor, and me.
‘Very well. I will buy him—such perseverance ought mot to go
without reward. 'What was Lawrence Derwent to give you for
his estate and his good name?”
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#No, sir—no, Mr. Derwent! If I'd destroyed that there will I
should have committed a erime. And if Dr. Rackstraw chose to
be ungrateful, that was no fault of mine. And if I tried to get
back the will for its lawful owner, ¢kat was no fault of mine. And
if T consent to give up a conviet—'tis hard times, Mister: for
though duty’s duty, like instinc’s instinc’, that there convict he
promised me ten thousand pounds: which is a goodish bit to lose.”

“And for how muych—if you had one—would you sell your
soul?”

“Well, sir—it seems to me Rackstraw’s selling his pretty cheap,
and your selling yours pretty dear. As there’s souls going, I
don’t see why I shouldn’t go to market with mine.”

Tt is certainly hard you should sell it for nothing. Of course
vou are putting yourself in a position to renew the black mail
trade—so we can tall afterwards of terms. Where is Lawrcnce
Derwent now?”

“Begging your pardon, Mister, you seem to take uncommon
kindly to the trade. "When old Raclstraw goes off, he won’t want
for a better to come after. Well—'tis all the same to me, since
you put it like a gentleman. There’s only one bit of advice to
give you, sir. You shouldn’t have let me know you'd seen that
will. You see, sir, that puts you in a man’s power. But for the
rest, Mr. Derwent, you've done it beautiful: well-nigh as well as
Rackstraw.”

“ Then-—where is Lawrence Derwent to be found ?”

“ Where that will come from, to be sure. Crossmarsh: Low-
moor all handy by.”

CHAPTER XXX,

Though way-worn steps for refuge seek
‘Where hands that builded well,

Of Duty raised on granite peak
The maiden citadel :—

HEN Oswald had taken his departure, Sophy, her at.

V tendance on her sovereign not being immediately re-
quired, set out upon a tour of exploration over the old

house, from which she had been abseut very nearly as long as
Rosamond. Not heing of a sentimental nature, nora slave to
association, its nooks and corners had but little significance for hel:

18 a



276 A REAL QUEEN.

saveassigns of a childhood that she had almost forgotten and did
not wish to recall. Still she could not help having a natural
curiosity about seeing how the old place looked, and how farit had
changed. It was wonderful, now that she saw it by day-light
and in sunshine, how little change she was able to find.

Naturally, in the course of her rambles upstairs and downstairs
she arrived at length at the passage leading to Rosamond’s castle.
But, from the far end of the passage, she heard the sound of voices:
and, when she reached the castle door, found a couple of workmen
busily engaged.

“What s being done here ?” asked she,

“Only doing Madam’s orders, miss,” said one of the men, “ to
fasten up this here door—we've finished the trapinside. And a
good job too.”

“ How strange! Why does Madame Miranda want to close
this room P ”

“Yes, miss: and we've to brick up the passage. And a good
job too, as Isaid afore.”

“It’s a very strange order, pondered Sophy. And why do you
call it a good job, please ?” she had become to some extent used
to the caprices of her mistress; but this sudden order, to brick off
a passage and a couple of rooms for no imaginable cause, seemed
to go beyond the bounds of even uncivilised eccentricity.

The two men looked at one another, as if to consult before an-
swering the question. The village mind is prodigal with hints;
but it is a dangerous thing to be the first to give a haunted house
a bad name. It may drive away money from a place, as well as
residents and their company : and so, all who take haunted houses
lecarn to their cost, they have at last to find out from their
servants the sort of purchase with which they have saddled them-
selves.

“Well, miss,” said one, “ Madam didn’t say why—but maybe
’tis foreign fashions——"

“ But you said it was a good job yourself,” said Sophy, persis-
tently. One need not be sentimental in order to feel aggrieved at
a new owner'’s taking liberties with a house that was one’s own
but a few days ago. Nay, the feeling is sure to rise up even when
the days are years. For our house is but our outward body; and
our life is its soul.

“ Yes, miss—most jobs are good, these times—"

“ No,” said Sophy, getting provoked, and using her quick eyes,
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“Youdidn't mean that, Isthere anything—said—said about this
room ? ”

“Well, miss—if you put it that way—

“Yes : Iput it that way.”

“ Then ’tisn’t me nor my mate here that says it, miss; but
’twas in that room Ol Harry carried off Miss Fane.”

(43 Oh ! »

“ Yes, miss; it dosound queer. But that's the tale, And when
a room gets thought on like that—

“I see ; it is best closed.”

So she wandered back again to the staircase, supposing that
some idle nonsense had already found its way to the Queen’s ears,
and wondering that a woman of such shrewdness should be such
a slave to her native heathen superstitions as to imagine that a
disembodied phantom could be imprisoned by bricks and nails.

And no doubt, it was superstition; though not quite of the
gross kind that Sophy supposed. Rosamond’s panic of last night,
when she dashed her lamp away into the darlmess had been ex-
treme. It was a sudden and violent renewal of the old influence
that had well-nigh driven her into brain fever years ago: and it
was a great deal more, It was as if one were suddenly, when full
grown, to meev in sober earnest with some imaginary horror that
had been the (Tead of one’s childhood—that horror which, if one
lives to be a linndred, one never forgets, come what may, Her
very first tho aght, when the sunlight came, was to close this book
of her whole lif 2 for ever, before returning to her Arcadian peopla
and their gold:n age. And the wood and brickwork she had
ordered was bt the natural, outward and visible sign of that final
closure. Thee wassomething terrible about that old room of
hers, but th 3« was something sacred also, Its further use would
be fully as touch profanation as peril. For that room was the
tomb of all her hopes and all her dreamws : it was haunted indeed.
And all nations close their graves,

In this manner she settled allaccounts with her past : ic wasasif
she had travelled all the way from the other side of theworldsolely
to fasten the door of an empty room. She had only to make one
last pilgrimage to certain old haunts and scenes before blotting
them all out altogether. Nor, since Oswald’s faithlessness aud in-
difference to his kindred in friendship, was her last pilgrimage
touched by any sort of regret or sorrow. She had convinced her-
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self that it was her pleasure as well asher duty and her destiny
to leave all behind, and she had not, even in London, lost the
health which enabled her to face the future, though & Queen
and alone. She did not even regret having come to England.
It was only right to know the worst, and not to live in a fools
paradise of illusions.

So she purposely rid herself of her secretary’s company before
strolling off to the cliff path whence she was supposed to have
thrown herself into the sea, and to the boathouse on the beach,
and to Crossmarsh Church, and to Pix-Knoll. That mine of im-
posture still showed the excavations, longwise and crosswise, from
which her uncle had sought to recover the history of the prehis-
toric world: but the grass had invaded these works from the
Downs, and was covering away the old Squire’s folly.

As she rambled, she more and more consciously and resolutely
forced her thoughts away from herself, and bent them uponwhatshe
should do for her people, for whom she must henceforth livewholly,
and whom she must strive to love,for her own sake as well as for
theirs to the utmost of her power. And she could reach but one
conclusion—she could not perceive that England, with all its great-
ness, had given her anything to carry back to Apahn. Even the
religious part of the question was ceasing to trouble her, and for
what seemed to her the best of all reasons: that by their fruits-
are nations to be known—and that to seek to carry grapes and
figs from a country where men only preach to one where they
however ignorantly practised would be a fool’s labour. She had
no sort of doubt herself as to what she had learned in the very
church where she had been christened and under which she was
standing ; but she could not comprehend how the Christianity of
a country whose people regard money as of value could be worth
exporting to one which thought doing right the only thing about
which any sane creature could care. And then there was Low-
moor, within but a few miles of her. To bring England to Apahu
would be to bring its gaols: for what is civilisation without a
geol, and all that leads there? Surely, she thought, what we
are, and not what we call ourselves, is the great thing. They
were right—Apahu ought not to be so much as named across the
sea. 'Well; it shall never be named or heard of again.

It had been a solemn day for her, but, though melancholy as
well as solemn, not wholly unhappy, and she returned late in the
afternoon to the house in a quieter mood of mind, and with better
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courage for the future, than since she had left her kingdom. She
had persuaded herself that Rosamond Fane was buried in her
empty bower, and that nothing remained alive but the duties of
Queen Ngahoung.

Sophy also had left the house, so she learned from Mrs. Crow, who
was acting for the present as cook and housekeeper, and had not
yet returned Rosamond was a little vexed, for, having thought
so much, she wanted to talk a little, and she learned to need the
companion who seemed to worship her, and was vowed to follow
her to the other end of the world. However it was natural
enough that Miss Gray should be making the most of a first day
of eountry freedom by the sea. But Rosamond was not fated to
be left, without company, for she had not settled herself in the
drawing-room window over a book for half an hour, when Mrs.
Crow disturbed her with the announcement of a gentleman to see
her.

“ Mr. Hargrave, again? ” asked she, with a frown.

“Oh no, my lady,” answered Mrs. Crow—for some vague idea
of the new comer’s rank had followed her down even to Cross-
marsh, in the unaccountable manner of such things, ¢ Ile’s Mr.
Derwent, says he.”

Rosamond sighed : for she had made up her mind to cut herself
adrift at once from every English connection—and especially from
those which had to do with Rackstraw. Her acquaintance with
the Derwents was slight enough, but still it had to do altogether
with Rackstraw : and what should so slight an acquaintance mean
by coming down upon her here? Had her professor of civilisation
discovered her flight, and did he intend to return? If so, then
he should see that she intended to rebel: for the Doctor’s guidance
had beeome exceedingly like tyranny now that she knew how to
walk alone.

However, there was nothing for it but to receive him graciously,
and to hear what he had to say.

She hardly knew him by sight: and indeed his mood, on the
occasion of her introduction to English society at his mother’s
house, was not such as to enable him to remember Ler very clearly
—he had been the only man there who had been impression proof
during the short season of her being the rage.

“T am on too important busmess to apologise for mtrudmn- on
you, Madam,” said he. “I understand it was you who dlscowxcd
my father’s, Colonel Derwent’s will.”
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% Oh—that paper!” said she, relieved: for she had forgotten
that insignificant accident of her adventure. “Yes: I found a
paper which I gave to Mr, Hargrave. Is there anything you want
to ask me? Though I hardly guess what it can be.”

¢ Surely, Madam, you know——"

“Indeed I do not, Mr. Derwent,” said she, a little proudly—
Queens are not used to contradiction, even in Apahu; and hence-
forth she was to be more than ever a Queen.

“Of course you know that your forwarding me that document
through Mr. Hargrave gave me only one thing todo; and I thank
you with all my heart for letting there be no delay. Can I see
my brother at once—now ? ”

“’Your brother, Mr. Derwent ? ” asked Rosamond, beginning to
wonder if the young man was quite right in his mind.

“My brother—Lawrence Derwent, who is staying with you.”

“You are under some strange mistake, sir. I have nobody with
me but my friend, Miss Gray. As to Lawrence Derwent, I never
heard the name.”

“Did he not come down here to find this very will? Did you
not find it just where he knew it was to be found? Did you not
know from him that it gave him back what I .have been robbing
him of nearly all my life—"

For how can men judge but by their own natures? Even as
Silver Moldwarp assumed that the will could not come into the
hands of Horace without instant destruction, so ITorace took for
granted that it bad been forwarded to him in the confidence that
he would do justice. And, instructed by Moldwarp, he could only
suppose that this lady was aiding the rightful heir in this affair.
It was natural that Lawrence should keep in the background
until his innocence as well as his rights should be made amply
clear.

“ Pray explain yourself,” said Rosamond, with a touch of im-
patience. ‘I never heard of your brother, or knew you had one.
I found this will by the merest chance—in a cupboard, in 2 lumber
room, under a trap door i

“Yes: exactly where he was told. Madam,” he went on,
eagerly, in a lew quick voice, I thank you with all my heart for
your protection of my infamously wronged brother: but there is
no need for your loyal, generous secrecy any more. Let me see
him face to face, and take his hand—if he will give it me: I come
to give him back his rights and his good name.”
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Rosamond eould only wait for light. 1Ife could only take her
silence for hesitation.

“You and he trusted me with the will,” said he. “Can you
doubt my good faith now? You see I have not lost a singlo
morzent in coming down. Imagine if you can, what it is to me
to have had all my brother’s wealth, and to have beenin his place,
while he has been a martyr to villainy—a convict: an out-law :——

“I think I understand,” said Rosamond, thoughtfully, “that you
are ccme here to do some just or generous thing. And so I am
glad of the chance that made me find the will. 'Will it cost you
much money to do what you wish to do ?”

“For Heaven’s sake, Madam,” cried Horace, “ don’t keep me on
the rack any more. Don’t you know that every penny I possess
on earth, and every inch of ground, is shown by that will to be
my brother’s, and that I have come to give back to him all—to
him, who has been made a felon in trying to rob me, while I,
though not knowing it—thank God for that—have been robbing
him of wealth, honour and all?”

Very different indeed was the young man whom Rosamond saw
and heard from him who examined Moldwarp so quietly. The
Queen gave him her hand, with a royal smile.

“WWhy, here is one at last who only thinks of doing right!”
said she: thinking of what her thoughts had been in the church-
yard that very day.

‘1 should be a greater cad than Rackstraw else,” said he: not
caring to remember that the Doctor was this lady’s friend. “But
as to my brother——"

“You want to see him, of course : instantly. I understand now.
If I knew where he was! But I told you simple truth when I
said I never heard of him, or his name. What made you think
he was here ?”

“Because he knew where this will wasto be found. Thank
Heaven, any way, that it came into my hands first and thank you
too for that, Madam. It is something that I may give him back
his own freely, and with my own hands.”

« should think it would not be very difficult to find him,” said
Rosamond, “ considering what he is wanted for—if he was coming
here to search, as you say, perhaps he will come, still.”

“But you don’t know all,” said Horace, bitterly. “ He is inths
position of a convicted felon, who escaped from gaol from Low-
moor. e would not dare to risk an open search——’
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“Escaped from Lowmoor!” exclaimed Rosamond, who could
almost fancy that she again heard that signal gun which had
broken her life in two. “ There have been but two escapes trom
Lowmoor: one man was dashed to pieces over Ifurnace Point :
the other—Ah ! then when he called himself guiltless, it was truc:
aud he must have been hidden in the same room with this very
will— why did he not find it then ? Oh, God, what I should have
. been spared !”

She had forgotten herself and her part: and no wonder, for to
her all was as clear as day. Indeed she had become blind to her
companion’s presence in the hideous knowledge that her life had
been cursed and her heart well-nigh broken by reason that
Lawrence Dersent had not discovered a scrap of paper that had
heen literally under his very fingers for days.

“Madam! ‘What made you start when I named Lowmoor ?
Then you do know ¢

“Forgive me: I'm afraid Iwas startled—I only mean that what
you have said—yes: you may be at ease: I do kmow your brother
after all: I do know where he is to be found. But I know him
under another name—and there are reasons why he must never
know nor hear of me. And so long as you meet him, it is enongh
for you aud for him; you will net ask my reasons, and he will not
know from whom your knowledge comes—and indeed before you
can meet, I mean to be far away. Have a little patience; for all
this means as much to me as to you—ah, and more. Iave alittle
patience; he nor you can lose by it, and I shall gain—all I have
left to gain. Forget all I said just now. You shall meet your
brother; but it must be in my own way.” For she had not closed
the tomb in order that her life might be haunted still, or buried
her past self in order that he whom she had recognised with
terror in the man from Nevada should recognise Rosamond Fane
in the Queen of Apahu. It would be easy to make her escape
unbetrayed so long as sha kept matters in her own hands. “I
promise you,” she said, liolding out her hand, “ on the word of a
Queen . . . Ah, Sophy—you are a good child to have found
so much to say to the sun and the wind, as we say at—home, Mr.
Derwent, this is my dear friend and daughter, Miss Gray.”

“ Good God—Sophy!” cried he ; “ Miss I'ane!”

Sophy bent herself towards him coldly and proudly. But,
Learing her name spoken, and all miserable at meeting this false
friend, she stood trembling likea detected impostor before the Queen.




4 REAIL QUEEN. 281

CHAPTER XXXI,

Yet s0on as from the vale below
A breath hath reached their afr,

The granite crumbles as the snow,
And Duty bideth—Where ?

YWILIGHT was too far advanced for anything but a lover’s
recognition of his lost mistress; so that Sophy’s down-
cast and tearful eyes did not perceive how the Queen’s looks

received evidence of an untruth which, however slight, should
unfit any creature for the society of Apahu,

“Mr. Derwent,” said Rosamond, in a voice that seemed to
tremble faintly, as with vibrations that follow the stroke of a
bell, “ you have my promise—I will see you to-morrow, at what~
ever hour you come. I can say nothing more till then.”

“Y will come,” said he, and it was to Sophy he spoke though
he addressed the Queen. “I trust your promise, Madam. And
you may trust mine, that not one of these mysteries in which you
live shall remain by the time to-morrow is gone.”

So he went back to where he had met Moldwarp at the
“TFeathers,” hardly knowing, at the last, whether this woman were
friend or foe; yet failing to imagine how or why she could be
otherwise than friend. Had it not been for that sudden sight of
Sophy, and in her company, he might not have let himself be dis-
missed in such royal fashion. And could it be Senhora Miranda
who was az any rate his enemy there P

“ Madam—” hegan Sophy.

Rosamond was silent.

“It is quite true, I am Miss Fane from whom you bought
Crossmarsh. I had s reason for not wishing—for not wanting to
lieep 1y name; of course it had nothing to do with you ; and it
scemed wise at the time: and Dr. Rackstraw advised—"

«7 have never told you my story,” said Rosamond. “T will
tell you it now.”

“You are not angry, then, Madam ?”

«You shall see. Had you ever a sisterP”

“Yes, indeed—-"

“ What became of her?” j

«Tt is o sad stery, Madam. Something happened to her brain’
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and she—she fell one night over the cliffs : close by here, We—
we never lived here after that time.”

“ I onee lmew a woman who had a wonderful story. She had
a sister like you. She, too, lived close by the sea. She was an
odd sort of girl, living all alene with her own foolish plans and
funeies, until she was fifteen years old.”

“ Qur poor Rosamond’s age!” said Sophy: wondering what
all this preface eould mean, relieved at having escaped in-
stant dismissal, but giving all her real thoughts to that ua-
looked-for meeting with him on whose account she was going
into exile.

“Indeed ? Well,” said Rosamond, “I suppose we have both
linown what fifteen means. A poor fellow, wrongfully imprisoned,
bad eseaped from gaol——"

“T thought there were no prisons in Apahu ?”

“ Nor ever shall be. This wasnot in Apabu. . . . . He
threw himself upon the protection of this girl. She concealed
him, and helped him to escape from his enemies. But he did not
trust her. He left the land in a boat: and that there might
be no witness of escape, he forced her away with him—away
from sister, friends, home, without a word to say how or where or
why she had gone, or if she would ever return. Think, if you ean,
what that voyage must have been: for they were ecarried by a
passing ship to the other side of the world: and not a word or
sign could she send home. At last there came a storm, and the
ship went down. The girl was saved, and thrown by the sea upon
a shore that none but they who dwell on it have ever scen. It is
laid down on no map ; no ship ever passes by : it is another world
than ours, in all its thoughtsand ways. The people thought this
girl borne there by miracle from the sea, whieh divides the werld
of men from the world of spirits; and they made her Queen.
They were good ; but she became more and more unhappy, year
by year, and day by day. . . . You have had a home; a
sister; you will know why. . . . At last what ske thought
was miracle allowed her to escape—are you listening ?”

¢ Indeed, Madam, I am ! ”

“ She took certain vows tothe gods of her people, and hastened
home—Oh, what hopes and fears! But her Uncle Aneas was
dead, and ler sister Sophy——"

Sophy gave a cry, and started to her feet. ‘ Wkat are you
telling me ? What does all this story mean? ”
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Rosamond opened Ler arms, and her heart—-

“Oh, Sophy, Sophy—Don’t you see? I am Rosamond— come
back from the grave ! ”

It was the supreme moment for which her whole soul had been
hungering, and of which it had at last learned to despair. But
there was no more despair now—all was forgotten and swept
away, save that she and Sophy were together at Crossmarsh again
once more. Home became home in an instant’s flash ! Apahu
became the dream. She sobbed with joy—joy that had been
suppressed and distorted into one great heart-ache for twelve long
years.

But alas! It was not thus with Sophy. She had not been
living and breathing in one thought all this while. She had
mourned and wept for her dead sister like the quick-hearted child
of April that she had been from the beginning; and then, in
her life of travel abroad,in her studying, her pleasures, and her
excitements, she had lived in a new small life nearly every day.
Rosamond had been talked about until the subject was worn out:
and then not talked about until she had become, if not a myth,
yet a family legend. And then came the other household troubles :
and then had entered into Sophy’s life that element which well-
nigh slays all others. The memory of a dead sister can scarcely
count for much against the fact of a living lover, be he false or
tiue,

This woman Rosamond? Why, she had well-nigh forgotten
Rosamond’s very features, save in the very vaguest way. And
then it was as yet all too real to understand—bewildered as Sophy
was, such an undreamed of resurrection filled her less with joy
than with dismay.

There is surely no such mistake in the universe as to return from
one’s grave. Let every corpse rest at peace ; let it assure itself
that its survivors are very far from being heart-broken. It will
only come back to lose its way among a labyrinth of new gzowths,
and find its place filled. Rosamond had been put away and for-
gotten ; and Sophy, instead of being overjoyed, was only amazed.

But Rosamond felt for Sophy as well as for herself, and gave
herself welcome.

“ Ok, Sophy,” she cried, pressing her sister to her heart, “ T am
glad of everything now; Iam glad that I learned to like you and
love you for yourself before I found out who you are. And to
think that we two have been living together all this time without
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guessing—and I, trying to find you and hear of you while you
were with me all this time—I thought at last you were dead.
just as you thought me. Don’t let us tell all our stories yet—let
us feel that we are together again, just as we used to be.”

“You are Rosamond ?” asked Sophy, with a sort of awe.

“And you are Sophy—and I don’t know what to do and what
to say. Ihave been dead—a Queen of shadows—for years. My
dear, my dear—don’t speak to me ; let me wait till I feel awake
and alive.” :

And indeed Sophy was glad enough to wait; for she also knew
not what to do or what to say. She could not at two-and-
twenty, take uplife again, all at once from the point where it was
broken off at twelve years old. Nor was this Rosamond the Rosa-
mond who had been lost, after all. This foreign Queen, with her
barbarous jewels, her high thoughts, and her strange ways, was not
the dimly remembered sister who used to hide in the lumber room.

However, Rosamond herself as yet missed nothing, because she
knaw, or thought shs knew, how she would have felt had she
been Sophy, and Sophy she. They sat together, hand in hand,
while she poured out a thousand questions and told a thousand
things ; too many thousands to tell coherently what they were.
She had to ask of her uncle’s last hours, of Sophy’s foreign life ;
of how Crossmarsh came to be sold ; of Silver Moldwarp; of all
things and creatures save Oswald Hargrave alone.  And she had
to tell of her strange life in a strange land, and how her spirit
sickened till it almost died, and how her heart had gone out to
Sophy the first time they met—

“And no wonder ! ” said she, “ But why did you come to me
in another name ? ”

“Dr. Rackstraw said—" faltered Sophy.

¢ And what do you know of Dr. Rackstraw ? 'What had you
to do with him ? And you know Mr, Derwent ? And—Sophy—
I have learned how all this happened—but never mind all that.
‘We will forget everything except that we are together, and you
and I—don’t ery, dear, it is all over now.”

But it was Rosamond herself who was crying, and did not
know.

“ Are you still going back ? ¥ asked Sophy, ¢ to Apahu——"

% You haven’t once called me Rosamond ! ”

“ _Rosamond ? ” Sophy finished her question. “ But it s
all 50 strange—Rosamond ! I fee] in & dream——"
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Rosamond shuddered : and all her royal duties shrivelled up
and were no more. “No, dearest : they will do without me now.
They have done without me for ages, and will for ages more, But
I can’t do without you and home, We will go on living here,
just as we planned when we were children: I am going to blot
out all that has happened as if it were a nightmare, and T am
going to be fifteen years old. Yesterday was my fifteenth birth-
day, you know: and you will be thirteen next June. If only poor
Uncle Aneas were alive! But for the rest we will be as we used
to be, all but the castle, which shall be blotted out like the night~
mare ; and I am rich enough for both—terribly rich: richer than
anybody knows. I soon found out in England what diamonds
and rubies mean, aud Dr. Raclstraw has—taught me a great deal,
Yes, we will go on living here all by ourselves, and never change.
.« . lsuppose I shall have to be anine days’ wonder: but
never mind. It won't matter here. Whatever happens I must
be Rosamond Fane once more.”

“And your people?” asked Sophy, who by no means fel
fascinated, after her vision of a golden age in the tropics, by the
prospect of an old maid’s life in a village she had learned to abhor.

“I have no people,” said Rosamond. ¢ They are all a dream,
« + + . Yes,Lhave: you are my people, Sophy.”

Alas! Sophy began to feel that, despite her abdieation, her
long lost, unknown, scarcely welcome sister did not mear to cease
to be a Queen.

CHAPTER XXXII,

‘When nations rise to pull their tyrants down,
Each blood-stained hand is given a hero’s crown ¢
Dies Freedom’s right because, when wrong is done,
A nation’s sword is many—mine but one ?

VAT same evening Oswald Hargrave, having transacted his
business at Laxham—indeed having there wound up all
that remained, so far as he was concerned, of the con-

veyance of Crossmarsh and the mortgage of Windgates in order
to provide the security on which the conveyance had been made
conditional—rode over to the “ Feathers” where he had often put
vp on occasion. The present occasion (so he told himself) was
the duty of calling on Sophy next morning in order to give her a
clear understanding of all that had been done in her interest: but
wore especially to make yet one more attempt to compel her to
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see the madness of sailing for a non-existent island in company
with an adventuress whom he vehemently suspected of being the
confederate of a knave,

But this was no more his real purpose than are the purposes
which we believe to be ours, really ours, nine times out of ten.
Adventuress as Senhora Miranda might be, her influenee was upon
the man whose nearest approach to love had been the resolution
to some day marry a child who had perished long ago. Whether
there was any occult recognition, others must deeide: and we all
have read or heard of how Carolan the minstrel, when old and
blind, recognised by the mere touch of her finger the lady whom
he had known and loved when both were young. It may be so:
though it is hard to believe that either touch, or glance, or voice,
or anything more subtle still, could comneet Queen Ngaloung of
Apahu with Rosamond Fane. If this is to account for her influence
one must be driven to compass the secret of it with the magieal
perfume of a flower, whiech will bring back with it phantom
memories so far off as to belong to times utterly forgotten—per-
haps of the world in which our souls were born: which may, or
may not be, beyond the moon. One need not wander away so far
as that to discover why a man who has lived the life of a knight er-
rant under the vows of a monk should feel the fascination of a
strange and beautiful woman, with all the prestige of mystery and a
eertain witcheraft of her own ahout her, adventuress though she be.

In short, he feared for his own constancy : being deceived as the
needle of a compass might be, which, having been held for years
to the east by a certain magnet, should be compelled by that same
magnet to point westward. It would believe itself false beeause
it was true. He would never see this woman again. But such a
vow implies the privilege of a Once More.
~ No sooner had he reached the “ Feathers” than he was accosted
by Mr. Crow, who of course knew Mr. Hargrave of Windgates well.

“T1 be main glad to see you, Mr. Hargrave,” said he : “ for there’s
some of us be in mortal trouble, to be sure,”

% What is it, Crow ?”

“Well, sir: it be this ways—"tis about that there place that used
to be Squire Fane’s—”

“What has happened there !” asked Oswald, vaguely alarmed.

“ Ah—what, sir!  What’d be likely to happen when a gentle-
man, as might be your own sell, goes in there last night to Lolnok
with the—never mind who, and never comes out no more f”
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“I should say it’s likely to happen that he’s there still. But
what the devil do you mean, Crow ? You look as if you'd just
seen a ghost in a dark lane Hemt. ‘

“Don’t name him, sir, if you please. There’s them as think
‘twas He flew off with Miss Rosamond, as may be you remember
—her that was niece to Squire Fane: and till last night thers
wasn't so much as a child would put foot into the room where
‘twas done. . . . But last night a artist gentleman dropped in at
the ¢ Feathers,’ and we got talking about the new ladies, and the
house, sir—and naught would do for him but to go and sleep in
that there room. And he went, sir: for he was a dare-dev—a
dare-never-mind-who. And dead nor alive, he’s never been seen
no more. "Twas just like what happened to Miss Rosamond, sir—
just the same.”

“But how do you know he never came out?” asked Oswald :
not in the best humour at having been alarmed without cause.

“ Because he hasn’t, Mr. Hargrave. Nothing’s been seen of him
from that minute till now.” 5

“Then what in the world makes you think he ever went in?”

“ Because naught’s been seen of him from that minute till now.
There’s none but four of us know of it, sir—me, and Giles Fletcher,
and the new groom at the rectory, and the shepherd at Johnson’s.
I haven't even told my old woman, because I gave him the key to
let him in: and she'd go telling the ladies, and setting all the
parish afire. ’Tis awsome to think of, Mr. Hargrave. We can’t
eat, nor shut an eye, nov we four: and the beer’s got to taste like
Brimstone, sir : it do indeed.”

Oswald knew that country side too well to give himself the airs
0" a rationalist or sceptic. “ Are any of you four at the ‘ Feathers’
now ?” asked he.

“ To be sure there’s Johnson’s shepherd—he dursn’t go out of
company now.”

Oswald went into the parlour, followed by Mr. Crow : and though
its atmosphere was always dull enough to a man not C:ossmarsh
born, this evening it was something more than dull. For the news
had not yet spread abroad, and thoso who knew it felt liko members
of a conspiracy : burning, yet afraid, to be the first to tell the world.
There were the sceptical shepherd : and old Fletcher : and a stout
person in black absorbed in a newspaper in a corner: and there
was beer, and there were pipes: but no man was saying a word.

“So I hear the Devil's abroad in Crossmarsh,” said Oswald.

19
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“What does it all mean, Master Fletcher? We must get to the
rights of this—we mustn’t have the ladies frightened out of their
lives.” '

Then, at last, the door was opened to speech: and Mr. Crow’s
story was even improved upon, if such a thing could be. Des-
pite all that could be said to dissuade him—Oswald learned—the
stranger had determined to spend the night in the chamber of
evil fame, and bad never been seen again—

“ And ’tis my belief,” said Giles, * that whatever came to Miss
Rosamond Fane, that’s come to he.”

No man on earth was less superstitious than Oswald. But none
else remembered Rosamond’s story in her supposed delirium, and
on the faith of which he had connected her disappearance with the
escape of Lawrence Derwent from Lowmoor. There could be no
imaginable connection in the shape of reason between that story
and this: but then the whole thing, from first to last, was outside
reason.

One of the company gave a long solemn whistle. “And ’twas
this very afternoon I was saying to the young lady ’twas a good
job too—and Bill here can swear ’twas my very words ! ”

“A good job!” exclaimed Mr. Crow, aghast—

“ Surely—fastening up that there room. ’Twill take a toughish
ghost to get through our work when ’tis finished ; mine and Bill’s.”

