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THE CAPTAINS' ROOM.

CHAPTER I.

THE MESSAGE OF THE MUTE.

Perhaps the most eventful day in the story of which I have to tell,

was that on which the veil of cloubt and misery which had hung
before the eyes of Lai Rydquist for three long years was partly

lifted. It was so eventful, that I venture to relate what happened
on that day first of all, even though it tells half the story at the

very beginning. That we need not care much to consider, because,

although it is the story of a great calamity long di-eaded and
happily averted, it is a story of sorrow borne bravely, of faith,

loyalty, and courage. A story such as one loves to tell, because, in

the world of fiction, at least, virtue should always triumph, and
true hearts be rewarded. "Wlierefore, if there be any who love

to read of the mockeries of fate, the wasting of good women's love,

the success of craft and treacheiy, instances of which are not
wanting in the world, let them go elsewhere, or make a Clu-istmas

tale for themselves : and their joy bells, if they like it, shall be the

funeral knell, and their noels a dirge beside the grave of ruined and
despairing innocence, and for their feast they may have the bread
and water of affliction.

The name of the girl of whom we are to speak was Alicia Ryd-
quist, called by all her friends Lai ; the place of her bu-th and
home was a certain httle-known suburb of London, called Rother-

hithe. She was not at all an aristocratic person, being nothing but
the daughter of a Swedish sea-cajitain and an English wife. Her
father was dead, and, after his death, the widow kept a captains'

boarding-house, which of late, for reasons wliich will presently

appear, had greatly risen in repute.

The day which opens my story, the day big with fate, the day
from which everything that follows in Lai's life, whether that be
ehort or long, will be dated, was the fourteenth of October, m the

B
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grievous year of rain and ruin, one thousand eight hundred and
seventy-nine. And though the summer was that year clean for-

gotten, so that there was no summer at all, but only the rain and
cold of a continual and ungracious April, yet there were vouchsafed

a few gracious days of consolation in the autumn, whereof this waa
one, in which the sun was as bright and warm as if he had been
doing his duty like a British sailor all the summer long, and was
proud of it, and meant to go on giving joy to mankind until fog

and gloom time, cloud and snow time, black frost and wliite frost

time, short days and long nights time, should put a stop to his

benevolent intentions.

At eleven o'clock in the forenoon, both the door and the

window belonging to the kitchen of the last house of the row called
' Seven Houses ' were standing open for the air and the sunshine.

As to the window, which had a warm south aspect, it looked

upon a chvrchyard. A grape vine grew upon the side of the house,

and some of its branches trailed across the upper panes, making a

green drapery which was pleasant to look upon, though none of its

leaves this year were able to grow to their usual generous ampli-

tude, by reason of the ungenerous season. The churchyard itself

was planted with planes, lime-trees, and elms, whose foliage, for

the like reason, was not yellow, as is generally the case with such

trees in mid-October, but was still green and sweet to look upon.

The burying-ground was not venerable for antiquity, because it was
less than a hundred years old, church and all ; but yet it was pleas-

ing and grateful—a churchyard which filled the mind with thoughta

of rest and sleep, with pleasant dreams. Now, the new cemeteries

must mostly be avoided, because one who considers them falls pre-

sently into grievous melancholy, which, unless diverted, produces

insanity, suicide, or emigration. They lend a new and a horrid pang
to death.

It is difficult to explain why this churchyard, more than others,

is a pleasant spot : partly, perhaps, on account of the bright and
cheerful look of the place in which it stands ; then, there are not

many graves in it, and these are mostly covered or honoured by
grey tombstones, partly moss-grown. On this day the sunshine fell

upon them gently, with intervals of shifting shade, through the

branches ; and though the place around was beset with noises, yet,

as these were always the same, and never ceased except at night,

they were not regarded by those who lived there, and so the

churchyard seemed full of peace and quiet. The dead men who lie

there are of that blameless race who venture themselves upon the

unquiet ocean. The dead women ai'e the wives of the men, their

anxieties now over and done. When such men are gone, they are,

for the most part, spoken of with good will, because they have

never harmed any others but themselves, and have been kind-

hearted to tlie weak. And so, from all these causes together, from
the trees and the sunshine, and the memory of the dead sailors, it

ia a churchyard which suggested peaceful thoughts.
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At all events it did not sadden the children when they came out
from the school, built in one corner of it, nor did its presence ever
disturb or sadden the mind of the girl who was making a pudding
in the kitclien. There were sparrows in the branches, and in one
tree sat a blackbird, now and then, late as it was, delivering himself
of one note, just to remind himself of the past, and to keep his

voice in practice against next spring.

The girl was fair to look upon, and, while she made her pud-
ding, with sleeves turned back and flecks of white flour upon her
white arms, and a white aj^ron tied round her waist, stretching from
chin to feet like a child's pinafore or a long bib, she sang snatches
of songs, yet finished none of them ; and when you come to look
closer into her face you saw that her cheeks were thin and her eyes
sorrowful, and that her lips trembled from time to time. Yet she
was not thinking out her sad thoughts to their full capabilities of

bitterness, as some women are wont to do—as, in fact, her own
mother had done for close upon twenty years, and was srill doing,

having a like cause for plaint and lamentation ; only the sad
thoughts came and went across her mind, as birds fly across a
garden, while she continued deftly and swiftly to carry on her
work.

At this house, which was none other than the weH-known Cap-
tains' boarding-house, sometimes called ' Rydquist's, of Rother-
hithe,' the puddings and pastry were her special and daily charge.

The making of puddings is the poetiy of simj^jle cookery. One is

born, not made, for puddings. To make a pudding worthy of the
name requires not only that special gift of nature, a light and cool

hand, but also a clear intelligence and the power of concentrated
attention, a gift in itself, as many lament wlien the sermon is over
and they remember none of it. If the thoughts wander, even for a
minute, the work is ruined. The instinctive feeling of right pro-
portion in the matter of flour, lemon-peel, currants, sugar, allspice,

eggs, butter, breadcrumbs : the natural eye for colour, form, and
symmetry, which are required before one can ever begin even to

think of becoming a maker of puddings, are all lost and thrown
away, unless the attention is fixed resolutely upon the progress of

the work. Now, there was one pudding, a certain kind of pluni-

dufl", made by these hands, the recollection of which was wont to

fill the hearts of those Captains who were privileged to eat of it

v/ith tender yearnings whenever they thought upon it, whether far

away on southern seas, or on the broad Pacific, or in the shallow
Baltic ; and it nerved their hearts when battling with the gales,

while yet a thousand knots at least lay between their plunging
bows and the Conunercial Docks, to think that they were home-
ward bound, and that Lai would greet them with that pudding.

As the girl rolled her dough upon the white board and looked