But there were so many anecdotes to prove the contempt of
ghosts for carpenters’ work, nay, even for coffin makers’, that
Oswald, for the present, was compelled to listen. Nor had he
listened long, when the person in the corner laid down his news-
paper, crept round theroom,and atlast whispered in Oswald’s ear.

“Don’t seem to know me, Mr. Hargrave, if you please. If you
want to know something, we'll step outside.”

“ Moldw——"

“Hush, sir. You come along of me. ... When I told old
Squire Fane 1'd find Lawrence Derwent by instinc’, you as good as
said I lied. 'Well, sir, it's took instine’ a matter o’ ten years to do
it ; but she’s done it, and she'd have done it if it had took her, for
ever and ever Amen. I've heard them fools talking, and I know
’em of old—Lawrence Derwent has been and got nailed up in that
there old lumber room as sure as you're alive.”

Oswald seized Moldwarp by the shoulder, as they stood before
the tavern door. Moldwarp felt Oswald’s arm tremble with the
strength of the grasp.
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) “@Good God! he exclaimed, “Speak out at last—and if you
lie now——"

“I won't, Mister. I've come down after that convict in the
interest of justice—"

“Of the reward P”

‘“’Tis all the same. And he'll be in that house: and I know
where.”

“Man—all the world kmows I weuld give half my life for one
minute with Lawrence Derwent before the law can touch him.,

“I lmow, Mister. But half your life’ll be ne manner of use to
me. ’'Twas something more substantial you offered ten year ago,
you and old Fane.”

“Then if you're not lying you may earn it twice over. But is
it there he is concealed ?”

Even in his sudden excitement, and with the hope of finding
this man, startled from its ashes into flame, his heart sank—for
was it not in Senhera Miranda’s house that Lawrence Derwent
was being concealed ?

As for Moldwarp, his course at last lay clear before him. If
he could save Horace Derwent from the scandal of delivering his
own father’s son up to justice by transferring that work to Oswald
Hargrave, he would have a double claim upen the gratitude of
both, besides earning a double reward. He even had visions of
renewing his hold upon the great Rackstraw himself—in short of
having the whole of this story under his hand.

“There, Mister, sure enough. And now we're twe of us after
him, he’s safe enough for Lowmeor this time. Do you know a
party calling himself Harding, from the American silver mines ?”

“T have seen him—well ?”

“That’s the man. That’s Lawrence Derwent, Mister.”

“Ah! And her friend! . . . . Moldwarp: I'm going to trust
you. Iam going to unearth this mannow. And if you are trick-
ing me—Heaven knows why you should, but if you are

“You needn’t finish, Mister. I'm not game to give half the
rest o’ my life, whatever you be.”

“Will you come with me, now?”

“Surely, Mister. I came down with a friend, but he's gone out,
and won’t miss me for an hour or two.”

“ A detective? Well, I want no constable to forestall me. I
must see him, man to man. Let me seo—if one goes by the cliff
path, one can get up by the wall to the tiles of the dal;:yg, and so

A
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to the window of the loft: I've done it dozens of times, when I
was a boy. It will be easy enough to see if what you say is true
—if heis there. .. .. Yes,” he told himself, “to set a ghost
story going: then to hide the man in the haunted room and to
fasten up the door till a chance of escape comes: she who can in-
vent such a plan as that will be quite clever enough to feed him
too, in spite of the nails. But—She! And Sophy in Her
powerl!”

That it is quite feasible by means of the cliff path, the wall, and
the tiles, and a trifle of further climbing, to obtain a complete
view of Rosamond’s castle had been proved not only by Oswald,
but by Lawrence Derwent himself, who could only have made his
original entry into the cottage, by this or similar means. What
would be the next step must be dependent upon circumstances:
in the first place it was needful to see if the convict was really
thus hidden, according not only to Moldwarp’s story but to all the
unhappy likelihoods dependent upon the Senhora’s acquaintance
with Madam Miranda. And even if nothing more could be done
to-night, the convict's escape from the house before morning could
be prevented by standing guard.

So—it was moonlight now—Oswald, in company with the rascal
whom of all the world he least expected to prove his ally, doubt-
ing, hoping, anxious, and yet believing, and all the while with the
heaviest weight at his heart he had ever known, proceeded to
that path overhanging the sea where the last vestige of Rosa-
mond had been seen. There were no lights at the back of the
house, and no passing constable was likely to mistake Mr. Har
grave of Crossmarsh for a housebreaker, despite his suspicious
company: nor for that matter was the ragged Silver Moldwarp
likely to be recognised in the stout and gold-spectacled London
tradesman.

“ Stay here,” said Oswald, “ while I climb the garden wall.”

The full light of the moon was on the back windows, so that he
had no need of alantern. He had one knee on the low wall, when,
looking up, he was arrested by a sight that made his heart beat
with exultation, and yet sink again at the realisation of his worst
suspicions of the Senhora.

At the window of the loft itself—easy of access from without,
though, from itsbeing near the ceiling, not from within—appeared
a bulky shadow, which presently emerged into the moonlight in
human form. Well was it for their sanity that neither Mr, Crow
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nor Mr. Fletcher nor Dr. Johnson's shepherd was there, Oswald
dropped back into the path, so that the coming encounter might
take place on level ground. “Stand back,” he whispered to Mold-
warp. “We are two to one, so he can't escape—but I must meet
him alone.”

The human figure let himself down from the sill to the full
length of his arms and then dropped heavily, and with something
of a clatter upon the tiles. Moldwarp, black traitor as he was,
must have felt something of the honest excitement of the hunter,
and his heart, or whatever he had in place of it, laughed at the
prospect of the triumph of Instinct over Fortune after all—Oswald
his debtor: Rackstraw his subject: Horace Derwent his slave: all
the revenucs of Longwood his pasture. . . . The man crept slowly
along the tiles: the man from Nevada was not quite so lithe and
active as ten years ago. But he knew his road. At last he stood
upon the wall and looked round to see that all was clear.

He dropped on the path : and then Oswald sprang forward, It
was the man from Nevada indeed.

“Lawrence Derwent—" he began—

But well-nigh before the words had left his lips, the desperate,
hunted man, who had lost all that he had come to find, and was now
at bay put his hand to his breast: a quick shot broke into the
roar of the rocks and waves: and the last words that Oswald’s
ears heard were :

“ Traitor—bloodhound ! ”

As the body of Silver Moldwarp went flying over the cliffs to
the rocks below—

Rosamond turned in her sleep : and thought she had heard the
signal gun of Lowmoor in a dreas
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CHAPTER XXXII,

GITANA. Why dost thou weep, fair lady ?

ISABEL. For my lord,
My dear, dead love, whose death made dark the sun}
See, I would give my wealth, my soul, my all,
My more than all, to see him live, and say,
’Twas but a dream I died in : here am I.

GITANA. No more than this—to make a dead man rise ?
The Witch of Endor did as much: and thrice
The secrets of ber craft are known to me,
T’ll use my spell for pity, not for gain,
Come forth, Count Arcos!

ISABEL. Hold: in mercy bold!
Tears shed for love must not be shed for naught—
And should he come—
GITANA, Enough, I understand.
Tears wept for one, another’s lips must dry.

FTER so dark a night, in so many senses, it was natural
that the sun, who has no sort of sympathy for what goes
on beneath him, should rise with wunusual brilliancy.

Rosamond sprang from her bed early, with a delicious sense that
the weight of her unsought crown had at last fallen from her, that
she was released from the spell under which she had been living,
and was free to resume the life she had always longed for—even to
begin again from her fifteenth birthday, so far as that might be.
It was not that she had become false to the good resolutions she had
been making for her people’s sake—it was that Apahu had
ceased to be real to her, in the fresh birth of an Xnglish
morning.

Her first action was to kneel down beside the bed of Sophy,
who still slept— who, indeed, had never been robbed of a night’s
rest either by joy or sorrow —and to sing a song of thanks
without words. She knew how she would have felt had Sophy,
been lost out of life and then, after many years, had risen from
the grave: and what she herself would have felt, she believed
that Sophy dreamed. And then, throwing open the window, she
let her plans of life make themselves all over again.

She would never marry. She remembered what Oswald Har-
grave had said to her when she was a child, and even in Apahu
she had come to comprehend his meaning. Indéed, where in the
world are such meanings not to be learned? And if he had been
ever so much loyal as to have knewn or cared whether her sister
was alive or dead, she might easily have been tempted to be as
false to her childish vow of singleness, 2s to her vow of self
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devotion to her people made in the belief that her people had be-
come her all.  But even Oswald, the only man she had ever met,
whom insight bade. her trust wholly, had, by showing how quickly
forgetful the staunchest of all men was, shown her what all other
men must be. It was not that he had not recognised Rosamond
herself in the Queen of Apahu; that was nothing; even Sophy
had not guessed at what lay beneath her disguise. But not even
to know, not to speak of caring, what had become of Sophy—that
was treason; that left no name for the nature of a Rackstraw, ora
Horace Derwent, or for any other example of civilised man, Had
not her heart been overflowing with joy at finding Sophy herself
alive, and well, and with her once again, and all her own, and
maybe if the sun had shone less brightly, she would have let her
heart turn bitter. As things were, she contented herself with a
royal and lofty scorn for Oswald’s sex, and was far too much as-
sured of her contempt for it to make vows against a temptatien
by which she could never, by the remotest possibility, be assailed.
In her narrow world there had never been any man, who could be
called such, save Oswald ; and there was no place in it for a worse,
the best having been expelled.

‘Why, he had not recognised Sophy any more than he had re-
cognised Rosamond ; Sophy had found concealment as easy a game
to play as she. Of course, he, as their neighbour at Windgates,
would now have to know who the ladies at Crossmarsh were.
And yet—it suddenly struck her—why should he, why should
any living creature know ? It would be hideous to have to play
the part of a nine days’ wonder, as the heroine of some newspaper
romance about the conversion of a missing heiress into a barbarian
queen, who had returned home after years of adventure such as
none of imagination inferior to a professed journalist’s would dare
to conceive. She shrank, as any woman would, from feeling
herself a heroine of such sort even for a single hour. And
then Sophy would have to be dragged into the exposure, with
her own concealment to account for —a concealment which
no human being would ever be able to comprehend. ~All this
would be saved if they remained as they were — Sophy and
Rosamond to one another, but to all the parish Madame Miranda
and Miss Gray. Crossmarsh would become used to them in time,
and the wider world would soon forget even the tradition that
there had ever been a foreign woman calling herself Queen of a
country that would never be heard of again.
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For occupation, home and rest looked ample to satisfy one who
had known neither for many years : and who does not fancy that
what she feels now she will feel for ever—nay, that all the world
will feel for ever what she feels now? So, single and at rest, she
and Sopby would go on living at Crossmarsh, which was at any
rate full and large enough to give two pair of hands as much
work as they could do. It was not idleness that Rosamond
wanted, but to work out her life in peace, and she had at any
rate studied the art of government enough to have learned that
there is work enough to be done anywhere and everywhere,

She knew when Sophy woke even sooner than Sophy herself :
and the first sight upon which the opening eyes fell was Rosa-
mond.

“ Wake up, Sophy ?” cried she; “and wish me many happy
returns of the day ! At last I am fifteen!”

“ Fifteen!” exclaimed Sophy, starting up in bed, and feeling
berself compelled to face a new day in company with one whom
her inmost heart could not receive as the sister who had died
while she was a child ; “ why—you were fifteen when——"

“Never, Sophy. Nothing has ever happened since I—since I
was ill. That was yesterday. I am well, and fifteen to-day.”

Meanwhile Horace Derwent, utterly baffled by his reception of
yesterday, had spent his evening in a long ramble along the coast,
in order to think matters out by the help of hard exercise: for he
was little used to sit thinking, and had to balance the action of his
brain with that of his limbs. And the more he thought the less
could he believe in Senhora Miranda’s good faith, even though he
could not invent any shadow of reason for her continued conceal-
ment of his unfortunate brother from one who so clearly meant
him well. But there is no need to narrate in detail the inevitable
mazes in which the mind of one was compelled to wander who had
ne better light than Silver Moldwarp’s for a guide. And then he
wasangry with himself for having been startled out of needful per-
sistence by recognising Sophy in the Senhora’s companion; and still
more angry in that one who had so plainly shown her contempt
or aversion for him, or both, should still have had the power so
completely to overthrow his presence of mind.

Only one thing remained certain and clear —that Senhora
Miranda must be comwpalled to give up her knowledge that his
half-brother must forthwith he restored to his inheritance, that
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Sophy must be blotted out of his life, and that he must henceforth
devote himself to the work of holding up his mother and his
sisters above the ruin that justice would cause by the strength of
his own arm. Of one thing he did not as yet dare to think; for
the bravest and honestest of men was bound to be a very coward
of cowards before the prospect of having to announce to his mother
the catastrophe that was about to befall. No man believes in
the power of & woman to sacrifice those who are dear to her for
the sale of justice to an enemy ; and doubtless in Mrs. Derwent’s
case, her son's disbelief in the capacities of her sex were not un-
justified. Even he had had to thrust himself out of temptation,
though a man. At length his thoughts succeeded in tiring limbs
that were untirable while left to themselves, and brought him to
the condition in which To-morrow appears in a hopeful light,
simply because it is not To-day. So he returned to his bed at the
“ Feathers” at an hour that would be considered late in Cross-
marsh, and in a humour of too little desire for the company of
Moldwarp to make enquiry whether thelatie- was ‘n the parlour
or in bed, or where.

‘When next morning came, with its fresher if not better counsel,
it seemed of but small moment to him that Silver Moldwarp was
still missing : and to others, who knew not that this elderly gen-
tleman in black clothes had been in the neighbourhood of the
haunted chamber, of no moment at all. Now that Horace was in
direct treaty with the lady who, a mystery herself, appeared to
hold the key of all lesser mysteries, his original guide could be dis-
pensed with, and would doubtless take good care to turn up in
time for his reward. Had he cared to make enquiries, he miglt
perhaps have heard news ; as things were, he saw nobody but the
country maid who brought him his dish of eggs and bacon, and
then set off at an hour, fixed rather by impatience than by etiquette,
for a second and final interview with Senhora Miranda.

«She knows where Lawrence Derwent is: and both of them
trust me, or they would not have trusted me with the will. I
forgot I was dealing with & woman, who doesn’t know how to be
straightforward, and must needs make a secret of everything, so
that she may be important, and let it out piecemea ,” thought th_o
young man, whom everything was combining to confirm in hfs
misogyny. “If she had anything to hide, ghe would have let it
out long ago—one may be sure.” .

With such venerable traditions he sought to transform himself
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into a philosopher, and labeled and disposed of one woman so that
he might not be troubled in his social ruin by vain thoughts of
another—rather than call Sophy a coquette, he laid other offences
upon the shoulders of any of her sisters in Eve who might happen
to be nearest to hand. Nay, he believed that he had steeled him-
self, by dint of common sense, strength of resolution, and half
eagerness for the hard battle of life in which he must presently
engage, that he honestly felt capable of meeting Sophy herself
face to face without again losing one iota of the most dignified
self-possession. In returning to the house that held her, he was
no mere moth stupidly fluttering about a fatal flame, but one in-
spired by the conviction that one may learn from experience Low
to avoid being burned again. A burnt child, as they say, fears
the fire : a philosopher is not, or ought not to be, a slave to
childish fears.

Indeed, be was so confident of himself that he even looked for-
ward to meeting her for the last time, solely, of course, in orde:
that she might plainly see how mistaken she was if she fancied
that any conduct of hers had so much as singed a single feather of
his wings. He would confine himself solely to his all-important
business with Senhora Miranda, and so, it may be, have the
triumph of wounding a coquette’s vanity for love delights to give
pain, and to share all things it feels; and somehow the very bright~
ness of the sunshine, as it were, hardened him: for it shone so
apart from all things that went on upon earth, and upbraided his
life with all that other sunshine that might so well have been but
for a villain and a flirt—and but for the flirt the most of all.

For exactly one thing he was not prepared : and that was in the
midst of bis thoughts of her to come face to face with her of whom
his thoughts were. He had not expected to see Sophy till he had
entered the house : and he met her, all on a sudden, in the middle
of the drive.

Had he been prepared for this most simple of chances, he would
have raised his hat and passed on, so as not to press his company
upon a girl who had so plainly shown that she wished to have
nothing to do with one whom she had no doubt learned from her
new friends to be a ruined pretender to a fortune that was none of
his own. Indeed, he had already felt—for he had thought of all
things save this meeting with her alone—that had she ever
promised to be his wife, he would have had to have given her her
release, and that he could never have kept her even if he had had
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the evil fortune to win her. But, unprepared, he wavered : and it
was for Sophy to vindicate her own dignity by not showing a sign
of having so much as noticed his neglect of her in her time of
trouble.

“ Good morning, Mr, Derwent,” she said, with an effort after
easy indifference that made her seem almost cordial. She even
forced herself to hold out her hand, even at the risk of his finding
it too warm or else too cold. “If you wish to see Madam, you
will find her at home.”

“Thanks, Miss Fane. Yes: I have business with Madam.” He
did not notice anything about her hand, as he held it lightly for a
moment : and indeed if it had actually trembled, he would have
thought his own to blame, “It—it is a long time since we met,
Miss Fane.”

Of all things this was the last he meant to say: and so he said
it according to the law of such things. They were standing hard
by that very greenhouse where, in o0ld times, Oswald Hargrave
Liad asked Rosamond to wait for him, and had tried, as it seemed
in vain, to give her first lesson in love to one who in some ten years
had never received another. Thus, seeing that this greenhouse
(as may be remembered) had been Sophy’s main watchtower,
they were in the worst possible position for confidential talk ; for
if stone walls have ears, glass ones have ears also, and eyes as well.
But nothing was more remote from their intention to talk in con-
fidence : and Sophy’s recollections of her childhood were as faint
and dim as her sister’s were strong even to passion.

“Isit?” asked Sophy.

“Well, perhaps not,” said Horace. “ A good many months isn’t
much for people not to meet in London, I know—especially as it
will have to be a good many years now.”

“Yes,” she answered. I dare say it will.”

“Yes—1I am not likely to trouble my friends any further, after
to-day.”

«T am sure of that,” said Sophy, trying to be sarcastic and cool.
T should say thereis nobody in the world who is less likely to be
troublesome to his friends.”

¢ To trouble my acquaintances then. But I should have thought
you the last to give me so good a character, Miss Fane. I ht}ve
it on my conscience that T ought to ask your forgiveness for having
been something more than troublesome.”

Te knew he was not speaking as he had planned: but her cool:
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ness stung hiin : and for that matter it now seemed better to part
from her in a quarrel than simply to lift his hat and pass on.

Perhaps he felt, though he certainly could not see, that she also
was growing a little angry : for she had meant to make some sort
of point against him, as she would hardly have done had she been
lionestly careless, or as clear in her conscience as he felt himself to
be in his own. “I really,” said she, a little sharply, “cannot
guess what you mean.”

“Then all I can say is,” he broke out plainly, “ you must be for-
giveness itself—as for me, I declare that I can’t look back upon
thie way I tried to force myself upon you in the midst of all your
trouble without shame, Only I thought I might be able to help
you—and I could not kmow then, as I know now, that I had neither
the right nor the means to help the weakest of all creatures in the
world. I never meant to say a single word—but it is said now.
1 think, if you knew of my position from your friend, the Senhora
you might have let me Jmow it at once, and saved me a great deal
of pain. One does not generally go out of one’s way to wound
those for whom one cares nothing—at least a man would not,
whatever a woman might do. There—it has said itself, and it
certainly will not be said again. I ought to be thinking of my
poor brother, and of him alone. Perhaps you can tell me where I
may find him—or must you wait in everything upon the will and
pleasure of your Queen ?”

“But it must be said—everything must be said!” exclaimed
Sopny, with & sudden change of tone, and an eagerness that she
might have caught from Rosamond. “What do you mean by
forcing yourself upon me ? You must tell me—you must indeed.”

“Why ‘must’? What is the use of another word, when I
never meant to say a single one. However, if you must know—
well then, a man who finds himself denied and unanswered may
go on persevering up to a certain point: so long as he cannot
guess why, But when he finds that, unknown to himself though
not unknown to others, he had lost a fortune, he can only put tha
two things together and—beg pardon for his troublesome folly, as
I do now.”

“ And what, then, are his friends to think, when he seizes every
chanee of flattering their weaknesses while he thinks them rich,
and quietly throws them over as soon as he finds ¢kem ruized and
poor ; yes, who is so afraid of their wanting his help, I suppose,
that he flies even from their deathbeds, as if it were the plague ?
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* + o o There, Mr. Derwent; we have both said our say
now—"

f‘ Good God! [ fly from you—and because I was afraid of your
being poor ? Have you forgotten how I tried to see you day after
day, and was always denied—how I wrote to you (and it shames
me now to think of how and what I wrote) and was never an-
swered : how——"

“You did write? You did call ?”

“Iow can you ask me—when you know it as well as I 2 ”

“But Ido not know it—I never knew it—it must have been
Jept from me ; though Heaven knows how, or why, or by whom.
Ob, what have I thought—what have I done?”

“ You never denied yourself to me? You thought me some
miserable fortune hunter, who found himself disappointed, and
was not even civil enough to let himself slide away by decent
degrees ?  Sophy, you thought this of me ! ”

Surely she was sharp enough to have retorted, “ And what
better did you think of me?” But she had no heart left for
retorts ; that part of her was whelly engaged in the new birth
f an old dream of hope from its grave under the warmth of looks
and tones that it welcomed almost too much to understand. So
ihe »nly answered,

#Is it possible for friends to forgive friends ?”

And while her heart was thus engaged, all her wits were at work
npon what that letter had said, and whither it had gone.  Little
indeed had she guessed, when she went out that morning, what
its sunshine was to bring! After all, the sun is not always cold-
blooded, and can laugh with his subjects now and then.

“ They can try,” said Horace, magnanimous with love, and
forgetting that if mistrust was treason, he was himself no less to
blame. “Sophy—my darling—you know what I would have said
if this strange cloud had not come between us, ages ago. 1 was
going to tell you all I felt that very night when you were to have
come to our house, and never came. Sophy—whatever you
would have said then, or after, say it now!”

I'hen Sophy also learned what it means to wake up suddenly
and to feel as though all past sorrows are a dream. There was
no need to stand out for the formalities of wooing : for she felt
herself alone in the world, despite those new found ties which
meant so little to one who had lived without them until she had
forgotten them, and indeed the most gracious and generous honesty
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was only the due of ome who had waited under so dark a
cloudsolong. . . . . And sothe word she would have said
before she dishelieved was whispered and sealed, despite the
blundering of Oswald, the plotting of Rackstraw: in short, des-
pite all the world of men and women they knew.

Indeed it had needed but a look and a word to clear the air
between them, and it was a little wonderful that the process had
taken at any rate so many words. Had they not been true lovers,
after their manner, they might doubtless still have found many a
matter left that needed removing before the air could be con-
sidered wholly clear. How, for example, could Sophy’s presence
at home and in London be without her knowledge so often and so
systematically denied? How could he have written a letter that
had failed to reach her hands? But though reason be helpless all
at once to exorcise such doubts, reason, happily, was wholly
absent, as she should always be when two lovers have found one
another again, and stand hand-locked in a garden of sunshine.
Let ruin come now, and welcome—

But noj; less welcome now than ever. Ruin had been only
welcome when it meant escape from self—not now, Horace,
though it was he who loved the better, as one needs must out of
every two, was the first to recover consciousness that the cloud
had been no dream, and hung over them still.

¢ My darling,” he said, “don’t forget that you are giving your-
self to a poor man ; who can call nothing but you his own——"

“Did I ever think of you as a rich one ?” asked she.

They were as close together as could be; for they were out of
sight of both house and road, and there was nobody to watch from
the greenhouse now.

“But you know that everything I have seemed to have, I have
been robbing from another man—or rather has been robbed for
me by others: and must all be given back again. And I have
others to work for—not only you. For I cannot suppose that my
brother, since he has been so treated, will show much mercy to me
and mine: and, for myself, I would ask for none. There is only
one thing for me dearest—I must go abroad. The colonies were
made for men like me,—so that scoundrel Rackstraw has told me
and proved to me over and over again. I must work my way up
—can you wait for me, Sophy P 'With you to work for, waiting
can’t be long.”

More than half his speech had been wasted, That his brother




A REAL QUEEN. 303

had been ill-used,and that Rackstraw could be called a scoundrel,
were things too dead against all her beliefs to be understood all at
once, though since he said them, they must needs be true—she
could not believe and trust him enough to make up for having
mistrusted him so long. But what was not wasted was as clear
as day.

“No—I will not wait,” said she. “I am beginning to under-
stand things—not much,but enough for me. You must not have
all the work, and all the trouble, while I have none. Oh, Horace,
you must not ask me to stay waiting for you here—waiting, and
wondering, and perhaps not hearing from you, like—like I did
before g

“What !” he cried, looking down into her eyes with joyful
wonder ; “ You will come with me ?”

“Why not? I could help you—1I should not keep you
down—"

“Darling! But to the other end of the world—"

“ What is to keep me here ? Yes, and farther still.”

So spake she who but a few hours ago had been full of longing
to place herself indeed at the other end of the world, but in other
company. Heart was speaking to heart now, so that their words
were not loud. But their whisper was loud enough at least to
reach the ears of Rosamond, as she stood and listened behind
the glass and under the vine.

It was not a case in which one calamity waits to decide whether
listening is right or wrong. At first the words she heard were
such as were open for all the world to hear. The line when they
ceased to be such was far from being clearly drawn; and, when
that line was passed, she could not lose the rest without stopping
her ears or letting Sophy and Horace know that they were being
overheard. Indeed she was not conscious of being a listener, but
of a sudden biow.

She was dead then: after all.

‘Why had she ever come back from her grave? The folly of
ghosts who come back to trouble the living was at last being borne
sharply into her mind. Only yesterday Sophy had regained her
lost and buried sister; only to-day Sophy was eager to leave her,
¢ for the other end of the world, and further still.” Rosamond
had come back, with her heart on fire, only to find all things void
and barren, and herself forgotten, not wanted, and in the way.

And so it was for a common love-pique, and out of no instinctiv
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affection for the sister who had become a friend, that Sophy h:d
been so anxious to escape to Apahu. And so this was the end of
the poor Queen’s fantastic plans of throwing her crown away, and
of living with Sophy, in such manner as wise maidens will who
have discovered in time the vanity of love, marriage, foreign
friendships, and of all things but nature, duty, and home,

She had been wasting all her joy upon a heart that never knew
her, and turned from her without a thought as soon as some young
man came by. I know that love is the only passion which poetry
and prose too, permits to set hearts breaking; and that for a sister
to break her heart over a sister is out of all rule, Yet I doubt
if many & man has gono nearer to breaking his heart over a mis-
tress than Rosamond went to breaking hers over Sophy, just then.
Think how it would be if you, having been dead, were suddenly to
come back, full of passionate life, to find yourself conventionally
mourned indeed, »ut—in the way! If you were wise you would
straightway crawl back to your grave. And who among us could
coun’ upon welcome to the midst of all the new growths and the
new intcrests that had sprung up since he was dead, and that he
would only come back to disturb ?

That is a thought solemn enough to comfort the dead (if they
could feel) in their graves. But it brought anything but comfort
to Rosamond, as she watched her sister and her sister’s lover move
slowly toward the house, and with none but themselves in their
minds. Her uncle was dead—vwell, that was a disappointment
rather than sorrow, and he had always been one of those men to
whose loss a younger generation soon grows reconciled. The
friend of their household had forgotten them ; but to accept this
she had been aided by pride. She had found her homo lost and
broken, and herself forgotten; and this had been hard at first to
bear, but it could be borne. But Sophy was not only Sophy, but
had come to unite in herself all that was left of friends, family,
and home, all in one. And while Sophy was thus all in all to
her, she was no more to Sophy than if she had never been born.

It was a tragedy; and none the less for its being wanting in all
the elements whereof tragedies are made. She: was young,
healthy, rich, a crowned Queen, who had lost no lover, and was
free to do with her life well-nigh what she pleased ; neither had
she sinned against any, nor any against her. "Why should she wish
to stand between two true lovers? She did not wish it; she
wished nothing. She could only fecl dead in the midst of others’
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lives, and infinitely, hopelessly alone. If only a dog could have
let her see that he remembered her, she could have cried. It
would have been more bearable had she felt less full of life and
strength, or compelled, like her sister, to fight the world, And if
other real kings and queens ever feel in this like this one, then it
is the beggars who have the hest of the world,

She had not the heart to follow the lovers towards the house
which had once again ceased to be home—or indeed, for anything,
So she crossed the lawn, and passed through the side door in the
garden wall to the path along the cliff’s edge whence sho was sup-

posed to have thrown herself; it had been an old haunt of hers
when she was alive,

CHAPTER XXXIV,

E’en till the gate shall close,
Thus shall it be—

Waking, to seck and lose,
Sleeping, to see.

I'[VHE last sight and the last sound which made Oswald Har-
E grave conscious of life, as he fell forward upon that same
cliff path into which Rosamond had turned for solitude (as
f loneliness can be made more lonely) was the sight of Silver Mold-
warp whirling through the air out of this world, and the evil echo
of his fall mnto another. The next experiences of life were such as
are not to be told, for they were painted by fever. So wildly im-
possible were they that at last he could have sworn, had he the
strength, that he was lying on a bed of spikes in the midst of a
flock of wolves, while Rosamond herself, looking and speaking as
he had last seen and heard her ages ago, was by his bedside guard-
ing him, ‘Whatever he might now and then doubt as to the truth
of the rest, she remained always real. Ile could hear her very
voice ; nay, though less often and less clearly, he could feel her
very eyes. Nor did she ever change into any other creature, as
did the wolves, So far from this, he once or twice found strength
to doubt whether he had not really found her at last, and feebly
tried to decide whether he, living, had found her dead, or whether,
being dead, he had found her alive.
At last, however, there came the time when other powers than
kis own had to decide whether he should actually live or dieg
and they decided for his living. A long, deep da.rkneas;gemed
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to roll away from him, and left him with a body misersbly weal,
but with a mind strangely calm and clear. When this happened,
he found himself stretched out in bed, in a room at once familiar
and strange, and with a general consciousness of having been
terribly ill. He tried to rise, but had not strength enough to bring
himself to his elbow. The effort only brought back the memory
of how it was he had been brought to this pass, and.the knowledge
of where he must be lying ; and, alas! the knowledge also of how
he had brought himself face to face with Lawrence Derwent at
last only to let the ruffian slip through his hands, The memory
of what he had last seen and heard of Moldwarp made him
shudder; butat that of his own blundering failure he groaned aloud.

The slight rustle of a dress seemed to answer him. Then clear
though his brain had grown, a desperate hope, born of past fever,
came to him.

“1Is it Rosamond ? ” he asked in the ghost of a voice, so much a
ghost that he scarcely knew whether he spoke or no.

“Do you kmow me ?” came an eager and anxious answer, close
to his ear.

The desperate hope vanished, “You are Sophy Fane,” he
sighed, “unless I am dreaming still.” He was so weak that he
could hardly keep from weeping over his vanished vision, as if he
were a child who had dreamed of having grasped the moon, and
walkes with clenched but empty hands.

“Thank God ! ” exclaimed Sophy. “The doctor was right—the
danger is gone! But how did it happen ? How came you to be
found lying on the cliff —But I mustn't ask questions now-—"

3 And ”

“Hush! Nor must you.”

Indeed, what between sleep and weakness, and the first passive
indifference of one who had just returned from a journey to death’s
door, Oswald took four-and-twenty hours to learn that it was over
four weeks since he had been discovered lying stretched upon his
face, all unconscious, bleeding to death, and so near the cliff’s edge
that it was wonderful he had not rolled over and heen swept
away by the tide. Who had found him there? But at this
question Sophy only shook her head, and answered that it was
nobody in particular—indeed, that she had forgotten, and would
have to enquire. Who had shot him P asked she in turn. But
not having yet settled in his own mind how, when, how far, or
to whom he should report this portion of bis search for Lawrence
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Derwent, hfz answered, somewhat in her fashion, by turning round,
and affecting a sudden sleep that very soon became a reality.
Clearly the murderer of Silver Moldwarp, and his own half mur-
flerer,.wns not arrested, or Sophy’s question would have been put
1n a different form.

By the time another long bout of sleep and food was over, he
had seen both his doctors, one of Crossmarsh, and the other from
Laxham, as well as Sophy once more, and was in better possession
of matters, so far as they were known, and as’ he could be told
them. He was truly at the house that was now Senhora
Miranda’s, whither he had at once been carried, and where he had
been nursed back into life again. It had been a formidable
wound, a bullet having entered the chest,and having spared life as
if by a miracle ; as things were, there was still fear of permanent
lung mischief, and of his being never wholly the same man again.
No mention was made of Moldwarp, whom there was nobody to
miss ; and no reason for missing ; and Oswald preferring to keep
his own counsel, at any rate till he should have seen Horace Der-
went, readily fell in with the general impression that his assailant
must have been a burglar whose work had been disturbed. What
was more likely than burglary upon a house just occupied by
two unprotected ladies from London, where thousands of people
knew that one of them was a very queen of ruby mines ? Nobody
had been taken; indeed the police were altogether without a clue.

There was little more to be spoken of, so far as concerned
Oswald. His only interest in the disposition of the Derwent
property depended upon its enabling him to meet the rightful
leir, and this seemed now to have become more impossible than
ever. The assassin had no doubt fled the country by this time
and Oswald, dogged, as he had proved himself, shrank from the
prospect of beginning to search the habitable world all over again
from the beginning. However, his strength increased as the days
went on, though slowly, and, as he gathered, much more slowly
than his doctors expected. Had le not been healthy in himself,
he must have died : but in truth, he was in no great haste to live,
as having nothing left to live for—unless he might discover some-
thing new. Loyalty, at least, had proved but a poor career.

Thus fortune had at last given him plenty of time for reflection
on the use he had made of the ten best years of his manhood, and
for finding out, if he were able, that his loyalty had stagnated
into something sadly hollow and empty — bitterly like dogged

20 a
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revenge, and the vanity which will be false to the trust that life
is rather than confess to defeat or folly. Suppose it had been
Tlosamend herself instead of Sophy who sat by him throuzh his
fever—would he have known her on waking? Would he not
sooner have seen his enemy, so that he might find a better chanee
ona fairer field ? “No,” thought he, wearily, “I love Rosamond
no more,” And he knew not whether he were the more ashamed
for his unfaith, or for his life thrown away upon a barren craze.

losamond had been right—even from a lover ten yearsis too
long to stay away.

He knew he was in Senhora Miranda’s house, and yet tho
mistress had never yet paid him a visit—nay, though she doubt-
less made all courteous enquiries after the recovery of her guest,
no such message was ever brought to him. Even without such
seeming neglect, she would have been much in his thoughts; by
reason of it, she was in them all the more. But, for that matter,
he had been struck down even while his thoughts had become
filled with her, and the bullet of his enemy had thus served to
emphasise the influence over him, of a woman who was more of a
mystery than even her sex had made her. Between the dead
child and the beautiful living woman, all the more fascinating for
the possible danger to whieh her spells might lead, the battle was
wholly unfair. No thought of love for one of whom he knew
nothing but that she was strange, and beautiful, and likely enough
to be unfit for any true man’s love, entered his mind. But then
love, alone among passions, has ten thousand names. It is harder
to say when love begins then when it ends; and even that is
hard enough to say.

Sophy, however, came and sat with him two or three times a
day : the Crossmarsh surgeon made a daily visit: the Reetory was
attentive: and neighbourly visits from Windgates and Laxham
were not rare, not to speak of calls of enquiry from Mr. Crow, and
other fathers and mothers of the two villages. So, as he advanced
in convalescence, he did not want for company, and this made it all
the stranger, at least to him, that there was no gossip worth men-
tioning about Senhora Miranda. Instead of being a wonder of the
eountry side, she seemed ignored. Of course the reason was plain
enough—that she held a place in his mind which forbade speech of
her. He was too proud, or too shamefaced, to seem eurious about
one of whom he eould searce reconcile his honour to be thinking
at all ; and more—though he dared not own it, he was afraid to

o
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hear. None kmew better than he liow & foreign woman, who was
eithier heathen, papist, or worse, and far more beautiful than she
had any business to be, would fare in village talk; and it was
only too likely that such talk might in her case be only too true.
At last it seemed that his visitors’ very silence came from fear of
giving offencé to = neighbour who might be the lady’s friend
as well as guest; and so it came to pass that his silence created
theirs,

Besides there was everything else to talk about—not forgetting,
when Mr. Crow happened to call during Miss Gray’s absence, the
fatal mysteries of the haunted room. Despite the conspiracy of
silence, the great village story had spread and grown beyond the
recognition, though not beyond the belief, of its first inventors
who had almost daily to lay on fresh colours in order not to lose
the prestige of original authority. Even had Oswald cared to set
things straight, it would have been out of the question now—
Crossmarsh would have gone to the stake as one man rather
than give up the faith that it was the devil's own playground.

At last it came out that a Windgates man had seen, with his
own eyes, o dark shape with horns like an ox fly thrice, on that
fatal night, round Windgates steeple with & struggling body in its
claws.

"This was too much for patriotism. “’Twould take a Windgates
man,” said Mr. Crow, with scorn,  to think an owl and a mouse
for a man and—#im. For 'twas round Crossmarsh steeple ; and
*twas four times—not three. And harns like an ox's! 'Why, they
was harns like a bull’s!”

“ And what are your own plans?” he at last asked Sophy.
“ Are you still bent upon that voyage——"

“ What voyage ?” asked she, with an air of wonderful innocence
though she knew what he meant, perfectly well.

% You mustn’t expect me to remember the name of a country of
which nobody ever heard. But I can't forget what you told me,
before—"

%You mean Apahu? Oh, thit ideu is given up long ago. Of
course it must be, now.”

«Then I am glad of it with all my soul. You have taken a
weight off my mind! But why of course? I thought your
friend’s will was law.”

“ Ah, but it was never her will, Oswald,” said Sophy. “It was
mine. But—has nobody told you? Haven’t you beard ?”
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“ Heard what ?” he asked anxiously : for he was not likely to
be in ignorance of any news that would be good to hear.

“You have always been so like a brother to me, Oswald,” said
she, busying herself in rearranging the table. “1I almost feel as
if I ought to have asked you to approve. I am engaged.”

“Engaged! what—sinece you have been down here? Why,
who on earth have you seen? Not—not to Rackstraw P”

“ Rackstraw—that scoundrel ?” she exclaimed, hotly; for her
views as to her friend and patron had undergone an exceedingly
violent change, and, in describing him, she could only use her
lover’s word. ““ Why, I took a hatred to him the very first moment
I ever set eyes on him—as you must remember: and first im-
pressions are never wrong. Dr. Rackstraw! No!”

“T thought you told me he was the best and kindest of all your
friends %

“T couldn’t have said it ; for it wouldn’t have been true.” For
where is the woman who ean even remotedly suspect herself of
ever having been in the wrong ? “Ie has been Horace’s worst
enemy : s0 how could he ever have been my friend ? ”

“ Horace's?”

“ Horace Derwent’s. I am engaged to Aim.”

“Well, that 75 news,” said Oswald. “ And I do approve: for
he must be a good fellow and really in love to take you without a
penny, and—but wait: what am I thinking of P——"

“What indeed ? 'Why, he was as poor as I was until—”

But Oswald was but half-listening : for he was recalling his
own former fears lest this very thing might be, and how he had
done his best to delay a crisis that promised to end in the engage-
ment to the brother of the man whom he still held answerable for
her sister’s death—for that Rosamond must in truth be dead, had
at last been borne in upon his mind. Then other matters had
made him forget the danger: and what could he donow? It was
true that Horace Derwent could not be held answerable for his
brother’s crimes ; but such had become his own relations to the
name of Derwent that he could only feel as a Corsican who hears
that his own sister is about to wed into the family of their here-
ditary foes.

Sophy herself, ignorant as she was of any possible reason for its
cause, could not fail to read the trouble in his face ; and then she,
for her part, remembered how hard this man had always secmed
towards her and hers—as hard as he had been kind, and kind only
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80 long as i.t was in his own.way. He had sought to oppose her
in everything, since her uncle died; and some secret cortainty
that he would oppose her in this also had much to do with her
timid postponement of her great news.

“ And there is so much to tell you,” said she, “and I should
have told it long ago,if—if the doctors had not forbidden your
being told anything real—"

“1 have certainly been allowed to hear a great deal of unreal,
Sophy,” he said. “And as old Crow’s stories haven’t done me
much good, perhaps yours will. I can’t lie here for ever, you
know ; and before I go out into the world, I should like to know
how it stands.”

“ Of course when I became engaged to Horace, there could be
no more thought of my going to Apahu. Indeed I never really
wanted to go, only—there was nothing else to do. Don’t you like
Horace, Oswald? You looked so strangely when I mentioned
him. Is there anybody else in the whole world who would have
given up everything, even to his last farthing, when he might
have kept them just by holding his tongue ? You remember that
story Dr. Rackstraw used to tell of how Horace came to be his
father’s heir while his elder brother was alive. That story was
false, Oswald. The elder brother was the real heir; and Horace
found it out, and—he is a hero, Oswald! He is seeking his
brother to give back everything to him—seeking him high and
low.”

“What he is seeking Lawrence Derwent too? And with a
great fortune for a bait? Well, Sophy—I do know enough of
that story to see that you have engaged yourself to an honest man;
though——”

“ There’s no ‘though’ at all, Oswald. THonest! of course he’s
honest. I said he isa hero. And I'll have no meaner word.”

“ And how are you to live?”

“When he asked me to be his wife, he thought I was as poor as
he. Itisa strange story I have to tell you, Oswald, so strange
that T have not dared speak of it till you were strong ; and be-
cause I am rich, Oswald ; and thank God for it, since he is poor.
You are in my house, Crossmarsh is mine again,”

“Why how in the name—"

« Madame Miranda—"

“Well?”

#She approved of everything ; she thought as much of Horace
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as I do ; she knows Lawrence Derwent ; and has put Horace inthe
way of finding him ; and she is so rich that it was nothiug to her
to give me Crossmarsh, and—"

“ And an income besides ? Is she a princess of an Arabian tale
that she buys estates as if they were yards of ribbon, only to give
them away ? And she does know Lawrerce Derwent ?  And you
take such gifts as though she were your own sister, instead of a
stranger to us all ?”

Then he set his teeth, while his heart seemed.to turn to one
vast ache; for she did knmow this Lawrence Derwent, and it
was from her house that he was escaping at midnight, and
armed.

“Is she here—in this house—now ?” lie said, in a voice so
strained and hard that Sophy started, thinking him in actual pain
—as he was, in very deed.

“No, Oswald. I ought to have told you nothing—you are not
strong enough for real talk, after all, Are you in very much pain?
What can I do? Can you sleep, if I go?”

“Iam in no pain. I am strong enough to hear everything—
but not strong enough to sleep upon half words. I can’t guess
what you can have to tell, but there is something I know from the
very sound of your words. Where is this woman, then, if she is
not here?”

“ She would not stay here, Oswald. She had made a life for
herself, out there. You see, she found everything so changed
that she only got restless, and homesick for her new country. And
indeed you would not know her, any more than I. ... So she
waited till you were out of danger . ... and had settled her
affairs . . . . and she is gone back to Apahu. That is all, Oswald
You may go to sleep now.”

“Sophy,” said Oswald, very quietly, “you are telling me, more
plainly than words can tell, that I was not mad when I saw Rosa~
mond by my bedside.”

“Qswald! I never told you—for I had promised not to tell! She
had her reasons—oh, what kave I done now !”

“Nothing, Sophy. And since it is a secret, leave it alone. Let
us talk of other things.”

ITe took the news with such strange, nay, incredible quiet that
his nurse and hostess forgot her own lapse of speech in alarm for
his mind.

Never again did he mention her name. And yet his doctor,
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hitherto surprised at the slowness of his recovery, was thenceforth
amazed and bewildered at the rapidity with which his strength
came back again. Yesterday he seemed destined to be a hopeless
invalid; to-morrow found him rebelliously well,

CHAPTER XXXV,

FORTUN10,—Not even such dross is mine as mocking sprites
Twist into crowns of straw for phantom kings,

HAT Sophy had told, as practical people can, in twenty
words, was the true and faithful story of what had
happened while Oswald lay ill—so far at least as prac-

tical people kmow truth when they see it : which is neither clearly
nor far. And the reason why all who tell stories should be prac-
tical minded,and confine themselvesto bare events without trying to
explain them or account for them; is perfectly clear. It is not
because the latter method is difficult, because it is not difficult at
all. A flight to the sun is not difficult. It is impossible.

And even so Rosamond Fane had found it, not difficult, but
impossible, to make the world move backwards, and to resume lifs
at the point where she had laid it down, From the moment of
bitterness when she found that she existed in the heart of Sophy
only as a passing friend, to be forgotten in a moment at the first
word of a lover—as one to be discarded without a thought so soon
as she ceased to be a convenience, she shrank within herself, and
did her best to make Sophy feel that her sister’s ghost did not
mean to embarrass or encumber her. It was easy enough, by means
of easy speech and suppression of every sort of emotion that could
lead to a scene, to re-establish the authority of a mistress, at least
inform. The sisters continued good friends, though they neither
shared a thought, nor had a single feeling in common. There was
even a hollowness in their friendship, seeing that Sophy, who had
got on very well without a sister for ten years, was now in no
want of one whatever, while Rosamond was in want of a sister
who had never been so much as born,

But all this was of the past now. Lover and friend had been
put far from her: but there still remained the island which had
given her ell that her life had to give, and where lay all of home
that was left her in the world. Why had she dared forget her
own home, that contained nothing harsh, nothing evil, for a single
hour? Why had she been such an ungrateful fool as to fancy
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that her empty chair was still kept sacred in the home she had
left behind ?

So—*1 will go back to my own people,” thought she.  And
I will never leave them again, for the sake of a dream.”

Her plans were easily formed, and rapidly put into execution.
The lawyer at Laxham must have shared in the bewilderment
into which his new client from Crossmarsh had thrown his
brethren in ondon: but he knew how to keep a secret, and the
re-conveyance of the estate toSophy presented no difficulties what-
ever. Alas, that the parting of the sisters should have presented
fewer still. Sophy had her lover: and her lover, fortunate as he
was, could notregret the loss of a sister-in-law whose life had been
and still was an outrage upon all social laws. Sophy was irre-
proachable : but who would wish to be talked about as the young
man who married the sister of that woman who began life with
an intelligible elopement, lived abroad for years, heaven knew
how, and came back calling herself Queen of Cannibals—for so thie
story would be safe to run? 1Indeed he thought her dangerous,
and with impulses not to be trusted from hour to hour—in short,
altogether away, and with his wife safe from an influence under
which she had very nearly been lost to him. It was almost with
a sense of relief that Rosamond turned her back at last upon
Crossmarsh, without bidding any spot a special farewell—her last
kiss to Sophy (who wept a little, while Rosamond’s eyes remained
dry) was a good-bye to all. Her own last tears were shed alone.
And when she was fairly on her way to the Goblin Islands, and
Enpgland had become but a faint grey cloud, her heart began to
flutter its wings, and to fly before her towards Apahu. With
different feelings indeed, brimful of passionate hope, had she sailed
towards that faint grey cloud. Every one of them had been
shrivelled and chilled. She set her face to the wholesome wind, so
that the dead leaves might be blown away.

It was Rosamond’s third voyage—the first made in despair, the
second in hope, the third in the spirit of one to whom both hope and
despair alike have come to be but empty names. This voyage
save for the commonest incidents, was as uneventful as to suit her
humour, and as the most wearied of adventure could desire. There
is therefore no need to speak for the third time of a route so fami-
liar to all who have visited the Goblin Islands and of so little
interest to the many who have never made that long and tedious
voyage. Port Rackstraw is still but a young colony, and with but
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little prospect of ever becoming a great one, and has always had
a way of disappointing those who, like Horace Derwent, imagined
that everything needful for success abroad is to have been ruined
at home. But so long as Hermon Rackstraw represented the
Goblins in Europe, they were never likely to want for sanguine
spirits who were willing to invest in uncleared lands for a song,
only to find their bargain dear at a single stanza. Moreover
there was more or less constant exportation of Dritish goods
which, being unsaleable in any ordinary market, sold at Port
Rackstraw for double what the best of their kind went for else-
where. 8o under these conditions the presence on board of so
exceptional a passenger as Senhora Miranda was an event for her
tellow-passengers, from whom she held herself, so far as might be,
in the seclusion of royalty sncognita. And when at last she
reached Port Rackstraw, she made no official visits, but —dis-
appeared.

Yes—the truth must out. It is not for nothing that one lives
among  barbarians from childhood to womanhood, gentle and
virtuous as they may be. Rosamond herself knew not how she
herself had grown out of sympathy with the old world, or how
much even she herself might be answerable for the forgetfulness
of her and the estrangement she found. In London she knew
how to hold to perfection her part as a lady, so that people won-
dered at the resemblance of a heathen savage to any princess in the
almanac of Gotha. But in Crossmarsh, had she stayed there,
second nature must have proved too strong for her at last: and
now came a glorious plunge into a .very bath of liberty that, whilo
the first excitement of it lasted, made her cease to regret the lost
affection that had been put to her lips only to be dashed away.
She was Queen Ngahoung of Apahu once more—Queen of an
almost amphibious race who were the finest sailors and swimmers
in the unknown world. Nor had a season’s confinement of her
limbs and her brains robbed her of those results of health and
delight in action which had gono far to establish her on tho
throne.

Less regret than ever would have been felt for her second and
voluntary death had her sister and her future brother-in-law, and
the ladies of Longwood, seen the lioness of a season, as sho sat alone
in the stern of a long canoe, while a sail of strange fashion carried
her before the wind. She knew where lay the country whence she
had set sail in such solemn state, and the wind that would bear her
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there, and the season, when, in that most regular of climates, she
might count upon its blowing. A cance to fairly suit her was

asily procured and provisioned : and she had set sail at nightfall
from the creek where her native crew had bidden her farewell
many months ago.

When the sun rose next morning, in one sudden moment, out of
the sea, without any of the changing lights and flushes that give
our northern skies the look of a maiden tenderly wooed and slowly
won, she who had once been Rosamond Fane (how long ago?)
would have been seen—were there a magie mirror and any eyes
that cared to glance therein—speeding before the steadiest and
most fragrant of good winds out of sight of land. Nay: out of
sight of this mortal world : for was not the ocean held to be the
border between life and death in Apahu? As she sailed thus, I
would make her picture, if I had the power: only that her dress
had more of Europein it than became her new freedom. Of course
sho was in peril : for even as there are no seas that know how
to be so calm and radisnt, there are none that know such fury:
and their fury is as sudden as their sunrise. But something had’
to be dared now for the safe-keeping of her people’s secret, which
had already been only too heedlessly whispered abroad. And
even the peril was welcome : it was all the more relief from the
mere death in life she had left behind. Meanwhile, all was well
and there was reasonable hope that no change would come. If it
came—well, there must be an end some day of all this: and nota
soul on carth would mourn her: she had outlived all that delu-
sion now.

Meanwhile it must have been another than Queen Ngahoung
who would dream of danger when floating as smoothly as a swan
between the blue sky and the blue sea, and through a golden air
that went to the senses like wine. The fragrance was not so keen
as if the breeze were from Apahu, the first known.perfume of
which was in her nostrils still, but the breath of the wind on her
cheek, at once sharp and soft, was the same that had for the first
time welcomed her. It was an ideal voyage, such as makes those
who have sailed in the far south believe that every poet must
have once sailed them also, if only in a dream. And then to
think of what awaited her beyond! Loneliness, perhaps, for
her heart was still English born; and hunger, it might be, for the
rest of an English churchyard when the time came for her to pass
the borderland of life and death, in truth and in deed. But mean-
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while it would be loneliness that a healthy mind, with a sense of
duty, might well manage to bear. No more sights of men and
women suffering and poverty stricken beyond the wealth of all
the rich combined to aid them:no more struggling for gold, to
the loss of what no gold can buy ; no more crime; no more sin.
There at last she would be free from the enemy who had forced
himself into her life for no cause, and from whose presence she
could not escape, except by flight into an unknown world. And
there, too, she would be as free from friends who could forget as
from enemies who could remember.

The wind favoured her, no less than on her last voyage : indced
it carried her far more quickly than she hoped, when she trusted
herself to it alone, and she had nothing to do but to let it steer
her straight for the shore, which she could not lose unless the
weather changed. Already she pictured to herself the joy and
the wonder that would greet her return: how old and young,
noble and peasant, man, woman, and child, would troop down to
the shore where she had been first given to them by the waves,
to hear of the wonders of the world of evil that she would scarce
dare tell them for fear of their scorn.

At last, in almost a day less than her last crossing of the same
sea, a faint familiar outline told her that the wind had been loyal
to her trust, and had steered her well and true. And, asthe far-
off vision began to melt into lights and shadows, even so the
world she had left melted from her mind. Then, by exquisite
degrees, the lights and shadows grew into colour : and, in a word,
the Queen was coming home, after the most royal passage that
ever queen has made.

Some three hours later, she struck sail, and let the rising tide
carry her canoe high on a beach of sand, and then waded ashore.
She was glad that her landing was unperceived : she would be
gladder still if she could remain invisible till she had scen the
old priest who had blessed her when she had departed, and prayed
for her return. Long as her many months of absence had becn,
she feared to find no change for she had not left love emough
licre to fear lest her treasuro had been stolen. But before setting
forth, she knelt down and kissed the shore. This was her grave :
and here her troubles were to end,

Boom ! :
She sprang to Ler feet, almost with a cry, Never, to her dying
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day, would she forget the sound of the signal gun of Lowmoor.
And it sounded here—here, in Apahu!

‘What could it mean? There was no mistaking it: and a
people before it invents artillery must invent war. And it could
not to be fancy : forshe had scarce recovered from her start when
the sound came again. The Queen looked round in dismay,
doubting whether to believe herears or her eyes. But her eyes did
not deceive her: she knew by heart every mark in the cliffs, and,
every curve in the bay. She was most surely in Apahu. And sc
how could she believe her ears ?

She hurried across the beach, and. entered the narrow strip
of bush that lay between her own palace and the sea: and, as
she entered, again came that incomprehensible sound. As quickly
as she could walk through the tangle of stems and brushwood,
she reached the confines of the glade that formed the royal
domain. And there she came face to face with a long, low, log
hut, over the door of which was painted up, in the English
tonzue,

Whisky sold kere : by Jacob Green.

As for her palace—it had vanished,like a castle in the air. And
instead of the glade, which had been another Eden, it had been
grubbed and cleared, and the timber of its margin used to build
some two dozen other huts, in regular rows, only differing from
the first in being lower and less long. In one direction, a com-
plete clearing had been made, 50 as to give a view of the mouth
of the river that rose among the hills whence the rubies came.

The settlement showed no signs of life, however: and Rosamond
drew back among the trees, bewildered and alarmed. She knew
all the tracks, as well as she knew the path from Crossmarsh to
Pix-Knoll : and so she was able to give the transformed glade a
wide berth, and to make straight for the college of priests which
stood on a plateau overlooking the entrance of the river into the sea.
It was not far, and the way was easy: and vague anxiety gave
her wings.

At last she reached the plateau, where a still smoking wreck
showed where the college of the venerable fathers of a blameless
people had been standing some months ago. But this was not the
first sight on which the Queen's eyes fell, as she stood on the edge
of the open space, not venturing to draw nearer to the ruin. Nor
was it the glorious view of the river, sand, cliff and sea that
formed a vast, sunlit circle as far as the eye could travel. Forshe
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wasno longer alone. Some scores of rough and bearded men,
such as she liad never seen either in Europeor in Apahu, and all
variously armed with rifles, revolvers, or knives, were mingled
with perhaps a dozen women well-nigh as rough-looking, and with
two or three persons better dressed if not of better appearance,
were crowded round a pole planted in the very midst of the plateau.
Pointing seaward was a ship’s gun, attended by a smaller group—
no doubt the cause of the sound of evil omen she had already
heard. Not a native of the island was to be seen. Then emerged
from the greater crowd,and climbed upon a stone of the smoulder-
ing ruin, a long, lean, grave figure in a black frock coat, and a
broad-brimmed straw hat, and waved his hand. “Silence!” he
cried, in a voice that she knew as well as she lmew that figure,
go vulgar in its every detail, and yet so expressive of persona
power.

A flag ran up to the head of the pole : the ship-gun flashed and
roared.

“]In the name of Progress, Humanity, and Civilisation,” pro-
claimed Hermon Rackstraw, “ Port Rackstraw annexes to the
British Empire for ever the Island of New Gotham, formerly
Apahu!”

CHAPTER XXXVI.

What help’s for hurts, if valour cannot mend ’em ?
What good in virtues, if we can't defeud ’em ?

FTIATEVER warrant he may or may not have had for his
-\V proceeding, a deed was done at which no true Briton can
fairly cavil, seeing that in this straightforward and simple
manner, Dr. Hermon Rackstraw had opened up to British enter-
prise an island that bore rubies. ‘Well had it been that Rosamond
had fallen under the guidance of so competent a man. While the
Queen had been vexing her mind whether to bring her lost Eden
into the line of progress and the circle of eivilisation, or whether
to leave to Nature what Nature herself had left alone, Dr. Rack-
straw, with manly energy, had solved the problem at a bold stroke,
once for all.

But the prospect that Apahu was already provided with Whi.‘%ky
and gunpowder, and that a New Gotham Advertiser, and & missu?n
station, and a steamer to Port Rackstraw, and a Ruby Mines Rail-
road Company, and a gaol, would shortly follow—this prospect,
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clear as it was, gave no comfort to Queen Ngahoung. Sick at
heart, she turned away. She had fled to Apahu from all these
things—and this was what she had found!

The bitterness of it all was too great even to leave room for in-
dignation at Hermon Rackstraw’s treachery. So it was for this
he had wormed himself into her intimacy, and, while pretending
to teach, had learned her all—how many days’ journey from Port
Raekstraw lay Apahu, and by what wind she had sailed, and all
else needful for discovery. ;

After all, she upbraided her trusting folly, why should Hermon
Rackstraw differ from the rest of civilised mankind? It was no
moment for even so much thought as belongs to anger. She drew
back yet farther among the trees, and buried her face in her hands.
It was not a little thing, that she felt herself no longer a Queen.
And yet that feeling was the least of all.

Not till 8 minute had passed did she become aware that it had
contained one mad moment of impulse when she had been on the
point of stepping forward to the flag-post, asserting her sovereignty
defying the invaders, and bidding them begone. When she be-
came conscious that this impulse had possessed her, she almost
repented that she had not yielded to it, and taken the con-
sequences, whatever they might be, from those who had robbed
her of all she had left to live for. Now that the moment had
passed, it left her too weak and too numbed to call it back again.

The echo of the shouting was still in her ears, when she started
afresh : for a hand, and no light one, was laid on her arm, and a
strong, deep voice was speaking, but too low to be heard beyond
her screen of trees.

“ Don’t start,” it half whispered : “ Don’t move. Iknow every
thought in your heart : for half of them are my own. We may
speak plainly out here yet awhile, thank Heaven : they’ve not yet
brought Lowmoor here: but they will. You saved me once,
Miss Fane: and I paid you ill: but it skall be paid—that debt
and all. Do you remember an escaped convict who once told you
that you were born to bea queen? Well, I have had to fly again,
for defending a guiltless man’s liberty : murder, the law would
call it, but only the law., ZTkat doesn’t trouble me. But I had
my reasons for making my escape square with a visit to the Agent~
General for the Goblin Islands: and for that reason where he is,
there am I. Come quite out of hearing, if you please——"

Was this man, this demon, bound to follow her, and blight her
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life evenr here? Was she not safe from him, even in Apahu?
Was Apahu itself to be cursed by her, because of him ?

“This is too much—too horrible!” she cried out, heedless of
her voice being heard. ¢ Guilty or guiltless, what is it to me?
I never harmed you; I never heard of you: yet you tore me
from my home, you made me dead to my dearest, and made them
dead to me: you haunt me when I escape to England : you come
to gloat over my escape back again ; and the ruin of the one spot
of heaven left on earth, that men like you have done, To rid my
life of you, must I kill you, or you me ?”

“Come farther. Did I not tell you, in London, what I want of
you? And, there or here, it is the same, Listen, for your own
sake : and for Heaven’s sake don’t let us be overheard. You know
what T am—rich enough in the new world : but in the only world
1 care about hunted and driven to bay by wolves: and Hermon
Rackstraw is the chief of them. Yes: that is what I am—and
you are a dethroned queen: and our enemy is the same—there he
stands. 'What are all my silver mines, and all your rubies, to such
a cause: my liberty and your throne? You need me as much as
I need you. . .. Your people (I have seen something of them
these days) could drive this handful of invaders into the sea. But
the fools don’t know how to fight: and they have never till to-day
beard the sound of a gun. They want a general to-day; not a
queen, I know something of savage warfare, and how it ought to
be carried on: and I will wager all my silver to your smallest
ruby, that in three days I.will be at the head of such an army as
shall not leave one of Rackstraw’s pirates and filibusters alive to
tell the tale. You shall be queen again: and all the world shall
ring with your cause, and then, with a people who can fight, let a
hundred Rackstraws meddle with you if they dare. ... Good
God, Miss Fane, we ought to found a kingdom, an empire, you and
I. What have we to do with the old ways of an old world?
You will thank me for having led you here—and for my reward
—you know it will not be your crown: but the Queen must have
a King.”

Claimants to thrones are on record who have thought nothing
of plunging, for their own sakes, whole nations into war. Rosa-
mond shuddered at Lawrence Derwent’s touch (for she guessed
now who had struck down Oswald): but Queen Ngahoung was
bound to listen : for she thought, shall my people be robbed and
ruined without a blow ? Is it not my part to lead them, conquer

21
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with them, or die with them, as their Queen? And if this man
can help ¢hem, has not Heaven sent him to undo what I have done ?
‘What she felt towards him was terribly like hate, but if he could
save her people from the horrors of civilisation, was any sacrifice
too great to make—any price to pay ?

He saw her hesitate: and, though he misread from first to last
the motives that influenced her doubts, he read the result, and that
was enough for him.

“Come,” said Lawrence Derwent. “I learned something of
this work, out west: and we must lose no time.”

“'Where are my people? I have not met with one—not one.”

“ Are you not with them ?” he asked, in some surprise.

¢ This is my first hour here—Heaven forgive me for leaving
them, if it can—but I have been punished, Heaven knows. If you
know what to do—do it: worst enemy of me and mine though you
are.”

“Never mind that now. We shall be friends in time. Hush,
go behind that bush; somebody is coming, and you had best not
be seen, especially with me.” She obeyed : for the very shudder
which his presence inspired in her meant subjection to mastery.
“‘ Holloa, Green,” said Lawrence, “aren’t you at the show ?”

“Not 1,” said the man, in a grey flannel shirt, straw hat, and
high boots, who approached them from the direction of the glade.
Though dressed for rough business, his appearance did not corre-
spond with his costume, for he was small, fat, and elderly, with a
long, thin, white beard, a vulture’s beak for a nose, and a moist,
bright eye: he had nervous ways with his fingers, and a choking
snuffle in his voice, and his shoulders, though round and bent, did
not look used to toil. And he also was the type of a pioneer: for
even the mareh of eivilisation must have its camp followers, its
sutlers, and its people who buy and sell. “They’ll shout thebselves
dry; anthed cubs by show,” said Jacob Green. “They bust be quick,
though : or by cask’ll sood be as dry astheb. If you want to see a
bit o’ fud ; you eub alog o’ be.”

“Niggers, eh ?” asked Lawrence, making a sign to the Queen to
follow invisibly : and she obeyed.

Mr. Green led the way to the nearest corner of the elearing, and
pointed. The Queen also looked: and turned away again in
despair.

“ Good business, eh ? ” chuckled Mr. Green,

It was good business, indeed—from the invaders’ point of view.
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But the sight shall not be described. It was an assembly of
Apahuacs, who had become Mr: Green’s customers, and all as
drunk as if they had been civilised all their lives.

“ And the rest ?” asked Lawrence ; with a gloomy frown.

“Off to the Ruby Bides! Tkey're cute, those diggers. They’ve
foud out what Bister Rackstraw’s after, and they’re off for first
haul!” .

Rosamond came forward, unconcealed. Mr. Green stared : but
it was not Goblin Islands’ fashion to lift one’s hat, even to a lady.
But for a remnant of Oriental courtesy, ha would probably have
done more than stare.

“ Have you been long here, sir ?” she asked, abruptly.

“Cabe with the first lot, ma’am, Will you drink anything,
ma’am ? It's close by.”

¢ Can you tell me what has become of a very old man, a priest,
who lived in the house which was burned down to set up a flag
pole?”

“Oh, I know the old digger youbead. The others was putting
him into a hole when Bister Rackstraw came an’ scuttled ’em !
for he was as dead as a dail. I saw his corpus: must have been
as old as Adab. But who, ma'am, are you? You don’t want
rubies nor diabods, with eyes like theb. Yes: as dead as a dail.”

“Then ke never knew——"

«0Of the addexation? How could he, when he was dead asa
dail 27

“Thank God !” said Rosamond, and turned away.

% Who is she, Bister ?” asked Mr. Green.

“ A friend of Rackstraw’s,” said Lawrence, following her. They
returned into the strip of brush, and walked on silently, side by
gide. There was no need to tell one another that a nation which
has all virtues save the soldiers’ may just as well have no virtues
at all.

« And I have done all this!” she moaned.

«You? No,” he answered her, gloomily. “You didn’t make
the world’s ways—nor I. If I had—but all that’s over now.
I can’t offer you a kingdom., But I will give up even
vengeance, if—" b

«Never,” said Rosamond. “I won't pretend to know what
you mean. This is too awful a moment for pretenco and play.
We have been saved from o sin. Let us forgive one another, and
meet no more.”
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He strode on in silence for awhile..  He thought it the dignity
of the dethroned Queen that awed him: for he knew not, nor
could know, how the woman, through him, had lost her all. Only
he did know that not she herself had lost more than he.

“ You must have some plans, for yourself,” he said, ¢ even if
you leave me none. What are they ? ”

“ How should I have plans? You know I can have none.
And if I had—are you not the last creature on earth to whom I
would tell them ? Perhaps you never meant to injure me. I
think you come from Nevada., Go there: and then I shall know
where not to go.”

“Do you know how you are revenging yourself ? By God,
if I could be half as well revenged on Rackstraw, and on Horace
Derwent——"

“ Revenge—on your own brother? On the only true and honest
being I ever met on earth—on him who is seeking you because
he thinks he has done you wrong? As if the wrong could
ever be on his side, between him and you !”

“Miss Fane! Think what you are saying—this is more than
iife and death tome!”

“Then know from me, whose life you have cursed, that the
brother you hate is striving to give you back your inheritance and
your good name: and that he whom you sought to murder at
my door held the proofs, for your brother, even while you struck
him down : and that she tells you this, who——"

“What !'—Why did you not tell me this before ?”

“Why should I think of yow?—when my people: God help

£he® “ow | ”

Tar Ex~p.

. But best of all the gleam,
When forth on Faith, at every turn dismayed,
And high on Hope, that ne’er to harvest grew,
And clear on Love, that mocked us as we strayed,
Shines full the sun, and all things find we true
That seemed but a dream.

ND so Apahu also had vanished like another dream. A™
Rosamond’s dreams had vanished now : and the passing
of the last was perhaps the bitterest of all.

She sought no interview with Dr. Rackstraw, who indeed, had
she done so, would have treated her with but scant courtesy, and
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have sent a possible firebrand out of the island even more quickly
than she departed of her own accord. All was lost there, and she
knew it : and she carried away with her no more than a single
bouquet of leaves from the precincts of the sacred college to re-
mind her of what had been, and could never be again. She ém-
barked, as an ordinary passenger, on a small steamer that was
carrying to Port Rackstraw the news of the successful annexation,
Lawrence Derwent travelled in her company: but held aloof from
her as if they were strangers. He knew that he had influenced
her once : but he no less knew now that his influence was as dead
as the High Priest of New Gotham.,

Of his plans, therefore, she kmew nothing : and plans for herself
she had none. She would not disturb Sophy again: and yet
she had no other home. There was no more lonely ghost
under heaven than she : and yet she had always meant so well!
And she had so many years yet to live—what could she do with
them all? Find out and help the poor, and her brothers and
sisters in loneliness, of course : but they must be cold of spirit and
feeble of heart indeed, or angels before their time, who at five and
twenty can have no desires left for themselves.

* * * * *

' They who can trace in this history, as in the life to which
it may seem—but only seem—so lacking in likeness, how event
led to event, and how there was no such thing as evitable accident
from beginning to end, will see that as surely as Apahu could not
remain for ever undiscovered, so surely was Lawrence Derwent
bound to meet with an adventure which only a prodigy of acci-
dents could postpone. 4

The Hotel of Port Rackstraw was an establishment by no
means in accordance with the aspirations of the place in point of
accommodation, though far beyond them in point of charges: but

‘it was the only one in the place, and there all travellers were com-
pelled to put up, for want of & better. Oswald Hargrave himself
was not wholly a stranger there : for some ancient and broken clue
had led him years ago to the Goblin Islands, whither, even before his
strength had returned, he followed such traces of Senhora Miranda
as he could gather, with Horace Derwent's help, from Sophy, from
lists of passenger vessels, and from all other sources that were
open to him.  And he had succeeded in tracking the Senhora to
Port Rackstraw, but there had lost sight of her again. But at
last came the news, kept dark till the last moment, of the expedie
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tion to Apahu, and of its projected annexation by the Goblins:
and thus almost the one corner of the earth he had never searched
and in whose very existence he more than half disbelieved, was
revealed to him, 'Was he following Rosamond or the Senhora ?
He hardly knew : nor did he much care to distinguish, seeing that
they were one and the same. Nor did he ask himself very care-
fully what the result of his search was to be. The search had
been for so long its own end that—in short, he simply followed
the steps of a woman : and it would be folly to ask the wherefore
of so common a thing.

He had just been enquiring as to the means of following the
New Gotham expedition, and had returned to the hotel, when, in
the long saloon of timber answering to the coffee room, and partly
to the general dormitory, and now empty save for himself and
another guest, he found himself, suddenly and at last, face to face,
with the man who had given him the slip at Crossmarsh—or
rather everywhere in the world.

There was no time for either to fence or to consider. But it was
‘Lawrence Derwent alone who started and hesitated, and so gave
Oswald the first word. Oswald did not start: he lmew he must
meet this man again in time: he would not have wondered at
meeting him in a far less likely place than here. But—then
Lawrence Derwent was with Rosamond still!

“ You shall know the face of the man you tried to kill, Lawrence
Derwent,” said he, “ and who kmows you as the actual murderer
of another man. Well—you will not Lave the chance a second
time. 'Where is Rosamond Fane ?”

“You are Mr. Hargrave ? ” said Lawrence, “ It was you, then
that stopped my escape, and who took the most natural consequence
in the world ? As for Moldwarp—#¢s ghost won’t haunt me. 1
have killed too many snakes without legs to mind one more just
because it happens to have two. To you, Mr. Hargrave, I do owe
an apology for a mistake: and it is yours, since you consider life
so precious a thing. As for the Queen—I at least will still call
her so—are you her enemy, or her friend ?”

“She 12 here? Is she your wife, Lawrence Derwent ? If she
is—then I will seek neither her nor you more.”

Lawrence flushed, and then turned pale. ‘Do you mean to doubt
bher honour, sir. And by reason of me? By all I believe in—and
if that isn’t much it is my all to swear by—if you think she would
marry me, or be else than married to any man on earth, I will
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think no more of dealing with you than with a Moldwarp, or any
of.her creeping thing. 1f I can be nothing else, I can be her cham-
pion: and I will.”

Oswald flushed hotly, in his turn. I know her story from her
sister,” said he. “But there is always something untold, If I
have wronged her, I—Lawrence Derwent, we are enemies, you
and I.  But I wish to be just: and above all to you. You have
'been cruelly wronged, as all the world now knows. And it may
be that if you had stood in my path to liberty, I should have done
by you as you did by me. Think what it costs me #n speak like
this: and if you care for Resamond’s, Miss Fane's, weifare, tell me
where she is now.”

“ Wait. . . . Is it true what I have heard : that it is my brother
who found my father’s will and is seeking to make me rich again
and himself poor ?”

“There is but one who could have told youso. It wasshe who
found the will—and what else should he do, when it came into
his hands ? ” .

“Do? Destroy it, to be sure. I thought my brether a robber.
Ishe afool? How can I talk to you about women, and such
stuff, till T know what has become of my wrengs? If only I could
see that will—"

“Your brother,” said Oswald, with cold contempt, “was so
jealous of your rights that he would not even keep your father’s
will under his own control. * I gave him my promise net to let it
go out of my own hands: nor have I: for I had learned whero
Miss Fane had gone : and where she was, we feared—DBut, in short
here is the will. You will acknowledge that there has been ne
delay in placing it in your hands.”

“Why did you not place it in safety ? Voyages are dangerous
things.” -

“There are those who would have made any hands unsafe but
mine. And if I and it were lost, none would have contradicted
your brother when he swore to his own ruin and to your gain.
Here is the will. It was on me when you tried to kill me : it has
never left my hands, night or day.”

Lawrence Derwent took the will, with affected nonchalance, and
glanced over it as coolly, though there was an eager light in his
eyes. “Now, Mr. Hargrave,” said he. “ All the world has per-
sisted in thinking me a scoundrel until, I think, it has made me so.
A man who would rob his own father, and cheat his brother, and
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who has actually killed a Moldwarp, would naturally betray and
corrupt an innocent girl. However, as my name is cleared from
all but the Moldwarp matter—which I would gladly do over again
—and as the only woman I ever loved will have none of me, and
as I am richer than I care to be, and as my brother has given me
the last lesson I ever looked to learn, I will give him one in return.
‘When that will came into his hands, he should have done this—"
and he tore the paper into fragments and threw them out to the
wind. “There’s no Jaw against destroying wills in the Goblins,
Rackstraw passes all the laws out her.”

The end has been long in coming: but it came, There is much
that might still be told if this were the story of Lawrence Der-
went, and not of Rosamond Fane, For him, now that he had at
last achieved his revenge in order to feel that he had done the
only thing that for Rosamond’s sake was left him to do, he still had
all the world before him, and time epough to bury a hundred
passions, even if a thousand had not been buried in one generous
deed. He knew how to live strongly—

“ And it is not such,” said Oswald, on the deck of the Soutkerr
Cross, northward and westward bound, ¢ who go to the wall. Ile
will have some shock of conviction, or conversion, or whatever it
may be called: and it will be a violent one. He was already
planning an expedition of his own to New Gotham, to watch the
new treatment of the people, and to help them to make the best
of things as they are. . . . Rosamond. . . Where are we
going : yousand I? Are only we to be left alone, all our lives ?
Ten years ago, before your poor uncle, I vowed myself to
you: and am I to wait for ever, because I have waited ten
years?”

“It is not that, Oswald,” said she, gently: for she misjudged
him no longer: and if love had still to force its way through an
over-crowded heart, stillit was the one real thing that was left at
the end of a journey through a wilderness of dreams.

“What isit? Do you regret your crown?”

“T hated my crown. I wanted it, because—because it seemed
the only thing left me. I wasa bad queen: I should have seen
what end was bound to come——"

“What is it, then ? 7

“Oswald,” she said, turning her face away, “you have earned
one right over me—that I should tell you what it is, and why.
If when I came home again, where all forgot me, you had said—
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what you have been saying now: then—but when you were in
your fever——"

“What happened then ? 'What could I have done ?”

“You dreamed only of—"

“Well 27

“ Of —Miranda.”

“Great heaven! and is that all? Are we to do nothing but
live all our years in dreams? You are Miranda: and you are
Rosamond : and you are that terrible name you bore as Queen of
Apahu. And the lover of Rosamond is the lover of you all.
Shall T be false to Miranda, and think only of the Rosamond who
died ??

“If she had died——"

“Then the Oswald who vowed to make her his wife is dead
too. Will this Rosamond take this Oswald—and begin life
again ?” .

13 If____”

“If I never make you jealous of even yourself again? If you
are loved as that other Oswald could never have loved the Rosa-
mond of old time? ”

She now knew why, when she found herself forgotten by this
one friend, she had begun to despair, and to clutch at dreams and
straws, and crowns. She had been jealous of herself—but such
jealousy as that does not keep heart from heart, or hand from
hand.

“ Atlast!” he said, drawing her towards him. And so, at last,
this empress of vanished shadows became a Real Queen, with &
Real crown,

THE END
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*.* There ate alsec LIBRARY EDITIONS of all excepting-the first two. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels b?'.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each § post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 25, each : cloth limp, 2s. 6. each.
All Sorts and Conditions of en. With 13 Hiustrations by IFRED. BARNARD.— Also the

LARGE TYPE, l'INE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 35, net,
The Captaina’ Room, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER,
Allin a Garden Falr. With 6 Ilustrations by HARRY FURNISS.
Dorothy Forster. With Froatispiece by CHARLES GREEN,
Unole Jack, and other Stories. Children of Glbeon.
‘The World Went Yery Well Then. With 12 Jllustrations by A. FORESTIER,
Merr Paulus: Mis Rise, liis Greatness, and his Fall. | The Bell of St. Paul's.
For Falth and Freedom. Withlllustrations by A, FORESTIER aid F. WADDY.
To Call Her Mine, &c. With g Illustrations by A. FORESTIER,
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD.
Armorel of Lyonena : A Romance of To-day. With 12 Iflustrations by F, BARNARD,
“'r‘f‘;f_h"ln' s by the Tower. Withiz Illustrations by C. GREEN.—Also in pictura cloth flat

ack, 25,
Verbena Camellla Stephanotis, &c. With a Frontisplece by GORDON BROWNE,
Che lvor{ Gate. The Rebel Queen.
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. With 12 [llustrationsby W. H. HYDE.
In Deacon's Orders, &c. Vith Frontisplece by A. FORESTIER, | The Revolt of Alan.
The Master Craftaman. | The City of Refuge,
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64, each.
A Fountaln Sealed. | The Changeling. | The Fourth Generation,
Crown 8vo, cloth, giit top, 6s. each.
The Qrange Girl. ith 8 Ilfustrations by F, PEGRAM.
The Lady of Lynn, With rz lilustrations by G. DEJMAIN-HHAMMOND,
No Other Way, With 12 Jliustzations by CHARLES D. WARD,
POPULAR EDITIONS, medlum 8vo. 64. each.

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. The Chaplainof the Fleet.
The Golden Buuerng. The Orange Girl.
Ready-Money Mortiboy. Children ¢ f Gibeon,

The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By Sit WALTER BESANTand WALTER H. POLLGCE.
With 5o lllustrations by CHR1S HAMMOND and JULE GOODPMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. G4,
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64,
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. \With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
Bir Richsrd Whittington. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, art linen, 3s. 64,
Gaspard de Gollgny. Witha Portrait. Crown8vo, art linen, 3s5. 6.4
The Art of Fictlon. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, red top, 1. net,
As We Are and As We May Be. Crown 8vo, buckram. gilt 1op, 6,
Essays and Higtoriettes. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt ton, 65,
Demy 8vo, cl - 6d. .
London, With 1ag Hlustrations, N e T
Westminater. With an Etched Frontispiece hy F. S. WALKER, R.E., ant 130 Mustratfons By
WILLIAM PATTEN and others,
South London. Withan Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E,, and 18 Iustratlons,
East London. With au Etched Frontispiece by F, S, WALKER, and 55 liustrattons by Piiie
MAY, L. RAVEN MILL, and JOSEPH PENNEL.
derusgalem t The Clty of Herod and Saladin, Bv WALTHER RESANT aad E. 1, PALMER.  Foustth
Edition. With & new Chagter, a Map, and 1t lllusteations,




? CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, Lordon, W.C.
Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of *John Herring,' &c.), Novels b

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 64, each ; post 8vo, lustrated board: .
Red Spider. ™ M. s, 25, each.

Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'Coxxor, M.P, Cr. 8vo, cloth, ss.
Bechstein (Ludwig).—As Pretty as Seven, and other Germiau

Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GR1st, and i 3
_alq._glo(he(_tra_.éigd‘: o edges.’ 35 - 98 MHlustratious by RICHTER. Square

3

Y.

Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
The Grand Babyion Hotelt A Fantasla on Modern Themes. | Anna of the Five Towns.
___The Gates of Wrath, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, T

Bennett (W. C., LL.D.).—Songs for Sailors. Lost 8vo. cl. limp, 5.
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dossox, With g5

Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64,
Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and

Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Bill Nye’s Comic History of the United States. With 146 Phua:

trations by F. OPPER., Crown 8vo, coth extra, 3s. 64,

Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gi't top, 6s. each,
A Sower of Wheat, 1 The Concession-Hunters,
i ullnlll.'s Ju-Ju: A Romance of the llimerland._(_:r. Evy, cloth, .3‘;“'7 plclure :loth.ﬁa{hnck 27,

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by.

Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture clath, flat back, 24,
i Sl!ﬂlo!gghAnng_ShgTr_ogk. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 6.

Bourget (Paul).—A Living Lie. Translated by Joux pE VILLIERS.
With special Preface for the English Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3+, 6d.

Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by.

English Merchants: Memoirs in lllustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With 32 fllus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cinth, 35, 64.

English Newspapers: Chapters in the History ol }oumz‘.ism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 257,

The Other Side of the Emin Pasha Reliel Expedition, Crown Bvu, cloth, 67,

Boyd.—A Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary SrtuarT Boyp, With
53 Hlustrations by A. S. Boyb. Fcap. 410, cloth gilt and gilt top, &,

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 25. each.
Chronicles of Neo-Man's Lang./l__C.mp HNotes, [ Savage Li‘e. x =t
Brand (John).—Observations on Popular “Antiquities; chiefly

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, C and Superstiti With the Additl of Sir
1IENRY EL1.1S, Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 64,

Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth).—Slum Silhouettes: Stories ot London

Lite. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 64.

Brewer’s (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each.
The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, Rejerences,
Proverbs, Plota, Storied, and Poems., A New Edtion, Revised,
K Dictionary of Miracles: lumitative, Realistic, and Dogusatic.
Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, clath, 4s. 6d. each.
More Worlds than One: The Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates.
The Martyre of Science: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER. With Portraits,
Letters on Natural Magic, With nllg\er_o_uslpusudﬂons._

Bright (Florence).—A Girl Capitalist. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top. Gs.
Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by
R. F:',A:\'DF:RSQE' ll.A_.__Pos( 8vo, half-bound, 2r. et L

Bryden (H. A.).—An Exiled Scot: A Romance, \With a Frontis-

piece, by J. S. CROM PTON, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 6d.

Bry 1d). —Uncle Sam at Home. With gt Hlustrations,
Brg]oggrﬁ?musgglfdrgoqggc. as. ¢ cloth ?]rr!p,— 1::64. A S s 3
Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla-

i C tons. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. -
%:;:;;);:o{;o‘la‘:::omu:’d( An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY. Post Bvo, halt-cL, as, od.

-l
L
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Buchanan (Robert), Poecms and Novels by.

The Complcto Poetical Works of Robert Buchanan. zvols., crown 8vo, buckram, with
Portrait Frontispiece to each volume, 12s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s5. each,

The Bhadow of the 8word. Love Fe for Ever, With Frontisplece,

A Child of Mature. With Frontispiece. Annan Water. Foxglove Manor.

God and the Man, With 1t llustratlons by | The New Abelard. | Rachei Daone.

Lady Kilpatriok, JFRED. BARNARD. Matt t A Story of a Caravan., With Frontispie

The Martyrdoms of Madellne. With The Master of the Mina, With Frontispi
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER. The Helr of Linne. | Woman and the Man,

Crowa 8vo, cloth, 35. 6. each. .
Red and White Heather. | Andromedat An 1dyll of the Great River,

The Shadow of the Sword POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 64,

The Charlatan. By Roprk. BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a
Frontisplece by T, f1. ROBINSON, 3¢, 64. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25,

Caine (Hall), Novels b?'. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each. ; post
£vo, lustrated boards, ar. each; cloth limgz. 25, 6d. each,

The Shadow of a Crime. | A Son of Hagar. ] The Deemster.

Also LIBRARY EEDITIONS of the thres novals, set in new type, crowa 8vo, bound uniform with
The Christian, 6s. each; and CHEAP POPULAR EDtTIONS, medium 8vo, portrait-cover, 67. each,
Adls“o the FtN2-PAPER EDITION of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 25 net; leather, git
edyges, 35. net.

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘Black
Prince’ Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, as.

Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Fnture of the Canadian
North-West. By E. B, OSBORN, B.A. Witha Map. Crawa §vo, cloth, 35. €d.

Captain Coignet, Soldler of the Empire: An Autobiography.

Eu‘,u;.ed bgdLORE.DAN LARCMEY, Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With 100 Hlustrations. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 3r. 64,

Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Cholce of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6.
Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra-

tions. Fcap, 8vo, cloth, 2.

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by.

The King In Yellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 61.; fcap, Svo, cloth lunp, 2s. 64,
__In the Quarter. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 61,

Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. 1., Plays Complete, including the
Doubtful Ones.—Vol. I1., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essiy by A. C. SWINSBURNR.—Vol
111, T lati of the lliid and Odyssc;f._ T!x‘vc_e__\'ul}. crg'_m_Syg‘_c_lyml-. ;v.}x{. «ach.

Chapple (J. Mitchell).—Tlie Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima

Donpa. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawgrs, With
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35. 64.
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and bis Work. By Mrs. H, R, HAWEIS
A New Edition, revised. With a Frontisplece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s5. 64,

Chessz, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open-
inﬁ By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cluth, es.

The Minor Tactics of Chess: A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces I obedience to Stra-
tegic Principle. By F, K. YOUNG and E. C, HHOWELL. l.ony fcap. 2vo. cloth, 2s. 64,

The Haatings Chess Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account oi the 230 Games
played Aug.-Sept., 18¢s. With Annmaiions by PILLSBURY, ILASKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ,
SCHIFFERS, TRICHMANN, BARDELIILEN, BLACKMURNE. GUNSBERG, TINSLEY, MASON, and
ALSBIN ; Diographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, andaz Portraits, Edited by 11, F, CHESilIRE.

_ Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss.
Clare (Austin), Stories by.

For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, Mustrated boards, 2s.: cloth, 2s. 6.

By the Rise of the Rlvert Tales and Sketclies In South Tynedale. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64.

___The Tideway. Crown o, cloth, gil: top, 6s.

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by.

Post 8vo, cloth, 35. 64, each ; picture boards, 25 each. :
Paul Ferroll. ] Why Paul Ferroil Killed his Wife.

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—-Myths and Direams. Cr. Svo, 3+ 64.
Coates (Annég).—Rle’s Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64,
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Martin's Lane, London, w.C.

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by.
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Nlustrated boarls, 2.

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35.6d. ; post 8vo, Mustr. ted d
The Burden of Isabel. Crown gvo, clotly gxxrm.gr‘.aai. N

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 2.

Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. Cr. 8vo, cl
Illustrations of Tennyson.

thna.gtia’rg Swift, A Biographical and Critical Study.

Collins (Mortimer aud Frances), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each,
From Midnight to Mldnilght. ! Blacksmith and Schalar,
You Play me False. ____The Yillage Comedy.
Post 8vo, illustrated hoards, a5, each,

Transmigration. S8weet Anne Page. Frane
__Arlflgh:_ with Fgrtuno. Sweet and Tweity. I Anpes,

Coliins (Wilkie), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many [llustrated, 3s. 6. cach ; past 8vo, plcture boards; 2s, each)
cloth limp, 25, 64, each.

* Antonina. My Mlscellanfes. Jezebel's Dnuﬁter.
*Basll. Armadals, The Black Robe.
*Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch, Heart and Science.
*Tho Woman In White, Nilss or Mrs.? ‘I Ba 0.

*¥Tha Moonstone. The New Magdalen. A Rogue's Lifa,
*ilan and Wite. The Frozen Deep. The Evll Genlus,
*The Dead Secret. The Law and the Lady. Little Novels.
After Dark, The Two Daostlales. The Legacy of Caln,
The Queen of Hearts. The Haunted Hotel, Blind Love,

No Name. The Fallen Leaves.

*y* Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style.
b 2350 400 Sriiad 041
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, &, each.
The Moonstone, | Antonina. |  The Dead Secret.
The Woman in White. [ The }!g\g_lilgggglen. | Mgn_and Wife. | Armadale. (Skortly

The Woman in White., LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, Tott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s.
net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net,

Colman’s (Georgel Humorous Works: ' Broad Grins ' *My Night.

]
gown and Slippers,’ &c. With Life and Fromisp_iete._‘Cruwn 8vo, dqth’ex_tﬁ. 3. 64

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illu_st{_mgd_boards. 28,

éat-breaking, Hints on. By W. M._ﬁ?fcmson. Cr. 8vo, cl., 39: 6d.
T T e Liong o cton 3. 6¢

Convalescent Cookery. By CaTHerINE Ryan. Cr. 8vo, 15 ; cl., 15. 6d.
Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamllton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.
Cornish (J. F.).—Sour Grapes : A Novel. - Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.
Cornwall.—-Popular_Romances of the West of England; or, The

iti it 4 IHUNT, FLR.S. Wah
aditions, and Superstitions of Old Comwall. Collected by ROBERT ~
g’:“&'sfez;r;{;:l;s by GEORG‘:Z CRL’IK§(£A‘NK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 64.

Cotes (V. Cecil).—Two QGirls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by

F. }Y1. TOWNSEND. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.; post 8vo, :lolh_._:r. 6.

9 bert), Stories by.
Crggs %25.,}.(8 oFgm Grl’nt Smoky Mountalns. Crowa 8vo, cloth, 35. 64, post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 25,
- His Yanished Star. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s., 64,

in ®Books b
crle?!)lr:\gntgg.oth;z)e,Old Sera‘llo%,'wmi 28 lllustratlons by S. L. WOOD, Crown 8vro, cloth, 3r. 64,
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25,
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown 8vo, 15,

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, with a Froatisplece by DAN. HEARD, 3s. 64, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21,

Cra b By S. R.
thers, —Tales of Our Coast. By S.
Croclgsg;T (gx‘l.ﬂlzti;'?‘ ﬁggun? HAROLD FREDER!C, ' .;’ and W, CLARK RUSSELL. With 3
fxﬁgmuons'by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 55 6,

-

.1 3. 6d. eac-ﬂ.
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Croker (Mrs. M.), Novels by. “Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d

aclyz_post Svo, muqn(ed boards. 2s. each; cloth linp, 25, 64. each.
Prov.ty iss Nevlile. interference. Yllhgn Tales & Jungle
* Proper Pride. A Famlily Likeness. Tragedles.
A Blrd of Passage. A Thirad Person. Thea Real Lady Hlilda.
Diana Barrington. Mr.Jervis. [ Married or Single 7

Two Masters.

Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3r.64. each.
Some One Else, mlu Bnlmnln.'- Puc.l Beyond the Pala.
In the Kiogdom of Kerry.

. &C.
With 6 lllustrations by Su)hv ¥ PAm-‘r

&e. Post Bvo, picture boards, 25.; cloth limp, 25. 64.
-paW, With y2 llustrations by FRED. PEGRAM. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.
Diana Barrington. POPULAR EDITION, )nedlnm 8vo, 64,

Infatuation.

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Sgries: The

FIRST, from 1835 to 1843: the SECOND, from 1844 to1853. A Gathering of the Rest Jlumowr of

THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITHl, A'BECKETT, RUBERT RROUGH, &c. With

numerous Steel Engravings and Woolcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, JIINE, LLANDELLS, &c.
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 67Z. each.

1b. Ll!o of George Crulkshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 24 lilustrations and a

Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3r. 64.

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. eack.
In the Hebrides. With an Auloty ¥e Fronnsglece and 23 Hustrations,
In the Himalayas and en the Indilan Plalns. With 42 lllustrations.
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 2% Illustrations.
VYia Corowall to Egypt. With a Photogravure l-rornn‘pvece.

Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with losiractions

for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.

Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown

2vo, cloth extra, 35. 6. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Clholce of
a Profession for their Sons when Btarting in Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s5. 64.

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a

Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3r. 64,

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 1s. €a.; cl., 1s. 64. ea.
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints.

Nursery Hintst A Mother's Guidein lealth and Disease.

Foods for the Fat: The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of of Gout.

Alds to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s.; cloth limp, zs. o

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited,

with Imroducuon and \'oles. by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Yols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3:.6.1 ea:h.

De Guerin &, aurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN.

With a Memoir SAINTE- BPLVE. Translaled from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH-
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. y o ¥

De Maistre (Xavier). ——A Journey Round my Room. Translated

by 1IENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 64.

Derby (The): The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts

of THB OAKS. By LoL1S MENRY CURZON. Crown 8vn. cloth limp, 2c. 64.

Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-

tons. Crown 8vo, cloth exira. 75. 64.

De Windt (Harr l'y),' Books by.
Through the Gold-Fields of Alaska to Bering Stralts. With Map and 33 full-page llus.
trations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s.
True Tales of Travel and Adventure, Crown fvo. cloth, as. 64

Dickens (Charles), About England with. DBy ALFRED RIMMER,

With 57 llustrations by C. A VA\UFR!I\’)OP and the AUTHUNR, Swauare 8vo, clolh. 35. 62,

Dictionaries.

The Rsader's rfandbook of Famous Names In Flctlon, Allusions, References,
Proverbs, Plots, Storles, and Poems. By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LLL.D. A New Edi-
tion, Revised., Crown 8vo. cloth, 3r. 62,

KA Dictionary of Miracles: lnutmve. Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. BREWER,

L1..D. Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 64

l‘amlllnr Short Sayings of Great Men, With listorical and Explanatory Notes by SAMURL
A. RENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cleth extra, 7s. 61,

The Slang ‘Dictionary: Etymological, Ilistorical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cluth, 6s. 6
Words, Facts, and Phrasest A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Qut-of the-Way M.mem Ny
ELIPZER EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth estra, as. 6d.

Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., M.P.).—The British Empire.

Cruwn 8vo, buckram, 5. 67.




CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 7
Dobson (Austin), Works by.

Thomas Bewick and his Puplls. With g3 lllusteations. S,

Four Frenchwomen. Witl Four l'umai:s.9J Crown 8vo, bucl?r'::;f::i'l?':g;‘)o‘:&‘; it
Elghteenth Century Vignettes. IN TiiREE SERILS.  Cronn 8vo, buckram, 65. each

A Paladin of Phﬂ:nth_ropf. and other Papers. Withz lllusts. Cr. §vo, buckram, 65
qlgg-walk Stu_gl_es. With s Illustrations, SECOND LDITION, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt m;-;é.:.

Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical lng:;ﬁities_aﬁd Eccentricities. Post

8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by.

Post 8vo, illustrated Loards, 2. each ; cloth limp, 2r, 64, each,

The Man-Hunter. | Wanted! Busplcion Arou .

Caught at Last. Tracked to Doom, A Dl;ucuv-':o'r:l.:m l.)h-’.”ddl" oo
Tracked and Taken.| Link by Link, In the Grip of the Law.

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan ? From Information Received.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64, each : post 8vo, fllustrated boards, 2s. each : cloth, as. &, each,
The Man from Manchester. \Vith 23 Nlustrations. 3 Jo e
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. | The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. each.
The Records of Yincent Trill, of the Detective Service.—Alo picture cloth, flat back, zg,
The Adventures of Tylar Tatlock, Private Detectlve.
Deacon Brodle; or, Behind the Mask, 1 Tales of Terror,
DarE Dgedl.7Cru\vn 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 25,

D()Tv__liﬂg_(l_(gll_a[d).—Old'quc‘or_an’s Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 64.
Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol,
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Lxplanatory, an:l a Biographical Memoir hy
WILLIAM GIFFORD. _Fdited by Colonel CUNNaXGII2AM, Three Vols.
Chapman’s Works., Three Vols. Vol. 1. contains the Fla s complete ; Vol, 11, Poeins and Minar
T ranslations, with 2n Essay by A. C. SW{NBURNE : Vol. Hi/.. Translations of the tliad and Odyssey.
Marlowae's Works, ! d, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNING1AM. One Vol.
Massinger's Plays. From GIFFORD'S Teat. Edited by Colone]l CUNNINGHAM, One Vel.

Dublin Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By_A

NATIVE. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top 6s.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. EvErarp Cotes), Books by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64, each.
A Soclal Departure. With six llustrations by F. 11. TOWNSEND.
An American Girl In London, Wit 2o lllustrations b{ F. H, TOWNS
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahlb. With 37 [lustrations by ¥

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6. each. .
A Daughter of To-Day. | Yernon' unt. With 47 llustrations by JIAL HURST.

Dutt (Romesh C.).—England and India: A Record of Progress

during One Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s.

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations,
Rev. A. B, GROSART, D.IM. _ Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 64. per Volume,
Fletcher's (Glles) Complete Poems. One Vol.
Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. ~
Sidney's (S8ir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols,

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil
and on the River Plate. With 45 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. clott extra, 5.

 TOWNSEXD,

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by.
E A Point of s'lonou.r. Post 8vo.)l'llustrated boards.yan | A Plaster Baint. Cr.8vo, cl., 3. 67,
Archie Lovaell., Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s. 64. ;jlly;tgt_gd boards, 2s.

Edwards (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64,

Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Wayﬁs.

With Introduction by Rev, Dr, H. WACE, and Four lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs.
E‘g—glegﬁ (Edward).—Roxy : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.
Eriglishman {An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the

Reign of Louls Philippe ag(l_tllgﬁlnpire;Cron-n 8vo, cloth, 3s. 2{. - v My o g
éﬁé;liéh_mun's House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build-

ing a 1ouse. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and 34 Hiusts, Cr. §vo, cloth, 3r. 64.
Eye; "QOur: How to Preserve Them. By Joun BrownixG. Cr. 8vo, 1s.
L -t ., — - -

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. DBy SamurrL ArRTuuR BENT,
A.M. Fifth Ldition, Revised and Eularged. Crown €vo, cloth extra, 75. 6.
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Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. each.”

The Chemical History ol a Candle: lectures dellvcred before a Juvenils Audience. Edited
by WILLIAM CROOKES, I°.C.S.  With numemus 1lusteations.

On the Yarious Forc of Nature, and their Relations to each other. Edited by
\\'u,uut CROOKES, I.C.5. With Illustrations.

Farrer (J. Anson).—War: Three Essays, Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.
Fenn (G- Manville), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cluth extra, 3r, 64, each ; post 8vo, illustrated Loards, 25, each,

The New Mistress. | Witness to the Deed. | The Tiger Lily. | The White Yirgin,
Crown 8vo, clot h 3+, 6d. each.

A Woman Worth Winning, Double Cunning, The Story of Antony Grace
Cursed by a Fortuna. uttered Dovecote. The Man with a Shadow,
The Case of Allsa Gray. Klng of the Castle. Onec Maid’'s Mischief,
Commodore Junk, The Master of the Cere-| This Man's Wlfe.

Black Blood. monies. In Jeopardy.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt rop, 65, each.
The Bag of Dianionds, and Three Bits of Paste.
Running Amok : a Story of Adventure,
The Cankerworm : belug Episodes of a Woman's Life. | Black Shadows.

___A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6. ; picture eloth, flat back, 2s.

Flctlon A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of
__overN NF HUNDRED NOVELS, will lm sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & WINDUS upon application.

Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living
and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth llmp, 2s. 64,

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's

Treasury. By THOMAS KENTIStI. Wirh 267 Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 64.

First Book, My. By WaLTErR BEesanT, JaMEs Payn, W, CLARK Rus-
SELL, GRANT ALLEN, IIALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SiMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE,
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, II. RtDKR HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, J. ZANGWILL.,
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTtE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI, J. K. JEROME, JOIIN STRANGE
WINTER, BRET HARTE, * Q.,’ ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With 2 Prefatory S(ory
byjPROMB K. JEROME, and 155 Ilustrations. A New Edition. Small demny &vo, art linen, 3s.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by
Little Essays: Passages from the Lckters or CHARLES LAMB. TPost 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. § post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each.
Bella Donna. ' The Lady of Brantome, The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly. Never Forgotten. Seventy-five Brooke Street.
8ir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lycemn. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 64,

Flammarion (Camille), Works by.
Popular Astrongmy A General Description of the Heavens. Tnnslamdwyj ELLARD GORE,
F.R.A.S, With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, cloth, ros.
Uranias: A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown €vo, cloth extra, ss.
Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorle on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Deaxh and Minor Poems, With Notesby
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 35, 64,

Forbes (Archlbaldz .—The Life of Napoleon HI. With Photo-
gravure Frontisplece and Thirtysix full-page IMustratlons. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Forbes (Hon. Mrs, Waiter R. D).—Dumb. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d,

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64, each; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2. each.
One by One. | A Real Queen. | A Dog and his ghadow. | Ropes of Sand. lilust,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Queen Cophetua. | Olympia. | Romances of the Law. | Xing or Knave?
Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,
Frederic (Harold), Novels by, Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd. each ;

illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Seth's Brother's Wite. | The Lawton Girl.

Frir’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1903.
Zdited by Jou )on‘i LANE, Published Annually, Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6.

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth ] limp. 1s. Gd. each.
A Year's Work {n Garden and Greonhouse. By GEORGRE GLENNY. -
Household Hortioulture. By To and)r NE JERROLD. Illustrated. 3
The Garden that Pald the Rant. By ToM JERROLD.

Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Tale of *The Terror.’ Trans-
lated by JOHN DE VILLIERS, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WO0OD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3¢, 64.
plcmre cloth, fat back, 2r.
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Gentleman’ gazi i Stort
T z;‘nu.? Mae',azme', The. 1s, Monthly.  Contains Stories
A P Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and *Table Talk’ by SyLvanus UnrBax, E

o Ta* Bound Va:ulzfx__/o:_f:sut years kept i stock, 8s, 6d. cack, Cases Sfor biding, 23, each, i

(le'[‘,:?n’sﬁll:d tE’ohpularT Stories. Collected by the Brothers GRridMM an;i
y EDGAR TAYLOR. With I i J! Steel Plates after

__ GEORGE C}ib;ﬂu\xk. Square 8vo:‘:io::§?:‘}lacxs.‘?':zi}:}:: &;{'P;:f%f“m. Aty

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by, Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. Lovin, D T
The Golden Shaft, With 'runtispiece. Of Hign Dogree | 1be Braes of Yarrow.
The Flower of the Forest. Queen of the Moadow,

Post 8vo, itlustrated boards, 21. each.

£he Dead Heart, " | In Pastures Green. 1 P
E:or Lack of Gold. In Love and War. l;‘e:‘r‘:p:ol;:llazohut?d'
Y/hat Willthe World Say?| A Heart's Probiem. Blood-Money.

ror the King. By Idead .
A Hard Knogr.: _I-'znc;t‘re&er:d S
Gibitey (§omerville).~5entenqed I Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64.

(llllz_t;rlt’s (W. S.) Original Plays. - In 3 Series, post 8vo, 25, 6d. each.
The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World—P rgwalion and “harity— riCa,—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury—Jolanthe. | >~ Galatgasthanky, e
The SECOND SERIES : Broken | carts—Eagaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan1 Druce—Tom Cobls
~H.M.S. * Pinafore '~ The Sorcerer—The liraies of Penzance,
The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tra;zedg—_l-’oggeny's Vairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstern -
Patience—~Princess Ida—The Mikado—R u. digure—The Yenmen of the Guard—The Gondollers —
The Mountebanks—Utopia.

Elght Original Comic Operas written by W. S. GILEERT, Twé Series, demy 8vo, cloth, 2. 61,
each. The FIRST SERIES contains: The Sorcerer—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore '— T he Pirates of Penzance—
Iolanthe—Patience—Princess Tda—The Mikado—Trial by({ury.

The SECOND SERIES contains: The Gondoliers—The Grund ljuke—The Yeomen of the Guard—
His Exceliency—Utopia, Limited—Ruddi The M ks—Haste to the Wedding.

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Dook: Quaotations for Every Duy in the ¥ ear, selectesd
from Plays by W. S, GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSON.
Royal r6mo, Japanese leather, 25, 64.

Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post S\To,
illustrated boards, 2s.
Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each,
!

A Secret of the North Sea. The Wealth of Mallerstaog.
Knitters in the Sun.

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 31. 64. each ; post 2vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

The Lost Helress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adveuture. With Two llustrations by I, N1SBET.

The Fossicker: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two llustrations by HUME NISHET.

A Falr Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEV Wo0OD.

The Golden Roek. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WoOD. Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 3+. 61,

Kloof Yarns, Crown8vo cloth, 15. 64,

Tales from the Yeld. With Twelve lilustrations by M. NtSBET. Crown 8va, cloth, 35, 64

Max Thornton. With 8 lllustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, gilt

edges, ss. ; cloch, gilt top, &s. 3

Glenny {George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and (Greenhouse:

Practical Advice astothe Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, 15.; cloth, 5. 61,
Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cli, 2s.
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations

from the Best Authors. By T!tEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6% 2
'G.?)(;dﬁ_a‘n_(-E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s: 64,
Jore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.).—The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc-

tion to the Study of the Stars and Nebulz, Crown 8vo, cloth, 25, net. e
Grace (Alfﬁ:d A.).—Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64,

i i ntique
d Romans, The Life of the, described from A
Gr.sgxlu(jemgnny EIE.\'ST C.rm_' and W. KONER. Edited by Dr, F. HUBFERR. With 545 IHustra:
tions. Large crown 8';"' cloth extra, 75. 6d.

Greenwood (James: Casual”)—The Prisoner

ames: ‘“The Amateur Casual’’). > !

Grlie:!lx:vl())l?c‘]i( ;(,'J, Four Years’ Daily Experiences In the London Police q".“.’f"r(‘";;"_:d: y"sl: .
( Sir G Roman Y : Bein e

rge),—The Romance of a Proconsul: g

9 r}?g'son(fll.li‘re gdeﬂengoir)s'o( Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C,B, By JAMES MILNE. With Postrait. gzcoxu ;

EDITION. Crown 8vo, buckram, 65, I:

*
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Griffith SCecil).—CorinihT:i Marazion: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth

extia, 35, 64,

Qunter (A. Clavering, Author of *Mr. "Barnes of New York').—

__A Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Guttenberg (Violet), Novels by.
Neither Jew nor Greek. ol b _Ths Power of the Palm’st.

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans-
lated Irom the Germnan of Dr, J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, 15.: cloth, 1s. 6.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,, 6s. each,
New Symbols. of the Merrow. | The Serpent Play.,
» cloth extra, 8s.

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey’s Patient, By Mrs. L, T. Meapr and

CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D, C(oyrn 8vo, clo_l’i.__’tf._g{.-_ P 4y S e -
Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous
1Mustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK,
Small deniy 8vo, cloth extra, 75, 64.

Hall (Owen), Novels by.
The Track ot a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31, 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.
Jetsam, Crown 3vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt (:z';:-érerach.
_lgglu. | _Hernando.

Halliday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, picture bds., 25,
Hamilton (Cosmoz, Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 64. each.
The Glamour of the Impossible, | Through a Keyhole.
%,* The two stories may also be had bound together in one volume, crown 8ve, cloth, 31. éd.

Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works, Revised by the Author, LIBRARY
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crawn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each.

Vol 1. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait.
- Il. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—BOMEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LLEGEND,
o 11l TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES.
w 1V. GABRIEL CONROY. | Vol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &¢,
w+ VI TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE.
w ViI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SL.OPE—II. With Portrait by JOUN PETTIE, R.A.
« VIII. TALES OF THE PINE AND T{tE CYFRESS.
» 1X. BUCKEYE AND CHAFPAREL,
w  X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, &c.

Bret Harte's Choice Works, in Prose and Verse, With Portralt of the Author and 4o lilus.
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64

Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand.-made paper, Crown 8vo, buckram, 45.6.4.

Some Later Yerses. Crown 8vo, linen gilt, 5s,

Ip a Hollew of the Hllls. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2r.

Condensed Novels. (1iec Two Series In gﬂe Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, giit top, 2s. net ; leattier,
gilt edges, 3+ net.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s5. each.
QGn the Old Trall, From Sandhill to Pine.
Under the Redwoods. Storles In Lignt and Shagow.
r. Jack Hamlin's Medlation,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. each,
Gabriel Conroy.
A Walf of the Plains. ith 6o lllustrations by STANLEY I.. Woon,
A Ward of the Golden Gate. ith sg lllustrations by STANLEY L., WoOD,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67, cach.

S8asy: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 llustrations by W. 1. ALMOND and others.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. With 39 Nustrations by DUDLEY H{ARDY and others
Clarencet A Siory of the American War. Withi Elght IHustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN,
Barker's Luck, &c. With 3y llustrations by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c.
Devil’'s Ford, &c. With a Frontispicce by W, 1I. OVEREND,
The Crusade of the * Excelslor,” Witha lirontispiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE.
Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on lleavy Tree 1lill. With 8 IlNustrations by ]. GULICH.
Tales of Tr: and Town, With Frontispicce by G. I. JACOMB-1100OD,
New Condensed Novels: Burlesques,

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each; picture cloth, flat backs 2s. each
The Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sensation Novels Condensed.
A Sappho of Green swlnfl. | Colenel Starbottle's Cijent.
Protegee of Jack Hamlin's. With numerous llnstrations.

Post 2vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
An Heiress of Red Dog. | The Luck of Roaring Camp. | Californian Storles.
Post 8vo, Mustrated boards, 2s. each 3 cloth, 21, &7. each.

Filp, i aruja. ] Phyllis of the Sierras,
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Handwriting, The Philo f. Wi “acsimiles and
! s sophy of. With over 100 Facs
__hxgl.}nn!or‘y__‘r_e_x_l. By Q_Oﬂi}’.ﬁl.l}i[ﬂ(_‘b"_MLXMANcA. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 25. 6{.ac LSS and
tlanky-Panky: Easy and Difiicult Tricks, ite

¢ R icks, White
__ Mand, &e. Edited by W, 1. C_};IE!‘IE!!‘. With 200 1lustratio .

gic, Sleight of
ns, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6. 5

Hardy (Rev. E. J., Author of * How to be Happy though Married *).—

Love, Courtshlp, and Harrllga._ Crown 8vo, clotl, 3s. 62,
Hardy (1za Duffus), Novels by. 2
Crown 8vo, cloth, giit top, 6s. each. .
| an, Woman, and Fate.
lardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree. Post $vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d, ; illustrated boards, 2s.: cloth linp, 25, 64.—Also the FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo
cloth, gilt top, 2r. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. . A
Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art of Beanty, With Coloured Frontispiece and gr llustrations. Square 8vo, cloth Ids., 65.

Tha Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Wustratlons. Sq. 8vo, clotf bds., 6r.
The Art of Dress. \ith 32 Illustrations, Post SV‘:J, | c(lth. 15. 6, e s

Chaucer for Schools, With the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised.
With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d.

__Chaucer for Chilldren. With 38 Bgﬁtraliollﬁ.!ﬂ Colouredi. Crown gto, cloth extra, 3¢. &f.

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: WAsHINGTON

IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL MOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL L.LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK
TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. e s

The Lesser Evil,

Crown Evo. cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 25. each,
Garth, Ellice Quentin. Beatrix Randolph., With Four lluste
Fortune’s Fool. Dust, Iour lllusts. David Poindexter's Disappearancs.

. | The Spectre of the Camera.
5 Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
Mles Cadogna. | Love—or a Nim:.

_B_ebnltlan Strome. Crown 8vo, c_lvmh, 35, 6d.
Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by.
__ London Souvenirs, | London Memoriest Social, Historlcal, and Topographical
Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Anlmals and thelr Masters. | Boclal Pressure.

Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth exna.}:ﬁ:ﬁipott 8vo, illustrated boards, 21,
Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo.cl, 35 Gd.
Henty (G. A.), Novels b?r.h e X

, th ler. Post8vo, , 35, 6d. 1 illustrate: ards, 25,
g:l{:‘:lbol"l':oi:!d%r::'l Booscr:‘;.c %am:;: Frontisplece by STANLEY L. WOOD, Small demy 8vo,

cloth, gilt edges, 55,
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. éd. each.
The Quean's Cup. ] Dorothy's Double.
Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64.

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans-
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevaller Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and
the People. With 22 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. . d

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64.;
post 8vo, picture boards, 2r.

hn), Works by.
Hi'l‘!‘e&!?n-!%l’ony. Post 8vo, Xzards. 28, | _The Common Ancestor, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. &1,

i A% Is by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each,
HTE-S 33,‘3.1‘? S " Bilk and Steel.

Hoey (Mrﬁashel).——The_l,p_vér:rs~Creed. Post_éy_'g, boards, 2s.
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. SnoLr, Sir H. MAXWELL,

N, J v 1. MCCARTHY,

WATSON, JANR BARLOW, MARY LOVETT CAL(ERPN:!LS_TKK M TH
31151'?5’?&&?}‘."\\;‘ c';\g,m.mj. ). H. SALTER, PHGBR ALLEN, . J. BECKETT, L. RIVERS VINE,
and C. F. GORDON CUMMING. ~Crown 8vo, cloth, 15, 6d. o

ol liver Wendell), Works by.
Ho’l!)‘n‘:elih()gu ;f the Brnakrnt)-"l‘ubl?. lqustmed by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth
i ition, 8vo, cloth, 2. 2 ;
Thgm h;:gitAo'iozlt‘:: %dr‘:osrl‘( )lo:;-';‘il:l: 'anid The Prolessor at the Breaklast-Tabls
In One Vol, Post 8vo, half-bound, 25,

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 5.
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Hood's (Thomas) Cholice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of
the Author, Portrait, and 200 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d.
Hood ‘s Whims and Oddltles. With 851 T'ost &vo, hali-t d, 25.

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and lloaxes. With a Life, A \cw Edition, with a IFrontispiece.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, &7,

Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by.

For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

d Crown Bvo, cloth, 3r. 64. each
‘Twixt Love and Duty., Wih a Frontispiece. | The Incomplete Adventurer.
Y. The Nugents of Carrlconnu. | Nell Haffenden. Witk 8 liiustrations by C. GREGORY.

Horne (R. Hengist). —Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph
Portrait by SUMERS, Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75.

Ho:;nung (E. W.).—The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8vo, cloth,
xilt top,

Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'Islande). Trans-

lated by Sir GILEERT CAMPBELL., Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. &L

Hume (Fergus), Novels by.
The Lady from Nowhere. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3: 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, asr
___The Mtillonalre Idystery. Crown gvo, cloth, as.

Hungerford {Mrs., Author of ° \Iolly an ), Novels by.

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 31, 67. eack; post Bvo, illustrated bourds, 2s. each : cloth imp, 2s. 64, each,

A Maiden All Forlorn, Peter' s wue. An Unsatlsfactory Lover.
In Durance Yile. Lady P he Professor's Experiment.
Marvel. Lndx‘vernu s Flight. ! ’rhe Three Graces.

A Modern Clrce. The Red-House Mystary. | Nora Creina.

April's Lady. | A Mensal Struggdle.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6.4, each.
_An Anxious Moment. | The he Coming ol Chloe. | A Point of f Conselence. | L Lovice.

Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chlmney Corner, &c. Edited

by EDMUND OLLIER. Tost gvo, half-bound, zs.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3r. 67. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2¢. each.
The Leaden Casket. | Belt-Condemned. S That Qther Person,

Mrs. Jullet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d.

Hutchison (\N M.).—Hints on Colt-b breaking. With 23 lllustra.

__tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, as. 6.

Hydrophobla An Account of M. PasTeur’s System ; The Techmque of
liis Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crwn Bvo. clath extra, 6.

Idler Magazine (The). Edited by RoBERT Bakr. Protusely ftws-
trated. 64. Monthly. -1

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64,

Indoor Paupers. By ONE oF Tuen. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d.
Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.—The Tear of Kalee.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt t top, 6s.

In Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and
arranged by LUCY RIDLEY. Small square Evo, cloth, 25, 6d4. net: lenther._:;.r &4 _net.

Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. A New [idition. Crown 8o, cloth, z5.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A.
PERCBVA':_C_EA\ ES. Post 8vo, clo(h l‘nﬂp.fr 6d.

Irving (Sir Henry): A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceunt.
Bv PFRCY}IT;( SERALD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64, e

James (C. T C ). — A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds., Post

&vo. cloth limo, 1s.

Jameson (\Villmrn) —My Dead Self. Post 8vo, clotl, 2s, 64.
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. - 8vo, cloth, 5,
Jennings (Henry J.), Works b)

Curlosities of Criticlgsm, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2, 64.
Lord Tennyson1 A Biographical Sketch. With Pummz Post 8vo, cloth, 15. €d.
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Jefferies {Richard), Books by. T

The Open Air. Post 8vo, clolh, 2s. 64,

;
Ratare oo E:?;dn:;o. buckram, 6r. each ¢ post 8vo, cloth limp, 25, 67, each.
. | __The Life of the Fields.

Iso, the LARGE Tyen, Fing PR N of fe of the Flelds, Pott 8vo, cloth,
A ) Pal
Al R EDITION of The Li e 3

The Eulogy ot Richa T A
Criwit 8o clol ema.l‘(:‘l. Jeflerles. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait.

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by.

?::iai%lg‘gi'ﬂ‘e‘;iéh?cl“;’\i'i‘(rll:‘rizol‘:lsulirysji Bl[i\R\' \Eg\%\ u'rlnrmcn. Feap. 4to, pleture cover. 5.

L ngerfie!d, &c. o Hiusts, b . Boy JOUNGULICH. Feap. fve, plc. cov.
lerro,d (Douzl d 3. BoYD and Jou L 8o, pic. cov, 1s. 64,
A glas).—The Barber's Chair: hog
_l.”eg.tera; Post 8o, printed on laid paper and hnl{~boumci. z.r‘t"r § GRE - “edgehog

Jerrold (Tom), Works b: t 8vo, 1s. ea. ; cloth limp, s, 64, eac
r ; ; i 3
Tho Gax'(de“ th)a',t mug :1::3 ngt. Post 8vo, 1s. ea. ; cloth limp, 1s. 64, each,
3 ___gusgh‘oling}lculture: A Gossip about Flowers. Hllustrated.
esse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25,

Jones (William, F.S.A.}, Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extr;;s.-bd: each.

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Ieg : /i
¢ His L Legendary, and Anecdotal.  With Hund d.
Crov!nl an: Coronatlop ¢ A Histony of Regalia. With g1 lllus!rallon': LR

Joglﬁi(:g:ﬁ _(l?_\en) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
e §v|;,"ccl;o‘zh';i?:g:";}.)u‘;‘nl‘c’fxlfu GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGItAM.  Three Vols,
J osephus, Z“!‘ie Complete Works of. Translated by Wiiston, Con:
e Fora! Fak Blvut;.uﬁilzrcl';ﬁ:,Jue:v;.sd.:nd *The Wars of the Jews.” With 52 MNlustrations and Maps,

Kempt (Robert).—Pencii and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists,

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64,

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous

- Ab'kelchcs._l_’ojt 8vo, ﬁ:xstialegibognlf. 25. ; cloth, 25. 6.

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
‘The Wearing of the Green.' 1 Pasclon’s Siave. 1 Deli Barry.

A Dr:_},lnpfc_gma. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 67. ; post 8 o, iliustrated boards, 2s.

Kipling Primer (A).  Including Biographical and Critical Cbaprers,
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. 1. KNOWLES, Editor ol
' The Golden Treasury ot American Lyrics’ With Two Portraits, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64. -

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — 1he

Patlent's Yade Mecum: Iow to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 12. 64,

Knights (Tle) of the Licii: A Komance of the Thirteenth Ceutury.
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.

Lambert(George).—The President of Boravia. Crown 8vo,cl., 35.6d,

Lamb’s (Charles) Coniplete Works in Prose and Verse, including
! Poetry for Children “and ' Prince Dorus.’ Edited, with Notes and Intzaduction, by R. i Sitgp.
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the * Essay on Roast Pig." Crown 8vo, cloth, 3z. 64,

The Essays ot Ella. Post 8vo, printed on lald paper and halt-bound, 21

Little Essxys: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY
F1TZGERAL. _Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. 3

The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT.
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait.  Fcap, 8vo, hall-bound, 2s. 64,

Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William
Shakspeare, &c. Letore Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582, To wiaeh
is added, A Conference ot Master Edmund S8penser with the Larl of Essex, touching the
State of Ireland, :g95. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburgiie, 25,

Lane (Edward W?Tliaml.—’l‘lie Thousand and One Niglits, com-

in England The Arablan Nighta’ Entertalnments. Translated from the Aralic,
?i?lr:lgf:ﬂ:.d;ﬁuls::ﬁti?l with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-FOOLZ. Thres Vuls., demy 8vo, cloth, 5. 64 ea.

rwood (Jacob), Works by.

LaA neodotes( of the Z:'Iergy. Post 8vo, lald paper, half cloth, a5,
Thea%> cal Anecdates. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. 6d. ™
Hum) r of the Lawt Forensic Anaecdotes. Post8vo, cloth, 25,

Leitmann (R. C.), Works by. DPost 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64. cach,

dyer at Cambridde. §
g:x:sgrgltlla{a! Hints for Young Shooterst A Gulde to Folite Tak.

e

v
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Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne., Prinied on hand-made

paper, bound in buckram. ss.

Letand (C. Godfrey). —A Manual of Mending and Repairing.

With IXagrams. Crown 8vo, cluth, 55, & 3
Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madanie Sans-(iéne. Translated from
the r'rench by JOItN DE VIt.L1ERS. Post va c‘olh. 35. ¢ e!  picture boards, 2f.
leys (John K.), Novels by.
The Lindsays. Post8vo, picturebds..2s. | A Sore Temptation., Cr, 8vo, cloth, gilt top. A1,

Lilburn (Adam)—A Tragedy in Marble. Crown »vo.cloth, 35. 64,

Lindsay (Harry, Author of ‘Methodist Idyils’), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, clath, 35. 64, each.

Rhoda Roberts. | The Jacobite: A Rowance of the Conspiracy of * The I'ory."
Crowti 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
Judah Pyecroft. Puritan. I The Story of Leah,

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by.
An Octave of Friends., Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3+, 35, 6d, each ; post 8ro, illustrated boards, 25, each,

Patricia Kembail. | Iona. Under which Lord ? With 12 Illustrations,
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. ‘My Love:’ | Sowling the Wind.
The World Well Lost, With 1z lllusts, Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser

The One Too Many. Dulcie Everton. | With a Sliken Thread,

The Rebe! of the Family,

I'ost 8vo, cloth liup, 2s. 64, each.
¥Y/71tch Btories. Ouraelves: Essays on Women.
Freeshooting: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LLYNN LINTON,

Lowe (Charles, M.A.),—Our Greatest Living Soldiers. \With

8 Portraits. Crown 8vo, clolh, 35, 64,

Lucy (Henty W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cioth

extra, 5. 6d. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25.

McCarthy Justm), Works by.

A Hlstor of Our Own Times, (rom the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of
{um,uw EDtTION.  Four Vols,, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR

l DITION, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, &5. each.—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an
Appcmhxof Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols,, large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6. each,

A History of Our Own Times, 1rom 188 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demny 8vo, cloth extra,
1325. : or crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

A Short Hlatory of Our Own Times. One Vol, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65.—Also a CHEAP
POPULAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 25, 64.

A History of the Four Georges and of William the FPourth. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY
and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTIIY. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125, each.

The Reaign of Queen Anne. z vols., dciny 8vo, cloth, 125 each,

Reminliscences. Witha Portrait. Two Vols . deuy 8vo, cloth, 24s,

Crown 8vo, Cloth extra, 35, 67, each; post 8vo, illustrat= boards, 2. eacli; cloth Kmp, 25, 64, each

The Waterdale Neighbours. Donna. Quixote. With 12 lllustrations,

My Eneniy's Dlughter. he Comet of a Seasan.

A Fair S8axon. I inley Rochford. Maid of Athans. With 12 Mlustrations,

Dear Lady Disdaln, | The Dictator. Camiolat A Girl with « Fortime.

Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Ilhnstrations, Red Ciamonds. | The Riddle Ring,

Crown gvo, cloth, 35, ¢d. each.

The Three Disdraces, and other Sturies. | Mononiat A Love Story of * Forty-elght.”

'Th? }}“‘h‘ lg;onoun.blt.' By JUSTIN MCCARTItY and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crowndvo,
< Ol i1 exlra .

McCarthy Qustin tin Huntly), Works by.

The French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1785-91). Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 125, each,
An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8y 0, 15, : cloth, 15, &7,
Ireland Since the Unjon: Sketcles of Irish 1listory, 17981886, Crown 8vo, cloth, &5,
HaflzIn London : Poems. Small8vo, old cloth, 35. i
Our Beneation Novel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.: cloth limp, 15. 6d.
Doom?: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.
Dally A Sketch. Crown 8vo, plcture cover, 1s.
u{ 883 A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. ; cloth limp, 15, 64,
ondon Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 64.
The Royal Christopher. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64,
MacColl (Hugh), Novels b

Mr. Stranger's Scaled Packet. Post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 25,
EBdror Whitlock. Crown 8vo, cloth ex:ra, és.

Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.

Macﬂregor (Robert).—Pastlmes and Players: Notes on Popular

Games. oﬂaro, cloth Einp, 2s. 6.

Maci:ox;ay (Robert).—A Blow over the Heart. Crown 8vo, cloth,
£ top, &,
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MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. - £

‘Works of Fancy and Imag! '
5 nation. Ten Vols., 16mo, :
o lme!\ leuu}cs niay be had separately, in Grolier clotl, atl:r.'&‘;.loe‘:’éhgm sdgas,ln.cloty Cade, AR
ol W T\):xhﬂlt):!;‘\;;) \E\NT){IOU'&—TME HIDDEN LIFE. :
» . SCIPLE.~THE GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK OF SONNETS JAN SONGS,
i g 2 SP -BOOK ONNETS.~ORGAN SONGS,
" 3S.—~SONGS OF THE DAYS AN TS, X E X
O SO SONG S 08 TR S AND NIGHTS.—A BOOK OF DREAMS.~ROAUSIOR
" vI\{.‘}"IAﬁ’:{BL&S.;BALLADS.-—SCOTCH SONGS.
wV. & VI ANTASTES: A Yaerie Romance. Vol VIL. T I
wV ;1\1 EHE'UGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART -SHAIM‘)\\'S?!E Vs
el T:%s(s:é’g:ft}))ﬁ?ii.;-‘gna_r(}ou‘)‘an KEY.—THE CARASOYN.—LITILE DAYLIGHT
" A TER—TItE WOW O’ RIVVEN.—THE CAStLE.—-TNE KEN SW
SOy ;,Tlm J2 R Tl g Al e e CASTLE.~TNE BROKEN SWORDS.
ostlc F onal
meﬁn Svo,otiz:zrg:;,?:r.“rge MacDonaid, Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols
;hThrfe?ld Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACI)ONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s.
antastes: A Faeric Romance. \With 23 lllustrations b BeLL, C
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown v o By s W
€ : B 0, cloth extra, 3s5. 6d4. 3 post . 5
Lillith: A Roniance. SECOND EDIVtON. Crown 8vo, cl(-:!‘h cxtra.p6:. i A

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or,

Music at Twilight. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 6s.

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus 0'Shea.—Brave Men
__ Small demy 8.vo.clo!}::géilﬁ‘:éigeess,ogx.‘he British Flag. With 8 Ilustrations by STANLEY L. WooOD.
Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of HHlustrious Literary Charac-
::gn ;nggd(l;:;r_fmis:}l‘?y D‘A;‘I}:EIL iMA_cus'nz: with Memuirs—Biogzraphical, Critical, ]\ibliogp.»lm.l,
T wa“a&;‘ectlxom :“r;'e;;ugz of the former half of thie Present Century. by WiLL1AM

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
In tha Ardennes. With so lllustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOLD.
Piotures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 lllusts. by T. R. MACQUOtD.
Through Normandy. With oz Hllustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID.

Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
Edited by W, H. CREMER. With 200 lustrations. Arown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 64

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Tllustrations. Crown 8ve, 15. ; cloth, t5. 6d.

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

Museum, 3 feet by z feet, with Arms and Seals embtazoned in Gold anrﬁoiours_, -

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTCOMERIE RAN-
KING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Mallock (W. H.), Works by.

The Naw Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 3r. 643 picture hoards, z2s.
The New Paul and Yirginia: Positivism on an Islan i. Tost 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Posms. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. | Is Lite Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.

Margueritte (Paul and Victor).—The Disaster. Translated by
 FREDERIC LeEs. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3¢ 6d. : J . S
Marlowe’s Works. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Colonel FquN(;HAM. Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 3s. 64

Mason (Finch).—Annals of the Horse-Shoe Club. With 5 Illus-
trations b}_!/hg_l\_p'l‘llOR. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6.

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of WiLLIAM GiFForD, Edited
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3¢ 6.

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus-
_}rat_edbonrés.:_x.;rlothrli”m_p.:.r.fi_‘i e 3 i . = ‘)d’ ad . ’
Max O’Rell, Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 0d. each.
s Betwaen Ourseives.
Her Royal Highness Wom;:mh'“}nl )Vomnplangl. 5 ;
-ade (L. T.), Novels by.
I“elaggd(lt‘r Jf)t;rtuna. Crown)s,vo. cloth, 35, 64.; post 8vo, Iustrated boards, 25.
Crown 8vo, clotly, 35. 64. each,

i ati Adventuress.
The VYoice of the Charmsr. With 8 Lllustrations. l An >

he Brink of a Chasm. The Blue Diamond,
!I‘nh:nSlIx-raan. R gga‘\;ayrof a Woman. l A Stumble by ths wWay.
Dr, Rumsey’s Patient. K Son of Ishmael.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, &s. each.
This Troublesoms Werld. | Rosebury.

~ S . . e -
Merivale (Herman).—Bar, Stage, and Platform; Autobiographic
Memories. With 2 Portrait, Crown 870, cloth, gilt top, 65,
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Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. »
The Man who was Good. Post Bvo, picture boards, as.
Crown Bvo, cloth, 3r. 64. each, 34']
Thig Btege of Fools. . | Cynthia: A Daughter of the Philistines.

Mexlcan Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E. SWEPRT and J. ARMOY KNOX.  With 265 liiustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Miller $Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The

House of Life. With nuinerous Hlustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

Milton (J. L.).—The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Post 8vo,

5. ; cloth, 1s. 64.

Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.

Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by.
The Lone Star Rush, With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H. HARDY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6&

Crowm 8vo, clath, gilt top, és. each,

Only a Nigger. { The Belforts of Culben.
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. -
Plotters of Paris. | The Temple of Death. | Towards tha Eternal Snowa

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each,
The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Zululand, Witk s Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WO0OD,
Reanshaw Fanning's Quest. With a Froatisplece by STANLEY L. WOOD,

The Triumph of Hilary Blachland,

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, each; picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each.
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley.
The King's Assegal, With Six fult-page lliustrations by STANLEY L. Wo0OD.
Haviland’s Chum. Crown 8vo, cioth, gilt top, 6s.

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth,
35, 64. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama.
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE. W. OgORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER,
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM, lmperial 4to, buckram, 215,

Montagu (Irving).—Things 1 Have Seen in War. With 16 full-

page Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Moore (Thomas), Works bxy.
The Eplcurean| and Alclphron. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s.
. Prose and Yerse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Ydited
o by R. 1L, SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75.

Morrow (W. C.).—Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With 106 1llustra-
tlons by EDOUARD CUCUEL. $mall demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6.

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 64. each,

Basile the Jester. Witk Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.

Young Lochinvar. i The Golden Idol.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each.
The Dead Man's Secret. 1 From the Bosom of the Deep.

Storles Weird and Wonderful. Post8va. illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 5. 64.
Maild Marian and Robin Hood, With ra Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
3. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, ar1.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each,
A Life's Atonement. A Model Father. Bob Martin's Little Girl,
Joseph's Coat. 12 lilusts, | Old Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges.
Coals of Fire. 3Hlusts. Cyric Fortune. !rontisp, A Wasted Crimae,
Yal Strange. By the Gate of the Bea. 1n Direst Peril.
Hearts. ‘ A Bit of Human Nature. Mount Despalr.
The Way of the World. | First Person Singular. A Capful o' Nails.

The Making of a Novellst i An Experiment in Autoblography. With a Collotype Portrait. Cr,
8vo, buckram, 3. 64,

HF Contemporaries in Fioction, Crown 8vo, buckram, 3r. 64.

His Own Ghost., Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

t:

Crown 8vo, cloth, 25, 6d. each.
This Little Worid. 1 A Race for Millions. | The Church of Humanity,
Tales in Prose and Yerse. With Frontispiece by ARTHUR HOPKINS.
Despair's Last Journey. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Josenh'; Coat. POPpLAR_EDxTxUN, medium Bvo, od,
Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by.

Craowm 850, cloth extra, 3r. 6d. each; post Bvo, llustrated boards, zr. each.
One Traveller Returns, | Tho Bishops’' Bibio.
Paul Jones's ‘Alfas, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLET.
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Murray (Henry), Novels by.
P

R B S o ost 8vo, cloth, es. 64. each,
2 i | __A Bong ol Bixpence.
:?lvbolt_(ﬂ.).——’l aken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, 1s.
isbet (Hume), Books by. Bl
Ball Up. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62,3 post 8vo, Hlustrated boards, 2,

Dr. Bernard 8t, Yincent. Post8vo, lllu';tmzed boards, 2f,
Lessons in Art, With 21 lilustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, as. 64.

Norris (W. E.), Novel
. S . >
e é{’ ity 2::l;ch. by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64. each ; post 8vo,
ain nn’s. i Billy Bellew. Wi g g
Miss Wentworth’s Idea. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, i Piaiopioth v (PP

v 7
Ohnxzcc:ttor(gsg:ag:s), Novels by. IIJOS;& 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
. Last Love.
ﬁo"‘,"?“ﬁ Gift. Crown8vo, cloth, 35. 64. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2.
ThaeY‘T epths. Translated by F. ROTRWELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 6d.
oman of Mystery., Translated by F. ROTHWELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 62,

Ohvxg;l:%ngu (Mrs.), Novels by, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
rimrose Path, | Whiteladles. | The Greatest Helress in England,
__The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. e

i
0’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by :

Fcap. 8vo, , 75, 6d. each,
Music and Moonlight. s _Bvo o cx‘;a z gior::uhut a Worker,
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1os. 6d.

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 64. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea.

Held in Bondage A Dog o! Fl and

3 N anders, In Maremma. ! W

E{_{co;rln. Pascarel. | Signa. mmbl.‘ i i Syriin. 3

2 rathmore. | Chandos. | Two Wooden Shoes. Frascoes. 1 thmar,

uacél Castlemalne's Gage| In a Winter CltY. Princess Napraxine.

Pn er Two Flags. Ariadne. { Friendship. Guilderoy. | Ruflino.

l:_ut:k. 1 Idalia. A Villaga Commune. Two Offanders.
olia-Farine. Moths. ! Plptstrello. Santa Barbara.

& POPULAR EDITIONS, medivm 6vo, 64. each.

nder Two Flags. | Moths. | Held in Bondage.| Puck. | Strathmere. [Shorily.

The Waters of Edera. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3r. 64, ; plcture cloth, flat back, 31,

YW/isdom, Wit, and Pathos, selccted from the Work of OUIDA by F. SVYDNBY MORRIS, Past
8vo, cloth extra, 55.—CHEAP EDITION, i}l_uszra(:d boards, 25

Paimer (W. T.).—Lake-Country Rambles. With a Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo, linen, giit

CrownBvo,linen, giittop, 6s. L =
Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sit
BARTLE FREKE. l’o_s}isvo,ril‘.uclratcd boards, 25.

T ot o) ”, e PN I " 2 ~,
Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalogue of the, for 1902. (Twenty-
~_fourth Year.) With over 300 Jllystrations. Demy 8v0, 3¢ 3 il gesi i
Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical
Introduction and Notes by “T. M'CRIE, D.D. Post 8vo, hal(—rciqulh_.rcr. 3

Payn (James), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64 each; post Bvo, Hustrated boards, 22, each,

Lost Sir Kassingberd. The Famlly Scapegracé.

A County Famlly. Hollday Tasks. .

Less Blstk than We're Palnted. The Talk of the Town. With 13 Hlusts,

By Proxy. | For Cash Only. The Mystery of Nirbridge.

High S»irits. The Word and the will.

A Confidential Agent. With r2 Ilhsts. The Burnt Million.

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 lllusts. "Sunny sStorles. | A Trying Patlent.
F: Po‘wnm - e boa}r‘ds' ”&cnﬁh'ad G doline's Harvest.

Humorous Storles. rom Exlle. oun ead. wean a 3

The Foster Brotherls. Mirk Abbey. |A Marine Residence.

Marriea Beneath Hlm. Tho Canon's Ward.

Bentinck’s Tutor. | Waltor's Word, Not Wooed, But Won.

A Perfect Treasure. Two Hundred Pounds Reward.

Like Father, Like gon. The Best of H\llbll’\s‘l-

A Woman’'s Yengeance. 4 Halves. what He Cost Her

Carlyon’s Ycar. Cecit’s Tryst. Fallen Fortunes. Kits A Memory.

Murphy’s Master. ‘ At Her Meroy. Under Ove Rool. Glow-worm Tales,

The Clyffards of Clyfte. A Prince of the Blood.

Bome Private Ylews. PR e 4 2

A Modern Dick whittington i or, A Patron of Letters. Witha Portrait of the Authir. Crowa
8vo, cloth, 35. 64. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25 -

In Peril an Privation. With 17 1llustrations.  Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6.

Nates from the ' News. Crown 8vo, cluth, u./§d.

Payne (Will).—Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. od."
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Paul (Margaret A.).—(Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with

Frontispiece by ITELEN PATERSON, 31, 671 post 8vo, illastrated boards, 2s.

Pennell-Elmhirst (Captain E. : ** Brooksby "").—The Best of the

Fun. With Coloured and Plaln Hlustrations by JOHN STURG I’\\ Royal Bvo cloth. Shortly.

Penneli (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, clotn, 2s. 4. ea.

Puck on Pegasua. With 1Hlustrations,
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page lustrations by G. DUr MAURIER.
The Muaees of Mayfair: Versde Socicte. Selected by H. C. PENNELL.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by “Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. each,
An Old Mald’'s Paradise. _ Burglars in Paradlsa.

Bayond the Gatos, Post8vo, picture cover, 15. ; cloth, ts. 67.
Jack the Fisherman. Ilustrated by C. W. RyeD. Crown 8vu, cloth, 15. 67,

Phil May’s Skeich-Book. Containing 54 Hnmorous Cartoons. Crown

falio, cloth, 2s. 64.

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, canvas, giit top ss. each.
Famous Yioliniste and Fine Vlo! lnu. { The Contassions ol a Yisl nist,
Yolce and Violin: Sketches, Anecdotes, and Reminiscences,

Pilll(mgton (Lionel L.).—Mallender's Mistake. Crown 8vo, cioth,
gilt top, 6s. 6s.

Planche (J. R.), Works by

The Pursuivant ol Arms. \'hh s“ Plates and 209 Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6.
Songs and Poems, 1810-1879. With Tntroduction bv Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, clotl, &s.

Plutarcl’s Lives of lllustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of
Plutarch by JOHN and WM, LA\G)IOR\h. and Portraits. Two Vols., demy &vo, Lialf-cloth 10s, 64,

Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays.

\\‘nh an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6a’

Pollock (W. H,).—The Charm, and other Drawing-roon Flavs. By
Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. Pou ocx With so I"ualfdtIOKK Crown ?vg clot‘: gilt, »6:.4

Pope’gvpgé’tié:il_WOrks. Post 8vo, cloth llmp, 25. &
Porter (John).—Kingsclere, Edited by Byrox Wesser. With 19

full-page and many smaller Ilustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, clth, 75. 6d.

Prasd (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post §vo, illust, bds., 2s. each.

The Romance of a Station. | The 8aul of Countess Adrian,
Cxown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64. each: post 8vo, hoards. 25. e~ch,
Ootlaw and Lawmaker. | Christina Chard. Wi h I ronlispiece by W PAGET.

Mrs. Tregaskiss. w.m [ musmuons by ROBERT SAUBER.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3. 64, each.
Nulma. 1 Me.da.me Izan, | *As a Watch ln the Night.’

Price (E. . C.).—Valentina. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d.

Princess Olga.—Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth,
with Frontispiece by 1IAL LUDLOW, 3s. 64.;_post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s.

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by.

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Ilustrations.  Swiall crown 8vo, cloth extra, 25, 64,

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night in the Year, (,rown 8vo, clolll. 6s,
Famillar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,

Baturn and its System, With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 1os. 6.
Mystaries of Time and Space. With numerous Ilustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth cxlra, 65,
The Universe of Suns. &c. With numerous llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65,
__Wages and Wanta of Science Workera. Crown 8vo, 15. 64.

Rambosson (J.).—Popular Astronomy. Translated byC B. PiTMaN.

\Vnh 10 (,oloured Plalcs and 63 Wood ut 1astrations. Cruwu Gm. cloth, 25, 6{
Randolph (Col. G. ).—Aunt . Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. Gd.
Richardson (Frank), Novels by.

The Man who Lost his Past. With 50 lllusts. by ToM BROWNE, R.I.  Cr. 8vo, clot, 35. 67,

Crown 8vo, cloth, gll! top, 6s. each.
The King's Counsel, Seml Socletv.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels bv.
A Rloh Man's Daughter. Craown 8va, clolh, 35 6d.
Welrd Storles. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. ; posl 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Post 8vo, tllustrated boards, 2s. each
The Uninhabited House. Fairy Wate
The Princeof Wales's Garden Party. I Har Mother' l Dariin 4[
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. The Nua's Curze. | 1ale Tales,
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Reade’s (Charles) Novels. -l " =

The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new fong primer

type, printed on laid paper, and_elegranily buund in cloth 5
d th, price 35. 61, each.
T. Pe.lwngomnnon; and Christie John- ; l:o:‘s Me Little, Love me Loog.
3 |

. The Double Marriage.
2. Hard Cash. 1 A
3. The Cloister and the Hearth, Witha 12'. (‘I_;‘ﬂltg'::nuns.

Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. .Put Y
4. *It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ ‘:; A ’r:r:lubrl.o.'ll!clx:p}l{.nlsll:e"
s- The Couras of True Love Never Did 13 A Stmpletdn.

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 4« A Womnan-Hater.

Y.

Doublaface, i Tha Jiie¢ 4 other St ood
8. The lutohlogrnpy ot a Thiefi Jack % Stonn‘o;"la; n'r:i;n:::r A:ﬁ?nfu.
of all Trades; Hero and a Mar- 15. A Perilous Secrat.
tyr; and The Wandering H'elir.- ‘ 17. Readlanai and Bible Charactars.
In Twenty-one Volumes, post gvo, ilustrated boa 3s5. each.
Peg WofMington. Christle Johnstone. S Hard Cash. e l(('.rlmlh Gaunt.

*It ia Never Too Late to Mand.’ Foul Play. | Put Yo Itin His Place.
The Course of True Love Never Did Run ﬁ Turnﬁ'e cmvtau:;'.. g

Smooth. Slmpleten. The nd Helr,
Tne Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of A Womvnn-Hno:r. e
all Trades ; and Jamas Lambert. Singleheart and Double’ace.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 1 Good Storieso! Man and other Animals.

The Double Marriage. The Jllt, and other Stories.

The Cloister and the Hearth., A Pgrilous Sccret. i Readlana.

LARGR Typg, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott 8vo, cl., gilt top, 25. nat ed.; leather, gilt edies, oot ea
The Cloister and the Hearth. | *It is Never 100 Lata ty Kend.

POPULAR EDITIONS, ‘nedivm 8vo, 64. each,
*It is Never Too Late to Mend.' | The Cloister and ths Hearth. | Foul Play.
Peg Woflington; and Christie Johnstone. | Hard Cash. | Grimth Gaunt.

Christie Johnatone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8v0, hal-Roab.as.&4.

Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, halft-Koxburghe, 25. 61.

Toe Cloister and the Hearth., MNEW ILLUSTRATED LBDITION, with 16 hotoyravure and By
hali-tone Illustrations by MATT B.JHEWERUINE. Small ato, cloth gilt and gilt tup, wa. &F net—
Also in Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTEK BESANT, aad a lientispiecs 1o
each Vol., buckraw, gilt top, és. the set,

Blble Characters. Fcap. 8vo, leatheretre, 15,

Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an lutroduction by 3m. ALEX
IRELAND. Post 8vo, cleth liwp, 25. 64,

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each.
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With sz lilustrations by the Author.
About England with Dickene. With 58 liustrations by C. A. VASDERHOOF and A. KIKMER.

Rives (Amelive), Stories by. Clrov\n 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each.

Barbara Dering. _Merl.l_: A l.ove Story.

Robinson Crusoe. By DaxieL Deros, With 37 Illustrations U

GEORGE CRUIKSHANE. Post 2vo, hali-cleth, 25.

Robinson (F. W.),

Women are Strange. Post 8vo, il
The Handa of Justice. Crown 8vc
The Woman in the Dark., Crowe

obinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 65, each
The Pontl‘_(plrti_;L)J?Tho Poets’ Bz'nltl.j_l‘h_c Poets’ Reptiles, Fishes, snd Insscts.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who

came from Normandy with Wiliam the Conqueror, 1066, Printed in Gald and Coloars, sr

A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans.
Roscngarten (A ANDAKRS. “"\lhéq)!llu\trali?qt Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ;5. 64,

lated by W. COLLE
Ross (Albert).—A Sugar Princess. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d
—wlev (Hon. Hugh). Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. cach.
Rol:xlﬁn);a(}zg’rhoughls%\'hl and Other-wise : 2 Collection of the B:st Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes,
sells. &c., with nmuerous Illustrations by the Author. ’
More Punjana: A Second Co!lgg_inuiﬁm:u‘es‘.)nkn.i,.

ovels by.
i ated boards, 25. -
oth extra, 35. 64, ; post 8vo lustrated boards, 2,
cloth, 35. 6. : post 8vo, i lustrated Loards, »s.

With aumerons Tiustratians
Ly Ll R s . B -
Runciman (Jam::s), %to;'lesl [l:y. &
1 d Scholars. Post 6vo, cloth, =5 64,
gg?g;or:znd Shellbad ke. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64, _0 =

Russell (Dora), Novels by. .
Rulssceol\llnt(r[y)oﬂ:lgtheln. Pust 8?;. plcture bpards, as. ¢ picicre cloth, fat back, 35.

The Drift of Fate. Crowo 8vo, cloth, 3¢. picture ¢ oth, flat back, 3¢

Russell (Herbert).—True Blue: or, * The Lass that Loved a Satlor.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 67. e

“his “Life. By £ W. L
—John) and his Out-of-door Life. By . W.
RUDSASVCJ!' (AR.\'eet Ed‘iltl?n, with 1lustrations coloured ty bind. Rayal tvo. cleth, 162, net.

b
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Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by.

Crown 8vo, cloth exlra, 3s. 6d, each ; post 8vo, fllustrated boards, zs, each ; cloth limp, 2s. 64, each.

Round the Gall re. An Ocean Tra edy.

In the Middle nch. My Shipmate Loulse.

On the Fo'k'sle Head. Alone on a Wida \¥ide Sea.

A Voyage to ths Cape. The Good Ship* Mohock.'

A Book for the Hammock. The Phantom Death.

The Mystery of the *Ocean Star., IsHethe Man? | Tha Convict Ship.

The Romanoe of Jenny Harlowa. Heart ol Oak, The Last Entry.
The Tale of the Ten.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 64. e.
A Tale of Two Tunnels. | “Tha Daa.th Ship.

TheS8hip: Her smriv \\'xthsomusuatlons by H. C. SEPPINGS WRIGHT., Sma 4to, cloth, 6s.

The *‘Pretty Polly’: A Voyage of Incident. With 12 Ilustrations by G. E. ROBERTSON.
Large crown 8vo. clolh gilt et‘;,c-s. 5:.

Overdua. Crown 8vo, clmh giit top, &s.

Saint Aubgn (Alan), Novels by.
rown Evo, cloth cxua. 35 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Fellow of Trinlty, With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontisplece.

The Junior Dean. The Master of St. Bened!ct’a. | To His Own Master.

Orchard Damerel. In the Face of ths World. The Tremlett Diamonds.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 64. each,

The Wooing of May. A Trulc Honnymoon. A Proctor's Woolng.

Fortuna's Cate. Galilantry Bower, DBonnie Mag¢gle Lauder,

Mary Unwin. With 8 lilustrations by PERCY TARRANT,

Mrs. Dunbar's Becret.

5aint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family. A New Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64.

Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.

Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years,
By Ex~ChJ-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25,3 cloth, 2. 64,

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards: with Entertain-

ing I:xpcnmeu!s in Drawmg -room or * White” Magic. By W.H.CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d.

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. A\
Tha Country of the Passion Play (Oberammergau) and the Highlands of I'avaria. With
:\hp and 37 Mustrations. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3r.
‘Walks In Alglers. With Two \11ps and 16 Nlustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Senior (Wm.). —By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each.

Under False Pratences. Dr, Endlcott'l Experlm.nt.

Seymour (Cyril).—The Magic of To=Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth,

gilt top, 6s.
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’'s Tales from Sl'akespeare.

With llustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SaITH. Crown ato, cloth gilt, 35. &7,

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life,
the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Foik-lore of the Time. By \WILLtAM J. ROLFE,
Litt,D. A New Edition, with 42 I.us'muuns, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE-
FERRED TO. Crown Evo, cloth gilt, 3s.

Snarp (William). —Chlldren of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s,

Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose.

Y dited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. JIERNE SIEPItERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, each.
Poetical Works, in Three Vols.:

Vol. 1. Introduction by the Editor: Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s Corre-
spondence with Stockdale; The W andcnng Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Fnems Rosalind and Helen; Prometieus Unbound; Adonais, &ec.

11. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swelifoot the Tyrant; The Witch ol
Atlas ; Eplp:ychidmn Hellas.
o 10 Poslhumom l‘mms The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces.
Prose Works, in Two Vols.:

Vol, 1. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne : the Dublin and Marlow Pamphiets; A Refu.
tation of Deisin; Letters to Leigh 1Tunt, and soute Minor Writings and Frarnents.

1. The Essays; Letters from Abroa: Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Biography of Shellgy, and an Index of the Prose Works.

Sherard (R H.). -—Rogues A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.

Sheridan’s (Richard Brmslev) Comiplete Works, willi Life and
Anecdotes, Including bls Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches,
d Jokes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 64.
The Rivals, The School for Ecandal. and other Plays, Post 8o, haif-baund, 2.
Bheridan's Comeadles: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro.
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATIREWS. With
llustrations. Demy 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 125, ¢4,
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_S!!iel (M. P.).—The Purpie Cloud. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64,
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all

those in * Arcadia’ With Portrait, Memoriai-lntroduction, N g S ROSA'
D.D. Three Vols., crowa 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. &7, AT e Sy e L

Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and

Remarkable Characters. By JACOE L.ARWOOD and JOuN CAMDEN 11 g Y B
piece and g4 Hllustrations. gmwn 8vo, cloth extra, 311‘6‘{. OTTRN M E SIS IR

Sims (George R.), Works by.
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 61. each.
g?:kf;&%_z'csflln. l ;llyl’rw? x\{ﬂ\ée:. rsdumolrs' oF a l.u:;CIndy.

rime., ales o o-day. cen
Zeph: A Circus Story, &¢, < B0 e s
Dramas of Lifo. With 6o lllustrations. |

Crown Bvo, picture cover, 15. each; cloth, 1s. 64, each.
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations in Prose

W
The Ten Commandmentst Storfes,

selected from his ownn Works by GEORGE R, SiMS. pArEE
The Case of George Candlemas. | Dagonet Dittles, (From 7V Refereet
How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a LFrontisplece by F. BARNARD.
Crown 8vo, leatherette, 15, lwl)sgonet Dramas of the Day. Crown By, is
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64, each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. cachs cloth limp, 25. 6d. each.
Mary Jane’'s Memoirs. | Mary Jane Married, | Rogues and Yagabonds,

__Pa.gonat Abroad.
Crown vo, cloth, 35, 64, each.
Once upon a Christmas Time. With8 Uistraticns by CHARLES GREEN, R.1.
In London's Heart: A Story ot To-day.—Also in piciure cloth, flat back,2r | A Blind Marriage
Without the Limelight : Theatrical Life as it is. The Small-part Lady, &c.
Blographs of Babylon: Life Iictures of I.ondon's Moving Scenes.

Sister Dora: A Biography. By MARGARET LoNsDALE. With Four

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, 64,

Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. Post bvo, boards, 2s.

Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 64. 3

Smart (Hawéey), Novels by.

rown 8vo, cloth 3r. 6d. each; ‘)osllf!vo. icture boards, 2s. each.

S

Beatrice and Benedick. on ds.

YWithout Love or Liconce. Tl\_e_anter ot Rathkelly.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, each.

The OQutsider ' | ‘A Raocing Rubber.

The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture boards, 25.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by.
The Prince of Argoils, With 130 1llustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6.
The Wooing of the YWater ¥ teh. With numerous lllustrations, T°ost 8vo, cloth, €s.

Snazelleparilla, Decanied by G. S. Epwarps.  With Portrait of
" (_3_1_{ SNAﬁsi.;Js_agdiés Tiustratic s by C. Lvﬂ,._grqwgsvo, ck)»lll,g.r.‘(»l.‘ o e
Society in London. Crown 8vo, 1s.. cloth, 15. 64. ey
Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 40 Jap. vel., 6s.
Spaiding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: Au Essay
on the Belief in the Lxistence of Devils, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss-

Speight (T. W.), Novels by.
p g ( .) 3 Post 8vo, %’ustrated boards, 2s. each,
The Mysteries ot Heron Dyke. The Londwater Tragedy»
By Devious Ways, e, Borgo's Romance.
Hoodwinked & Sandycroft Mystery. gultuncu in Full.
The Goiden Hoop. | Back to Lite. | A Husband from the Sex.
gvo, cloth limyp, 15 6. each.
A Barren Title. rost&r, T ite o No Wita?
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
3 f the Sea. | The Grey idonk. | The Master of Trenance.
AAX %xel‘::.l%tnoolt tle\e Moonz A Roman{e of the Kiug's Highway | ;jr.r l\.‘?dy:hlg
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. | The Doom of Siva. | v :\- eb ol
Tho Strange E;llerlances of Mr. anc}xoylo. i As- it v!ns ritten.
Spenser for Children. iy M. 1. Towry, With Coloured llustratitias
by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35 61, . : ‘8 7
Sprigge (S. Squire).—An industrious Chevaller.  Crown S¥.
cloti, gilt top, 65, Y

Gpettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Statford (John), Novels b){'.

Dorls and I, Crown £v0 cloth, 35. &I, | Carlton Priors. Crown¥vo, chath, gt tap. S
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Stnrry Heavens (T he)

cloth extra, 25. 64,

A PoeTicaL BirTHDAY Book,

Royal 16mo,

Stag-Hunting with the *Devon and Somerset.’

An Account of

the Chase of the Wild Red Deer on Exmoor, 1£87-190t. By PHILIP EVERED. With 70 Illustrations

lxy L M. ].ou,\s men 4to, _clo:h gllt 165, net.

Stedman (E. Ca e —Victorian Poets.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs.

Stepheus (Riccardo, M.B. ).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange

Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bachelar of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.)

Crown 8vo, clo’h, 3s5. 64,

Stephens (Robert Neilson). —Philip Winwood :

A Sketch of the

Domestic History ot an Anerican Captain in the War of Independence. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3+ 64,

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife:

8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d.; lllnsuated boards, 2s.

A Novel. Post

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by.

Crown 8vo, buckram. g)lt top, 6s. each.
Travels with a Donkey. Witha Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.
An Inland Yoyage. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE,

Famlllar Studles of Men and

00,
The Sliverado Squatters. With Prmmspleceby} D. STRONG.

The Merry Men
vxrilnlbul Puorlnqu., and other Papers.

Across the Plalns, with other Memories anld Elqsa)

Waeir of Hermiston.

An Inland Yoyage. PRESENTATION EDITION, with 12 llustrations.

edges, 6s. net.
Songs of Travel. Crown8vo, buckram, ss,
New Arablan Nights.
—POPULAR FDITICN. medivm 8vo, 6d.
The Sulcide Club;
Eight 1lustrations hy W J. HENNESSY,

Underwoods: Poenss,

The lenh s Dlamond. (From NEW ARABtAN NiGNUTS.)
Crown 8vo, cloth,

Memories and Portralts,
Baliads. | Prines Otto,
the South Seas.

Fcap. 8vo, leather, giit

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 65s.; post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 27,

With

35,
The Stévenson Reader: Sclections from the Wrilings of ROBERT LOUS STEVENSON. Edited

by I.LLOYD OSBOURNE,

2s5. net; leather, 35, net.
LARGE TvPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott8vo,

Familiar Studies of Men and Books.

Post 8vo, cloth, 21. 64. ; buckram, gilt top, as. 64.
The Pocket R.L.B.: Favourite Passages from the Works of STEVENSON.

Small 16mo, cloth,

, gilt top, 25, net each; leather, ¢ it edges, 35. net each.

New Arablan Nights.

Robert Louls Btevensont A Life Study in Crilicism. By I, BELLYSE BAILDON. With
2 Portraits, SECOND EDITION, REVISED, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.

Stockton (Frank R.).—The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With

35 Nlustrations by VIRGIN{A H, DAVISSON and C. H. STERPHENS, Crown 8vo, cloth, 37, 64, ; picture

cloth, flat back, 2s.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

ALICR ZIMMERN. Crovn 8vo, cloth extra 3s.

Strange Manuscript (A) l—ound in a Copper Cylinder.

8vo, cloth extra, with 19 [llustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 35, 64, ; post 8vo.

With Notices by Herex and

Crown
lustrated boards, 2s.

Strange Secrets.
ENCR MARRYAT, &c.

Told by PErRcY Fi1TZGERALD, CONAN DOYLE, FLOK-
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of

England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, \la{ Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., lrom
i

the Fartiest Perlod.

Edited by WitLias HONE.

With r40 Ilusirations, Cr, 8vo, cloth ertra, 3;, 64.

Sundowner, Stories by.

Toldbythe Taffrall. Lr.8vo,cl, 35.64. | TheTalsofthe Serpent. Cr. 8vo, cl, flat back, 2r,

Surtees (Robert).—Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks’s Hunt.

With 79 Hlustrations by JOIUN LEFCH,

A New Edition,

Post 8vo, cloth, 25,

Swinburne’s (Algernon Charles) Works.

Belections from the Poetical Works of
. C. 8winburne. Fcap. 8vo
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s.
Chastelard: A Tragedy, Crown 8vo, 71,
Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES.
8vo, or fcap. 8vo, 9s.
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SER, Cr.8vo,95.
Poems & Ballads. TIIRDSERES, Cr.8vo, 75,
Bongs before Bunrise. Crown 8vo, tos.
Bothwell1 A Trage:dy. Crown 8vo, ur. &d.
Bongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, ¢
George Chapman. (Se¢ Vol. 1I. of G. CHAP-
MAN'S Works,) Crown 8vo, 3¢. 64,
Essays and Studles. Crown 8vo, ras.
Erechtheust A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s.
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr.8vo,6s,
A Study of Bhakespeare. Crown8vo, 8s.
Songa of the S8pringdtides. Ciownéyo, és.

Crown

Btudles In Bong, Crown 8vo, 7r.
K‘r{ Btuart: A Tragedy. Crown8vo, 8s.
Tristram of Lyonesse., Crown 8vo, 95,
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8:
A Midsummer Holiday. Crownévo, 7.
Marino Fallero: A Tragedy. Crown uvo. 6s.
A Study of Yictor Hugo. Crown 8v0, 65,
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 125,
Loorinat A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65.
A Btudy ot Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, 71,
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65,
Astrophel, &c, Crown 8vo, 77,
Studiles In Prose and Poetry. c: 8vo, 9r.
The Tale of Balen., Crown 8vo, 75,
Rosamund, Quean of the l.umhnrdl'
T'ﬂlt’l‘ Crown 8vo, 6s.
K New Yolums ol Posms. Cr. 8vo. [Sko 2y,
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Swift’s (Dean) Choi in Pros ¢
ice < 4 / i i
mmme ez Fﬂ) Lhoi Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
s t, csimiles of the Maps in * Gulliver's Travels.” Crown Evo, cloth, 6.
e u vher s Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post8vo, hall-bound, ar =R
onathan Swift: A Study. By |. CHURTON COLLINS. Crowh 8ve, choth extra, 8¢,

< 'y 7 o J= A% T X = —
Syor{nax s.(Dr.J.'I hree Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, 1n Search
o Cousolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Mllustratiol Y d L
__Author by J. G, I{OTTEN.  Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75 6d. g o1k o
e [ - DV S\ > . 1. i EATIP -
lali_r:lc_:vs gjssolry of English Literature. Translated by Hexry Vas
by e exl:n, :)Si. small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 30s.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols, large crowa

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of > Clab o Bitieato b

quen‘j'r“ei‘?gs)‘gq‘ Eung ey f the Echo Club: Burlesques of

TaAy\_ll?‘l:'Rc(’l‘\?.rn;.—rHistoRrical Dramas: ' Jeanne Darc,’ ' “IwixT AXE
R N, 0 HE F 5 'ENG. s Q o figrgr * o s 3% R

N ren e R lorf):a:h. EVENGE,' * ARKWRIGHT'S WIFE,' * ANNE BOLEVNE,' 'PLOT AND

Temple (Sir Richard, G.C.S.1.).—A Bird’s-eye View of Pictur-

esque India. With 32 ll!ustralions by the Author. Crawn 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes, With Coloured Frontispiece and
Hundreds of Skelches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, Crown Evo, cloth extra, 35, &7,

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. KRAUSSE.
With 340 llustrations. Post 8vo, cloth. 15, 6d,
Thomas (Annie), Novels by.

The Siren’s Web: A Romance of London Society, Crawn 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6.
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, és.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown dvo, cloth, 3s. 64. each,
The Yiolin-Player, | In a Cathedral City.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65, each.
The House on the Scar: a Tale of South Devon. | The Son of the House.

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With lutro-
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHASM, and 48 lllusttalions._l’os_; 8vo. h:llr'-byund. 2%,

Thoreau: His Life and Alms. By H. A. PaGe. With a Portrait

and View. Post 8vo buckram, 35. 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Books by.
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Flsm iustrations in Colours and
Two Woodents, New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6.
Tales for tha Marines. Post8vo, illustrated boards, 25,

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each,

Clubs and Club Lile in London: An=cdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelrles, and
Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. .

English Eccentrics and Eccentricitles: Stories of Delusi Imp s, Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c:__lhx_h 43_‘
PR

Twain’s (Mark) Books.

The Author's Edition de Luxe of the Works of Mark Twalin,in 22 Volumes limited
to 6oo Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependenciesl, price £ty 135, net the
Set ; ot, 125. 67. net per Volume. is now complete, and a Udetailed Prospecius may be lal. The
First Volune of the Set is SIGNED BY THE AUTHOR. {Sold only in Sets.)

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MAKK TWAIN'S WORKS.
Crown 8vo, clull\: e;ua, ﬁé'" each. AT o -

rk Twain's Libraty of Humour. With 197 ustrations by E. W. KEM L

g:uzhlng It;and The nnocents at Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRASER,

The American Claimant. With 8t llustrations by MAL HURST and vthers.

*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. \Withir Hlustrations.

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 lllustrations by DAN BEARD.

Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author,

Pudd’'nhead Wilson. \\’ithlPlomau'and Six Ilustrations by LOUS 1.OKB.,

9 « With 3r4 lllustrations. {

"%hfrl‘tmgcle\:{:txlbrond 'a-n‘. Tiie New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 IHustrations. (The Two Shil-

;

8 Filition is entiticd Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.) ’
‘Tl:‘:g(h‘:gfx I;:Ie:ntlly MARK TWAIN and C. 1). WARNER With z12 [llustrations.
*The Prince and the Ps;up\:r.l \anllxlx;? llll_ustranous.
* ississ? . With 300 Lllustrations. 2 sl
‘gh': ?i':l:::t?:r:: of l?l‘:lckleherry Finn, Withi74 1llustrations by E. W. KEMDLR,
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. .\\ ith 220 Hlustrations by DAN HEARI.
+The Stolen White Elephant. | . °The £1,000,000 _Bnnkd!a:ln..)(x
A Double-barreiled Detective Story. With 7 lllpsteations by LUCIUs HUTCHG e
The Cholce Works ot Mark Twain, Revise and Cofrected throughout by the Authec

i i illustrations.
s }:‘:?ESI.:E ﬁlfi':ﬁi:ﬁ'iﬁ - T““’,ﬁ' had also in post Bvo. picture boards, at ar. each.
Crowa Bvo, cloth, gilt taye, 6s. each, “

Personat Recollectlons of Joan of Arc. With Iwelve Instrations

o ha e::::pt'ed Hadleyburg, and other Stories and SKetches, With a Fronibijlecs

The Man that
Mark Twaln's sketches. FPotrdvo cloth, gilt top, 25, we; leather, ¢lt edges. 36 net.

With

by F. V. DU MOND.
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Treeton (Ernest A.). —The lnstlzator. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, Gs.
Trollope (Anthon?'), Novels by. .

Crown 8vo, cluth extra, 3r. 6. cacn; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each.
The Way We Live Now. Mr, Scarborouzhs Famfily.
¥ran Frohmann. | Marion Fay. Tha Land-Leaguers,

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. cach

___Kept in the Dark., | The American Sennr.or. 1 'l‘he Golden n Lion of Granpere,

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cioth extra, od. h; t 8vo, NI dbo it

Like Ships upon the Bea. | ymnlleaillc'_s;_Pp:ggr‘rss e aA'ns'n’(; l‘;a::“negs‘
Trollope (T. .).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Po Pos' 8vo, illust, bd
Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo,

__cloth extra, 35, 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated lzoan.\s 25,

Tytler (Sarah), Noveis by.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s5. 64. each ; post 8vo, lustrated boar:
Burted Dlamonds, 1 ’rhg'rmackhall Ghosts. |d thx:':’éhc; 3ama Through.
Post 8vo, llustrated boards, 25, each
The Bride's Pass. l'l‘ e Huzuenot Famlily. l Nohlesse Oblige. | Digsappeared,
Baint Mungo’'s Clty. Lady B Beauty and the Beast.
Crm\n 8vo. c]mh ar. 6. each.
The Macdonald Lass., With Frontispicce. I 'Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesse
The Witch-Wife. | Rachel Lan\;mn. Sapphira. | A Hnnaymoou n Eclipse,
Young Dragon.
Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, picture cluth, flat back, .
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt !op. 6s. each.
Three Men of Mark, 1 n Clarissa's Day,

Upward (Allen).—The Queen Against Owen. Crown Svo, cloth,
3r. 64.; plcture cloth. flat back, 25, ; post 8vo, picture boar ds, 25. - e -

Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy. With 6 lllustrations by
J. RARNARD Davts, Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 64,

Vashti and Esther. By ‘Belle’ of The World, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 641

Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
The Scorplon: A Romance of Spain, With a Frontisplece. | The Lover's Progress.
With Zols in England: A Story of Exﬂe_\\;ng 4 Portraits.

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65,
Bluebeard: An Account of Comorre the Cursed and Gilles de Rals; with a Summary of various
J Tales and Tradltions. With ¢ 1llustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, o5, net. .
Wade (Claude F.),—Exmoor Streams: Notes and joitings, with
Practical Hints for Anglers. With 16 Full-page 1llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. net.
Wagner (Leopold).—How to Get on the Stage, and how to
Succeed there. Crown 8vo, cloth, as. 64,
Walford’s County Famities of the United Kingdom (1003).
Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 sttmgul hedd

Heads of Familics, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they liold or have held, their Town
and Country A Addrcs:.cs Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, clotn gilt, sos. (Preparing.

Waller (S. E.).—Sebastiani’s Secret. With g lllusts. Cr. 8vo, cl.,6s.

Waiton and Cotton’s Complete Angler, With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, gilt adges, 35. net.

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait, Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s.

Warden (Florence), Novels by.
Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s,
A Fight to a Finlash. Crown 8vo, cloth,
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 lllustrations by FRANCES EWAN. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Warner (Chas. Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Cr.8vo, cl.,6s.

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures
and Seals, Printed on paper zzin. by 14 in.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scou. A Facsimile, Including Queen Elizabeth’s Signa-
ture and the Great Seal. 25,

Wassermann (Lllhas) —The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s, 64,

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope.
By F. W. COrRY. With Ten Nlustrations. Crown 8vo, r1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6d.

Webber (Byron.—Sport and Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25,
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Werner (A.).—Chapenga’s White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ko-

mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3+, 6d.
Westall (William), Novels by.
Trust Monay. Crown8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 3 post Bvo, illustrated boards, as.
Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. each,
As a Man Sows. As Luck wouild have It.
Her Ladyship's Becret. I The 0ld Ban‘;. e

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6. each.
A Woman Tempted Him, Nigel Portescué{ N

The Sacred Crescants.

The Phanto: .
For Honour and Life, Ban Clough. | Birch Dene. Ra!ph Norb;!:t?l:'tny‘rrnn.
Her Two billlione. he Old Factory (also at ¢4.) A Queer Racs.
"I‘vv;!& l:Lneclsi{t:sdoéaS‘x(x:ﬂ. g:nn of Belial. Red Ryvington.
s e . range Crimes, Roy of Roy's Court.

Wheelwright (E. Gray).—A Slow Awakening. Crown §vo, 6s.
Whishaw (Fred.), Novels bsi. P
A Forbldden Name: A Story of the Court of Catherine the Great. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65, each,
__ Mazeppa. i Near the Tsar, near Death.

White (Gilbert).—Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 2s.
Wilde (Lady). — The Ancient Legends, Mystic 6(tllharms, and

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, as.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by.
Science In Short Chaptars. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64,
A Simple Treatisa on Haat. With lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3¢, &7,
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, és.

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds,, 2s.
Wills (C. J.), Novels by, :

An Easy:golng Fellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67, | His Dead Past. Crown Svu._r:l_m_'\.ﬁn._
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by.

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cleth extra, 75, 64,

Lelsura-Time Studias., With lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Studies In Life and Sensa. With 36 Ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. &7,

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With llinstrations. Crown 8vo,1s.; cloth, 1764
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 lNlustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 64,

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
2s5. cach ; cloth limp, 25. 64, each.
Cavalry Lifa, | Regimental Legends.

__ Cavalry Lite and Regimental Legends. Cr. 8vo, fluth. 3¢. 64. ; picture choth, flat back, 25

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by, Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each,

The Passengar from Scotland Yard. | he Englishman ot the Rue Cain,

Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The-
ology. Post 8vo,cloth; 25. 64,

Wright (Thomas, F.hS..%.),g\VorkAs la)ly.r RS
History of tha Georges; or, Annalsof the Ilouse ver. P o
cnrslggi%‘;.r%mad:iges%\'mdow )’icturlcs,h la'mggons. and Pictorial Caricatures of the Tume. Wkh
over 300 INustrations. Crown 8vo, clot 8‘ ‘
jcature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and
Hlsf"i’i‘gﬂol!lg?aﬁl:;:alcd by F. W, FA:RHOLT.(F.%.A. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64,

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. “With 13 Illustrations by
J.BERNARD PARTRIDGE, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25 - g

Zola’s (Emile) Novels. UxiroryM EDITION, Translated or Edited, with
Introductions, by ERNEST A, VIZETELLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 64. each.

The Fat and the Thin, | Money.

T}’:a :‘ﬂoa:;":l, llet:.e. His Excellancy.
Germinal: Master and Man, The Dream. i
The Honour of the Army. The Downuu.
ZAbba Mouret's Transg¢ression, Doctor Pascal. it
The Fortune of the Rougons. Lourdes. % U n i
The Conquest ol Plassang. Romae. b, th‘
The Dram-Shop. =4 Parls. Truth,

POPULAR EDITIONS, medtum 8vo, 64, each.
The Dram-Shop. | The Downlail.

With Zola in England. By ERNEST A.VIZETFLLY. Wah Four Portraits, Crown 8vo, cluth, ge. &4,

$7ZZ' (L. Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.5vo.25.64.
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SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

The St. Martin’s Library. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each; leather, 3s. net each

The Woman in White. By WILKIR COLLNS.
All 8orta and Conditions ol Men,
The Cloisler and tha Hearth By C1iAs. READE,
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. B.

Walton and Colton's Com

lete Angler,
Corndgxiofi Niveh {The

wo Series in one Volume.)

By Sir WALTIR BESANT,

| ‘Itis Never Too Late to Mend.’
RORBERT LOUIS STEVENSON,
The Pocket R.L 8.: I'avourite Passages from STEVENSON'S Works.,

New Arabian mnu By ROBERT 1.0U1S STEVENSON. | The Deemster.
Under the Greenwood Tree. By THOMAS I{ARDY.

By Cit. READE,

By 11ALL CAINE.

The Life of the Fields. By RICIIARD JEFFERIES,
| Mark Twain's 8ketches.
By BRET JARTE,

The Mayfair Library.

gnlva and Qulddihu I_K\\ D> Abuls.
he Agony Column of *
Round My Room B X "DEE MAISTRE.
Poelics! Ingenoities. B 1¥ DOBSON.
The Cupboard Pavers. iiy FFIN-BEC.
Songs of Irish Wit and Eumonr.
Animsls ard their Masters. By bnr A lIELPS.
Bocial Pressure. Iy Sir A, HEL

Antocrat of Break{ast-Table. l]y () W. HoLMES. |

Curiosities of Criticism. By 11.]. JENNINGS.
Pencil and Palette. By R.KEM |n

The Golden Library
Songs for 8allors. By W. C, RF\\FTT
Lm-or tha Necromsincers. By W.GODWIN,
crat of the Brulruc Table. By
ULIVLI\ \\'E\Dl LL HOLMES.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6<I per \’olume.

| Little Essage: from LAMUS LETTERS,
Foreunsic Anecdotes. Ly JACOB LLARWOOD.
| Theatrical Anecdotes. Bly JACOB LARWOOD,
| Ourselves. 8 NTON.
iy

L LINTON.

Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR,

New Paul and Virginis. By W. 3

Puel on Pegasus. By 1. C. PEN:

Pezasns Re-zaddled. "By H C.
| The Muses of Maylair, . PE

By Stream and 8ea. By wu.Luu SENIOR.

er Volume.

8cenes of Country Life. By EDWARD TESSE,
La Mort d'Arthur: Selections froin MALLORY.
The Poelical Works of Alexander Pope.
Diversions of the Echo Clab. I UA\'A\KIF TAYLOR,

My Library.
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.
Clulion or W:ll!am Bmhpure w. s P A\l)OR

Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 25, €d. each,

Christie Johnstone. By CHARLYES READE,
Peg Woflngton. By CIIARLES READE.

The Pocket Library. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and hf.--bd., 2s. each

Gastronomy. Dy BRILLAT-SAVARIN.

Robiuson soe. lllustrated by G. CRUIKSIIANK
Autocrst and Professor. By O. W. ]IOLMES,
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal

Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS 1100D,

Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER.
’!'he Barber's Chair., By DOUGLAS JERROLD.

(P
POPULAR SiXP

The Tents of Shem By GRANT ALLEN,

The Orange Girl. By WALTER JESANT.

Al Sorts and Conditionsof Men. WALT. BESANT.

Children of Gibgon. Ny WALTER BESANT.

Tbe Chaplain of the Fleet. BESANT 2nd RICE.

Ready-Money Mortiboy. BESANT and RICE,

The Golden Butterfly. BESANT and RICE,

Shadow of the Bword. By R. BUCHANAN,

The Deemster. Hv ITALL CAINE,

The Shadow of & Crime. By IIALL CAINE.

A Son of Hagar. By HALL CAINe,

Antonins. By WILK1E COLLINS.

Armadale. By WILKIE COLLINS,

The Moonstone. By WILKIE COLLINS,

The Woman in White. By Wii.kKiE COLLINS

The Dead Becret. B{r WILKIE COLLINS,

Man and Wife, WVILKIE COLLINS,

The New I(Agd,llen. By WILK1E COLLINS.

The Ezsaysof Elia. DBy CHARLES T.AME.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACORB LLARWOOD.
The Epicurean, &c. iy Tuo\u\ MOORE,

Pla; y RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN,
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT,
Thomson s Seasons. lllustrated.

| White's Natural History of S8elborne.

ENNY NOVELS.

Diana Barrin . By B. M. CROKER

Joneph‘n Coat. By D. CHRISTIE MUKRAY.

Held fu Bondage. By OUIDA.

Moths. 1y OUIDA. | Puck. By OUIDA.

Under Two Flags. Ry OUIDA.

Strathmore. Hy QUID.

Peg Wofingten : and Chrlltia Johnstone.
CHARLES READE

The Clofster and the Hearth. By CHARLES
READE.

Grifith Gaunt. By CHARLES READS®.

It is Never Too Late to Mend. CHARLES READE,

Hard Cash. By CIIARLES READE,

Foul Play. By CHAKRLES RPADE.

New Arabian Nights. By R. I.. STEVENSON,

The Old inry Ry WILLIAM WESTALL.

The Downlall. EMILE ZOLA.

The Dram-Shop. %y LEMILE ZOLAL

By

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.

LisrarY BpiTioNs oF Novers,many lllusirated, crown 8vo, cloth exira, 3s. 6d. each,

By Mrs. ALFXbA..NDER

Valerie's Fate
A Life Interest. A Ficht with Fate.
Mons's Cholce. A Golden Autumn.
By Woman's Wit. | Mrs Crichton'sCreditor.
Tha Cost of Her Pride. | The Step-mother.
A Missing Hero.
By M ANDE RSON.—O!MUO s Occapation.
v G. WEBB APPLETOV.
Bash Conclnnonl
EDWIN L. ARNO

Phra v.ho heenician. | Constabie of 8'- Nlcholu.

By ARTEMUS WARD

Artemus Ward Complete

By F. M. ALLEN.—~Greeu a3 Qrass.

GRANT_ALLEN.
Philistia. yBAbylon. The Great Taboo.
BB, | Diaes) onsiied
AC i
or Mzimle s 8ake, ]

In all 8hades. oyal.
The Beckoning Hand. | I Greets Masterplece,
The Devil's Die, The Bcallywsg

This Mortal Coil. At Msrket Valne.
The Tents of Shem. Under Bealed Orders,

y ROBE RT BA RR
Ina sunner Chatr. l Woman Intervenss
From Whose Bourne. Revenge !
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+ By FRANK

BARRETT.

Womanof lronBracelets. | Under a Strange Mask.

Fettered for Life,
The Hardlog Scandal,
By ‘B

A Missing Witness.
Was She Justified ?

ELLE.’— Vashti and Esther.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.

The Gatesof Wrath.

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE.

Rsady-MoneyMortiboy.
My Little Girl.

With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.
The Monks of Thelema.

Bg Cella's Arbour.
Chaplain of the Fleet,
The Seamy Side.

The Case of Mr, Lucraft.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Years' Teuant,

By Sir WALTER BESANT.

Al Borts & Conditlons.
The Captains’ Room.
Allin a Garden Fair,
Derothy Forster,

Uacle Jack. | Holy Rose
Worid Went Well Then.
Children of Gibson.
Herr Pauluz.

FPor Faith and Freedom. | The City of R

To Call Her Mine.
The Revolt of Man.
The Bell of §t. Paul's.

The Ch.

Armorel of Lyonease.
8.Katherine's by Tower
Verbena Camellis, &c.
The Ivory Oate.
The Rebel Queen.
Dreams of Avarice.
In Deacon’s Orders.
The Master Craftsman.
efuge,
A Fountain Sealed.
The Changeling,
' The Fourth Generation
arm.

By AMBROSE BIERCE—InMidst of Life.
By HAROLD BINDLOSS, Atnelte's Ju-Ju.
By M. McD. BODKIN,

Dora Myrl. | Shitlelagh and 8hamrock.
By PAUL BOURGET.—A Living Lie.
By J. D. BRAYSHAW.—§lum Bilhouettes.
By H. A. BRYDEN.—An Exiled 8cot.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
8hadow of the Sword. The New Abelard.
A Child of Nature, | Matt. | Rachel Dene
Qod and the Man. Maaster of the Mine,
Martyrdom of Madeline | The Heir of Linne,
Love Me for Ever, Woman and the Man,

Annsn Water, | Redand White Heather.
Foxglove Manor. Laddv’ Kllpatrick,
The Charlatan. Andromeda.

R. W. CHAMBERS, _The King In Yellow.
By J. M. CHAPPLE. —The Minor Chord.
By HALL CAINE.

Bhadow of a Crime. | Deemster. | Bon of Hagar,
By AUSTIN CLARE.—By Rise of River.
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE
Paul Ferroll | Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife,
By ANNE COATES.-~Rie's Diary.
By MACLAREN COBBAN.

The Red Sultan. The Burden of Isabel.
By WILKIE COLLINS.

Armadale. | AfterDark., The New Magdalen.

No Name. | Antonina | The Frozen Deep.

Basil. | Hide and Seek.| The Two Destinjes.

The Dexd Becret. ‘1 8ay No.'

Queen of Hearts. | Little Novels.

My Miecellanies. The Fallen Loaves.
The Woman in White. | Jezehel's Danghter.
The Law and the Lady. | The Black Robe.
The Haunted Hotel. Heart and Bclence,
The Moonstone. The Evil Oenins.
Man and Wife. The Legacy of Caln,
Poor Miss Finch. ! A Rogue's Lite.

Miss or Mrs. ? | Blind Love.

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Blackamith & Scholar. | You Play me Faise.
The Village Comedy. Midnight to Midnight.
M. J. COLQUHOUN. —Every In-h Boldler.

By HERBERT COMPTON.
The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham,

By E.H.COOPER.~ Geoffcry Himliton. |

By V. C. COTES.—Two Girlson a Barge.
By C. E. CRADDOCK.
The Pro‘)l;lﬁaoé‘:he Qrext Bmoky Mountains.
Vi e r.
e Y Sy H. N. CRELLIN.
Romances of the 01d Baraglle.

By MATT CRIM.

The Adventures of & Fair Rebel.

By S. R. CROCKETT 3
'hlu):)f Our Coast. A

By B. M. CROKER.

Diana Barrington. The Real Lady Hilda,
Proper Pride. | Married or Efngie?
A Family Likeaess. Asters.
Pretty Miss Neville, IntheKingdom of Kerry
A Bird of Passage. Tuterference

Mr., Jervis. A Third Person.
Village Tales. Beyond tha Pale
Bome One Eise. | Jason. | Mias Balmaine s Pant.
Infataation. Terence.

By ALPHONSIEI DAUBDET.
The Evangelist : or, Port Salvation,
H. C. DAVIDSON. —Mr. Badier s Daughtors
By HARRY DE WINDT.
Trus Tales of Travel and Adventure.
By DICK DONOYAN.
Man from Mancheater. | Tales of T:rvor.
Recorde of Vincent Trill | Chronicles of Michaal
The Mystery of Danevitch. | Detactiva,
Jamalca Terrace. | Tyler Tatlock, Private
eacon Brodie.
By RICHARD DOWLING.
0ld Corcoran's Money.
By A. CONAN DOYLE.
The Firm of Girdlestone.
By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN.
A Danghtar of To-day.| Vernoa's Auat,
By ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell. 1 A Plasjtar Balnt.

By (. S. EDWARDS. —8aazellepariils.
By Q. MANVILLE FENN
Carsed by a Fortunae. A Flattered Dovecote

The Case of Allsa Gray | King of the Castle
Commodore Junk. Master of Ceremonies.

The New Mistress. The Man withaBhadow
Witness to the Deed. One Maid e Mischlef.
The er Lily. Btory of Antoay Grace
The White Virgin. This Man's Wife.

Black Blood. 1a Jeopard,

Donble Cunning. A Woman ’irmh"w":.

By PERCY FITZGERALLD.—Fatal Zare

DB’;) Hon. Mrs. WALTER FORBES.
am

By R. E. FRANCILLON.
One by One. opes of Band.
A Dog and his 8hadow. | Jack Doyle s Danghter.
A Real Queon.
3y HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seoth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl.
By GILBERT GAUL.
AStrangeManuscript Found (s a Copper Cylinder.
By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shirts,
By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream. The Breesof Yarrow
0f High Degros Queen of the Meadow.
The Flower of the Forest.
Bz_ E. GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heireas. The Golden Rock.
Fair Colonist | rouleker(& Tsles{rom the Veid
B’ E. J. GOODMAN.
The Fate of Herbert Wlénc.
By Rev. S. BARING GOULD.
Red Spider. . Eve.
By ALFRED A. GRACE.
Tales of & Dying Race
CECIL GRIFFITH. —Corinthia Marazios
By A. CLAVERINU QUNTER.
Florida Enchantmeont.
i By BRET HARTE.
A Waifofthe Plains. A Protgee of Jack
A Ward of the Go.den | Clarence. (Hamlime
Oate. {8prinze. | Barkers Luck,
A Sappho of Oreen ! Devil's Ford lcelsior.
Col. Btarbottle s Cileat | The Crusade of the " Ea:

fKnay. | Bally Dows.
Ball.Rinzer of Ancels.
Tales o Tralisni Towa

Three Partnera,
Gadrisl Conroy
New Coadrnsed Novels
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OWI:N HALL.

The Tuck or » st.orm Jeti

COSMO HAMILTOV.

Glamour o?'lrr szible. | Throughsa Keyholo.
HOMAS HARDY
Under tha Teenwood Trae

By JULIAN HA\VTHORVE.
Garth. | Dust. Beatrix Randolph.
Eliice Quentin. David Poindexter's Dis-
Sebastian Strome. appearsnce.
Fortune's Fool. 8pectre of Camera.

By Sir A. HELPS. —1van de Biron.
By L. "ENDERSON.—Agnthl Page.
{ . A. HENTY.
Dorothy's Donble. | The Queen’s Cup.
Ruojub, the Juggler,
HEADON HILL.—Zambra the Detectiva.
By JOHN HILL.--The Common Ancestor.
By TIGHE HOPKINS.
Twixt I.ove and Duty. | Nugents of Carriconna.
“The Incomplete Adventurer. | Nell Haffanden.
VIC I'OR HUGO.—-The Ont!xw c( Iceland.

FERGUS HUM

Lady rrom owhere. | The Mllllculre Mystery

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
Marvel, Professor's Exveriment
Unsatiafactory Lover. | A Point of Consclence.
In Durance Vile, A IMaiden all Forlorn,
A Modarn Circe. The Coming of Caloe.
Lady Patty. Nora Crelna.
A Mental Strugzle. An Anxiouns Moment.
Lady Veraer’s Flight. April's Lady.

The Red-House Mystery Peter l Wife.

The Three Oraces.

By Mrs. AL!‘RED "HUNT.

The Leaden Casket.
That Other Person.
By R. ASHE K

Self Condemned.
Mrs. Jullet.

ING.—A Drawn Game.

By GEORGE LAMBERT.

The President of Boravia,

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER

Madame 8ans-Géne.

By ADAM LILBURN, A Tragedy in Marble
y HARRY FANDSAY.

Rhoda Boberu

| Tho Jacobite.

By HER;RY W. LUCY.-Gideon Flegce.

E. LYN
Patricla Kemball,
Under which Lord?
‘My Love!® | Ione.
Paston Carew.
Sowing the Wind.
With & 8ilken Thresad.
The World Well Lost.
y JUSTIN
A Fair Saxon
Liu.ls{:!och{ord |
Dear Lady Disdain.
Camiola | DMoronia.
Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Dauzhter.
Miss Misanthrope,
By JUSTIN I
A London Legend.

By GEORGE MACD

Heather nnd 8now.

N LINTON
The Atonement of Leam
Dundas.
The One Too Many.
Dualele Everton
Rebel of the Family,
An Octave of Friends,

McCARTHY.

 Douna Quixote.

Haid of Athens.

| The Comet of a Seazon.

The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
'rhe Riddle Ring.
o Three D‘szmca
7 McCA
aal Chrhtopber

| Phantastes.

W. H. MALLOCK.—The New Republic.
P.&YV. M{} RGUERITTE.--The Disaster.

il B,
A Soldier of Fortune.
In an Iron Grip.
Dr. Rumsey's Patlent.

MEADE.
On Briok of a Chasm,
The Siren.
The Way of a Womrza.

TheVoice of theCharmer | A 8on of Ishmasl,

An Adventuress.
A Stumble
By LhONAR
This 8tage of Fool
By l:DMUND
The Dona 8tar Rush.

s The Blue Diamond.
y
D MLRRICI\.

MITLHELL

By BERTI{AM MITFORD.

The Gua Runrer.

LuckofGerardRidgeley. L

The Trinmph of
By Mrs. MO
Hatherconrt Recto
By J.

Basile the Jestor.

'he King's Assegal.
Rensh. :.nnlu -qnm.
ilary Blachland,
LLESWORTH,

. MUDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Bobin Hood

Golden Idol
ochinvar,

y D. CHR]STlE MURR

A Life's Awnomeu

Joeeph's Coat,

Coals of Fire.

Olid Blazer's Hero.

Val Strange. | Hearts.

A Model Pather.

By the Gate of the Sea,

A Bit of Human Natura,

First Person Slogular.

c;nlc Fortune.

Tho Way of the World,
MURRAY

The Bishops' Bible.

One Travalier Roturns.

BobMartin'e Ltt.le Girl

Time's Revenges,

A Wasted Crime,

In Direst Peril.

Mount Desplu'

A Capfn} o' Nails.

Tales in Proee & Verse

A Race for Miillions

This Little World.

His Own Ghost.

Church of Humanity
and HERMAN.

Paul Jones's Alias.

By HUME NISBET.—*Bail Up I
By W. E. NORRIS.

Saint Ann’s.

Miss Wentworth's Idea,
By G. OHN

| Billy Bellew.

A Weird Gift, | Love's Depths.

By Mes. OLIPHA NT.~The Sorcereas.

By OUIDA.
Held in Bondaga. In 2 Winter City.
Strathmore. | Ciandos. | Friendship.
Under Two Flags. | Moths. | Buffino.
1dalia, (Gage, Plp'stnﬂa | Arladne,
Cecil  Castlemaine's A Village Commune.
Tricotrin. | Puck. Bimhi. | Wanda.
Folle Farine, Frescoes. | Othmar.
A Doz cf Flanders. In Maremma.
Pascarel. | Signa. 8yrlin. | Gulderoy.
Princess Napraxine. Santa Barbara.
Two Woodan Ehoes. Two Offonders.
The Waters of Edera.
By MARGARET A. PAUL.

Gentle uzd Sme'o

JAMES PAYN

Lost Bir Mus?:;gherd.
The Famlly S8capegrace
A Councy Faml'y.

Less Blmck than We're

A Canndentlal Agent.
A Grapa from a Thora.
In Perll and Privation.

The Talk of the Town,
Holiday Tasks.

For Cash Orly.
The Burrt Million.

The Word and the Wiil,
Sunny Storiss.

A Trying Patient.

Mystary of Mirbridge.
High 3pirits. By Proxy.

A Modern Dick Whit-
tington.

By WILL PAYNE.—Jerry the Dreamer.
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.

Dm.hw and Lawmaker,
Charistina Cnnrd

s a Watch

By Pl

Mrs, Trogaskiss,
Nulma. | Msdame Izan.
in the Night.

PRICE.—Valentina,

By RICHARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell l A!fe:t ons.
By ARLES READE.

Pe Wom:'u;ton, and
hmm Jomubonc

Hard Cas

Cloister & tha Hearth,

Never Too Late to Mend

The Comrse of Trne
Love; and Single-
heart & Donbleface.

Aumbxegnap { of
Thief ack of l]l
Trades; A Hero and
a lh.ty'r. and The
Wlnder&nq Heir,

Grifith Gannt.

Love Little, Love Long.

The Double Marriaze.

Foul Play.

Put Y‘nelrln Ris Place
A Terrible Temptation,
A 8impleton.

A Woman Hater.
The Jilt, & otherStoriesg
& Good 8tories of Man,
A Perilous Secret.
{ Beadluut aml Bible

FRANK RICHARDSO‘\'

The )un whn Lost His

Past.

By Mrs. J. H, RIDDELL.

Welrd SBtorles.

A Rich Man's Dsushtar.

el B
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By AM
Barbars Dergxg. EL'IE ueellexas'
By F. W, ROBINSON.

'1':1; BRnLdils filfg";‘mlib i Woman in the Dark.

y R SS.—A Sugar Pri ;
J. RUNCIMAN. —sxippera -;sda;hell%:?cun

By W. CLARK RUSSELI..

Round tho Galley Fire. | My Shipmate Louise.

In the Middle Wateh, Alone onWideWide Bea,
On the Fo'k'sle Head The Phantom Death.

A Voyage to the Cape. | Is He the Man?
Book'for the Bammock. | Good Ship ‘Mchock.
Myateryof ‘Ocean Star' | The Convict 8hip.
Jenuy Harlowe. Henrt of Oak.

An Ocean Tragedy.

The Tale of the Te:
A Tale of Two Tunnels. a3

The Last Entry.
The Death Ship.

By DORA RUSSELL.—Drift of Fate.
By HERBERT RUSSELL. Truo Blue.

BAYLE ST.JOHN.--A Levantine Famuly.

By ADELINE SERGEANT.
Dr. Endicott's Experiment.
Under False Pretences.
By M. P. SHIEL.--The Purple Cload.
By GEORGE R. SIMS.
Dagonet Abroad. 1n London's Heart.
Once Upon a Christmas Mary Jano's Memoirs.
Time. Mary Jane Married.
Without the Limelight. | The 8mall-part Lady.
Rogues and anzbo:dn. A Blind Marriage.
Blographs of Babyloa.
By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence. | The Outelder.
The Master of Rathkolly. l Beatrice & Benedick,
Long Odds. A Racing Rubber.
B_?'IJ. MOYR SMITH.

A Becret of the Sea,
The Grey Monk. Secret Wyvern Towess.
The Master of Trenance | The Doom of Siva.
The Web of Fate. | Aelt was Written
Tne Strange Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle.
Ber l.aglylhlv.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity. The Tremlett Diamonds.
The Junior Dean. The Woolng of ay
Master of 5t.Benodict’s. | A Tragic Honeymooa.
To bis Own MMaster. A Proctor's Woving.
Gallantry Bower. Fortune's Gate.
In Face of the World. | Bonnie M;;‘;gle Lander.
Orchard Damerel. Mary Unwin.

Mirs. Dunbar's Secret.

By JOHN STAFFORD.—Doris and I

By
By R. NEILSON STEPHENS.
Phillp Winwood.

R. A. STERNDALE.—The Afghan Kaife.
R. L. STEVENSON,—The 8uicide Club.
By FRANK STOCKTON.

The Yonng Master of Byson Hall.

By SUNDOWNER. Told by the Taflrall.
By ANNIE THOMAS.—The 8iron's Web.
By BERTHA THOMAS.

The Violin-Player. | Ina CathedralCity.

By ARTEMUS WARD.
Artemus Werd Complete.
By Mrs. ALEXANDER.

Mald, Wite, or Widow? | A Life Iaterest.
Blind Fate. Mona's Choice.
Valerieo's Fate. By Woman's Wit.

B; E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Pura the Phovaician,

R. STEPHENS. —The Cruciform Mark.

|

Mabdels Progresa.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE
The W Famll
Pr: [} }?ryo:n.n!:;. v r':"x.'i':f [::.:nn. i

lhrit[m Fay.
3y IVAN TURGENIEFF
Storics from Forelgn Novelists. -

By MARK TWAIN
Chalce Works. | Pudd nhead Wilson,
Library of Mnmour. The Gllded Age.

The Innocents Abroad. Pifaco sad the Pauper,
Roughiog kt; and The | Life on \he Mirauiasipid.
Invocents at Home. |The Adventurea o,

_A Tramp Abread. Huckleberry Fine,

ZheAmerican Clsimant. | A Yankes st the Conrt

2dventurveTom8awyer | of King Arthar,

Tom Sawyer Abread. | Etelen White Elephant

Tom Sawyer Detactive ' £1 600 000 Bauk nete.
A Double barrelied Detective Story.

C. C. FL-TYTLER. —3tistress Judith.

Whstshe o i L R
o CameThrough , Mrs Cairmichael .
Tuned Dismonds. ¢ e
The Blackhall Ghosts
The Macdonald Lass. | A Heneymoon's Eclipse,
Witch-Wife, | 8spphira ' A Youny Dregon.
ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen agalret Qwen.
By ALBERT D. VANDAM.
A Coust Tragedy.
By E. A. VIZETELLY.
The 8eorpion. | Tas Lover's Progreas
By FLORENCE WARDEN.
Joan, the Curate. 1 AFlght to a Fialsh,
By CY \VARMAN.-!:‘snu Messsnger,
: By A. WERNER.
Chapenga’s White Ban. y
By WILLIAM WESTALL.
For Honcur and Life. | The 04 Tactory.
AvViomen Tempted Eim | Red "niton.
Her Two Millicns. Ra!phlorbreciaT. ast
Y'wo Pinchea of Snufl. | Trust-reney,
Sons of Leual.

eafed
Rachel Langtos.

Nirel Fortescue.

Tirch Dene. Roy of Roy e Court.

The Phantom City. With the Eed Eagla.

A Queer Eace. A Red Bnidal.

Ben Clough. gtrange Crimes (True
Stoneh),

By ATHA WESTBURY.
The Shadow of Rilton Fernbtrook.
By FRED WHISIHAW.
A Forbjdden Name,
By C. J. WILLS.—An Euy going Fellow
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Life; and Regimental Legends.
By L. ZOLA.
The Joy of Life. | Mis Masterplece.
T oarers Trucsgresson.
a Monret's Tracsg. b
The Conquest of Piassans. | Germinal,
The Fonour of the Army.

‘Tho Dowafall. FRis Exceallency.
The Dream. |Monev. |¥beDram 8dop.
Dr. Paseal. Loturdes. | Koms. | Paris | Work,

The Fat and the Thin Fruitfulness. | Troth
By ‘ZZ.’—A Ninoteonth Century Mirsde.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

GRANT ALLEN.
Babylon. | Damareeq s Danghter

By
FPHiES Duchess of Powysiawt

gtrange 8tories.

imia's Bako. Bloed Reyel plece
lr:rllhll;)ﬁ‘d.e:. : Ivan Orest’s re
The Beckoning Hand. | The Besliywas.
me iDL | ¥ darres vals
b ts O [] 3
%\: 5;'.'-: Taboo- Vader Beaind
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BY FRANK BARRETT.
Fetiered for Li.e. Fouad Guilt,
Littie Lady Linton. | A B.ccouing{‘cngnnes.
Between Life & Death. | For Love and Honour.
8in of Olga Zassoulich. | John Pord, &c.
Folly Morrison. Womanof IrouBrace'ts
Lieut. Barnabas. The Hardinz Scandal
Henest Davis. | A Misslng Witness.
A hodigu‘n Progress.

Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE.
lo y-Money Mortiboy B Oelin’s Arbour.
Little Oir). plain of lhu Fleet.
W th Harp and Crown. ‘l‘he Spam:
This Son of Vulean. The Case of Mr. Lucn,’t
The Golden Butterdy. | In Trafalgar's Bay.
‘The Monks of Thelems.| The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Condi-, The Bell of 8t. Paul's.
tioos of Men, : The Holy Rose.
The Capulnl' Room. Amorl{ol Lyonesse.
All In & Garden Falr. | 8.Katherine'shy Tower

Dorothy Ponur Verbena Camsllia Ste-
Uncle Jac phanotis,
The Ivory Gate.

The lWm'ld Want Very

We en.
Children of Gibeon.
lisrr Panlus,
For Faith and Freedom.
T Call Her Mine. Iu Dencon’s Orders.
The Master Craftsman. | The City of Refuge.
By AMBROSE BIERCE.
Ja the Midst of Life.
By FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. Chronicles of No-man's
2avage Lifs. Land.

BY BRET HARTE.
Callfornian Btorles. Flip. qarufa.
Gahbriel Couroy. A Phy! uu Sl-nu
Lueck of Roaring Camp. A Wll! of the Plsi
An Hdreu of Red Dog. | Ward of Golden Gate.

y ROBERT BUCHANAN.
shadow ar the Sword. | The Martyrdom of Mia

A Child of Naturs, dsline.
God And the Man. | The New Abelard.
Love Me for Ever, The Heir of Linns.

The Rebel Quesa.
Beyond the Dreams of

varice
The Bavolt of M

Foxglove Manor. Woman and the Man.
The Master of the Mine. | Rachel Dene. | Matt.
Annsn Water. Lady Kilpatrick.

BUCHANAN and MURRAY.
barlatan,
HALL CAINE.
The 8hadow of a Crime. l The Deemster.
A Son of Hegar.
By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the ‘Black Prince.’
By HAYDEN CARRUTH.
The Adnnt\lrel of Joues,
AUS1 IN CLARE.
For the !.ov. ol a
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE.
Panl Perroll.
‘Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The cm-. of Souis. | The Red Eultan.
WILKIE COLLINS.

Tte

Armudulo AfterDark.| My Miscellantes.
o Name. The Woman in White,
Antonina, The Moonstone,

Basl, Man and Wife.
Hlde and Seek. Poor Miss Fiuch.
The Dead 8ecret. The Fallen Leaves,
Queen of Hoarts. Jezebel's Dauzhter.

Miss or Mrs.? The Black Robe.
The New Magdalen. Heart and Science,
‘The Frozen Deop. ‘I 8ay No!*

The Law and the Lady | The Evil Oeniua,
The Two vestinies. i Little Nove:

The Haunted Hotel. | Legacy of Cain,

A Rogue'e Life Bilnd 5

By C. ALLSTOV COLLINS.

The Bar 8inis

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS

Bwaet Annn Plzc
Transmi

Fv Th
rrom l( dm;m “to Mid gon Flay me
A }'ﬂghl with Fortune. I

Eweet and Twenty.

o Village Comedy,
False.
iackamith and Scholar

Frances.

M. J. COLQUHOUN.

Every Ineza Soldier.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophu ol the Great Smoky Mountains.

y MATT CRIM.
The Aduntnua of & Fair Rebel
By H. N. CRE LLlN.-'hlunf the Caliph.

By B. M. CROKER.

Pretty Miss Neville,
Diana Barrington.
“To Let.’

A Bird of Passage,
Proper Pride.

A Family Likeness,
A Third Perron.

Village Tales and Jungle

Tragedies.

Two l(uuu

Mr. Jervi

The Real udy Hllda
Married or Bingle 7
Interference.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.

The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

y DICK DONOVAN.

B
The Man-Hunter.
Tracked and Taken.
Cauzhtat Lasti
Wanted!
Wio Poisoned Hstty
Duncan ?

Man from Manchester. {

A Detective's Trinu.phs |

In the Orip of the Lxw,
From Information Re.
csmd
racked to Doom.
Liuk h{ Link
Suepicion Aroused.
Riddles Resd.

The Mystery of Jamalcs Terrace.
The Chronicies of Michsei Danevitch.

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDLS,

A Point of Honour,

| Archie Lovell,

By EDWARD EGGLESTON.

Roxy.

By G.
The New Mistress,
Witness to the Deed.

MANVILLE FENN.

The Tlger Lilv,
The White Vicgin.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.

Lella Donna.
Never Forgotten,

Polly.
Fatal Zero.

Sccond Mrs. Tillotson.
Beventy - ive Brooke
Street.

The Lady of Brantome

By P. FITZGERALD and others.

Btnnp Becrets.

y R. E.
Olympia
One hy Gne.
A Real Queen.
Queen Copletua,

FRANCILLON.

i King or Enave?

Romances of the Law
Ropes of 8and.
A Dog snd biz Bhadow

By HAROLD PFREDERIC,

Seth's Brother's Wile.

| The Lawivn G ri.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.

Pandurang Man

By GILBERT GAUL.

A st.rln"e Manuscriot

CHARLES GIBBON.

Rodbin Gray

Fanc Fue

For k of

What will Warld SAy ?
In Love and War,

For thue King,

In Pasturee Green.
ueen of the Meadow.
Heart's Problem.

The Dead Heart.

In Honour Bonnd.
Flower of tne Forest.
The Bracs of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft,

Of High Degree.

By Mead ano Stresm.

: Loving & Dream.

A Hard Knot.
Heart's Deiight.
Blood-Money.

By \VlLLlAM GILBERT.
ERNEST GLANVILLE

James Du
The Lon? Helress.
A Fair Colonlct.
By Rev.
Bed 8Spider,

The Foaslcker.

S. BARING GOULD
| Bve.
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Two-SHILLING NOvELS—continued.
By ANDREW
!‘.nry-dl)yl' rspon.RE MALEI
By THOMA
Under the Greenwood T"S..HARDY.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Garth. Love—or » Name

Ellice Quentin, David Polndaxter's Dis-

Fortune's Fool. appearance.

Mlss Cadogna. The Bpectre of the
Camera.

Duet.
Beatrix Randolph,
By Sir ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.
By G. A. HENTY.
Fujub the Juggler.
By HEADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective.
By JOHN HILL.
Treason Felony.
By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY.
Tke Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
The Fouse of Raby.
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
A 3alden all Forlorn. | Lady Verner's Flight.
in Darancs Vilo. The Red-House Mystery
Marvel. The Three Graces.
A Mental Struggle. Tnsatlafactory Lover.
A Modern Clrce. Lady Patty.
Awntit's Lady. Norg Creiun.
Petor's Wife. Professor's Experiment.
By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
Tkat Other Perscn. The Leaden Caskst.
8211 Condemned.
By MARK KERSHAW.
Colonlal Facts and Fletions.
By R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game. Passlou's 8lave.
“he Wearing of the Bell Barry.
Creen.’
By EDMOND LEPELLETIER

Madame Sans-Gene.

By JOHN LEYS.

The Lindeays.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball. . The Atonement uf Leam
The World We!l Lost. Dundas.

Rebel of the Family,
Sowing the Wind.
Tha One Too Many.
Dulcle Everton.

Under which Lord ?
Paston Carew.
“My Lovel’

Inne.
With & Silken Thread.
By HENRY W. LUCY.
Gldeon Fieyce.
By JUSTIN McCA RTHY.
Dear Lady Disdain: Donna Quixote.
Waterdaie Nels hbours Maid of Athens.
My Enemy’s Danghter The Comet of & Season,
A Falr Saxon. { The Dictator.

Linley Rochford. ked Diamonds.
Miss Misanthrope. ‘Thu Riddle Ring
Camivla

HUGH MACCOLL.
Mr, Stranger's Bealed Packet.
By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow. 3
By AGNES MACDONELL.
Quaker pusing.
By W. . MALLOCK.
The New Republle. e
y BRANDER MATTULWS
A Secivt of the Sea.
By L. T. MEADE.
A Soldler of Fortuns. -

| Muryh~ s Master.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
The lnﬁyvl;qcﬁ:a:s‘l.) oAt
" 3
Kltharcozn l::torl}‘.o .
By J. li. MUDDOCK
8toriasWeird and Woan- hs. the Bosom of the
2p.

erfal.
The Dead Man's Sscret.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRA
A Model Pather. A Bitol lh-n‘),l'nuo.
First Peroa Bingular
L . Bob Martin's LittieGirl
ange. | Hearts, | Times Revenges,
01d Biazer's Haro. Wasted Crime.
The Way of the World 1o Direst Peril.
l;y;':f Pozt':’nu. Mount Despair.
o8 nement. A Captul o’
By the Gate of the Bea. PR

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
One Treveiler Returna. | The Blahops Bidle.
Paul Jones s Alias.

By HUME NISBET.
| Dr

Ball Upl’ _Bernard 8t Viaceat
By W. E. NORRIS.
Baint Ann's | Billy Bsilow,
By GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Rameas. A Weird uift.
‘ A Last Love.

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies. The Grestest Holresa in
Tae Primrose Path, England.

B UIDA.
| Held In Bondage. . Two Lit. Woodea Bhoes
Strathmore., Moths,
Chandos. Bimbl.
Tdalia. | Plplstralle,
| Under Two Flaga. | A Village Commuse.
Coell Castiemaine sGage
Tricotrin,
Pnck.
Folle Farine. ma.
A Dog of Flandars, Guilderoy.
Pascarel. Rudinoe.
8yritn.

Blr"fna..
Princess Napraxine. Baata Barbara.
In a Winter Civy. Two Offencers.
Arixdne. Quida's Wisdom, Wi,
Friendship. and Pathos

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentlo and Bimple.

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRALD.
The Romauce of & Station.
The Soal of Countess Adrian.
Gut aw and Lawmaker 1 Mrs. Trogsskise
Caristina Chard. |
By JAMES PAYN.
Bentinck s Tutor. The Talk of the Towd.
Holiday Tasks.
A Perfact Treasure,

A Cornty Fawstiy.
What Ee Cost Her.

At Her ercy.
Cecils Tryst. A Contdential Agent.
The Clyifards of Clyfle. Glow worm Tales,

The Foster Brotheis. The Burst Mililes,
Pound Dead. Sunny Elories.

The Beat of Jiusbands. Lost Sir Massingberd.
Walter's Word. A Womans Veng ..

alves. | ‘The Family Bcapegrace.
Falien Fortunee. Qwendolind rvoet
Ruomeorous Storiss. Like Yather Like Bon

200 Reward. Marrird Eeneath Bim.
A Marine Residence. Not Woosd, but Wos.
Mirk Abbey | Less Black thaa Were
By Proxy | Painted.

Some Private Views
| A @rape {rom s Thorn.
'!‘l; m)lynm y of Mir

From Exiie. rldge.

o The Word snd the WilL
{Lol{,c“h o A Prince of the Biowd.
The Canon s ward. A Trviag Pl‘u-ol.

By RICHARD PRYCE.

L5iss Maxwell e Alle:tidas.

UndurOnE Roef,
High Bpirits
Carlyoun's Tear.
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Two-SuiLLiya Novers—continued,
CHARLES READE.

By
Itie Never Too Late to

chrmle Johustone, ™
The Double Marriage.
Put Youreelf in His

Place

Love Me Little, Love
Me Long.

The Cloister and the
Hearth.

Course of True Love

Tge ‘L ‘t bi, hy of
e Antoblogra o
a Thief, Y

By Mrs. J.
Weird 8tories,
Fairy Water.
Her otherlnarllng.
The Prince of Wales's

Garden Party,
By F. W,

Women are Str:uxge.
The Hands of Justice.

A Terrible Temptation.

Foul Play,

The Wandering Heir,
ar

)¢
Bingleheart and Double-

xce.

Qood Stories of Man and
other Animals,

Peg Woflington,

Grifith Gaunt.

A Woman-Hater.

H. RIDDELL.

The Uninhabited House.

The Mysiery in Palace
Gardens.

The Nun's Curse,

Idle Tales.

ROBINSON.

l The Woman inthe Derk

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

Round the Galley Fire.
On the Fo'k'ale Hecad.

In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the liam-

mosk.

The DMlystery of the
*Ocean Btar.'

The Romance of Jenny

Harlowe.
DORA

2,
A Country weetheart,

An Ocean Tragedy.

My Shipmate Louise.
Alone onWideWide Sea,
Good Bhip * Mohock,*
The Phantom Death,
Is He the Man ?

Heart of Oak.

The Convict 8hip.

The Tale of the Ten,
The Last Entry,

RUSSELL.

GLORGP AUGUSTUS SALA.

Ou.ngh: and Dayligh

By GEORGFF R SIMS.

'Ihe Ring o Bella.

ary Jane's Memoirs.
Hnry Jane Married.
Tales of Today.
Dramas ol Life.
Tinkletop's Crime.
My Two Wives.

<ph.

i Memo.rl of & Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The 10 Commandments,
Dagonet Abroad.
Rogues and Vagahonrds.

By HAWLEY SMART.

Withont Love or Licence.

Beatrice and Benedick.

The Plunger
Long Odds.

The Master of Rathkeily,

y T. W,
'ni)e Mysteries of Heron

ke,
'nm Golden Hoop.
HoodwinXked.

By Devious Ways.

SPEIGHT.

Back to Life.

The LoudwaterTragedy.

Burgo's Romance,
uittance in Full.
Husband from the Sea

ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A r.u:cu in tbe D
y_R. A. STERNDALE.
The A!ghan Knife,
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
& Fellow of 'l‘rlnlly Orchard Damere!l.
The Janior Dean, In the Faceof theWorid.
Master of 8t.Bensdict’s | The Yremlett Diamends.
To His Own Master.
By R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

Hud‘eyl}cyoROBP RT SURTEES.

By WALTER THORNBURY.
'x‘nle: for the Marines.
By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cat Diamond.
By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.
Lixe £hips upoun the | Anne Furaees.
Bea. Mabel's Progress,

By ANTHONY TROLLOPL

Frag Frohmana. 'he American Sevator,
Marion Fay, M.r. Scubo'ansh s
Kept {n the Dark. Famil

The Way We Live Now. Goldenmon of Granpere

The land-Leaguers.

By MARK TWAIN.
A Pleasnre Trip on the ) Life on the Mtssisaipoi.

Coutinent. The Prince aund tha
The Ollded A%.e. Pauper.
Huckleberry Finn, A Yankee at the Court
Tom Sawyer. of Xing Arth
A Tramp Abroad. £1,009,000 Bux Note.
Stolen White Elephant.

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith,
y SARAH TYTLER.
Bride's Pasa | Lady Bell, The Tiuguenot Fami'y
Buried D:amonds, The Blackhall Ghesta

St. Mungo's City. | What 8heCameThrcugh
2ioblesse Oblige. Beanty and the Hoast.
Disi lppeared

y ALLEN UPWARD.

Tke Qneen agaum. Owea.
By WILLIAM WESTALL.

Trust-Money,
H. WILLIAMSON.

By Mrs. IS,

A Child Widow.
By J. S. WINTER.

Cavalry Lile, | Regimental Legends.
By H. F. WOOD.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard,

The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

2 By MARGARET WYNMAN.

My Flirtations.

NEW SERIES OF TWO-SHILLING

The Coustadle of Bt.
LESTER ARNOLD,

St. Katherine’s by the Tower.

BESANT.
Alpslie’'s JuJu. By Hx
Dora Myr), the Lady
BODKIN, K.C,
Vincent Trill, Detective
Dark Deeds.

A Crimson Crlme.

G NOVELS.

Picture cloth, flat backs.

Kicholas.
By Sir WALTER

ROLD BINDLOSS.
Detective. By McD.

. By DICK DONOVAN,

By EDWIN

By DICK DONOVAN.
By G. MANVILLE FENN.

The Red 8hirts. Dy PAUL GAULOT,

Towards the Eternal Spows. By EDMUND
MITCHELL.,

The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley,
MITFORD,

The Kinz's Assegal. By BERTRAM MITFORD.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. By J.E.MUDDUCK

His Qwn Ghost. By D, l HRISTIE MURRAY.

The Waters of Edera. OUIDA.

A Modsrn Dick Whinin ton. By JAMES PAYN.

The Drift of Fate, By l)ORA RUSSELT..

Dy BERTRAM

A Country Bweeth eart.

DORA RUSSELL.

The Trackof a Storm. By OWEN HALL.

The Luck of Roaring Camp; and Sens» uon Rovels
Condensed. By BRRT HARTE.

In a Hollow of the Hills. By BRET lu\RTn.

Colonel Starbottle's Client.” By BRET HARTE.

A Protegee of Jack Hamiin's. By BRET HHARTE,

A ba&rha of Green 8prings. Dy DRET lIARTE.

‘The Lady irom Nowhere. By IFERGL'S 11UME,

Plotters of Paria. By EDMUND MITCHELL.

‘The Templo of Death. By EDMUND MITCHELL.

In London's Heart, G R, SIMS,

The Young Master cf K"nn Hull By FRANK
STOCKTON. With 36 llustrations,

The Tale of the Beypent. By SUNDOWNER.

Citoyenne Jacqueline, Dy SARAH TYTL R

The Queen againss Owen, By ALLEN UIWARD.

Joan. the Curate. DBy FLORENCH WARDEN,

Sport and Spangles. "Y'y BYRON WEBEER.

Cavalry Life; and Regimental Legends. By
Joun STRANGE WINTER,

Uswix BroTusrs, Lo, Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, London, E.C,















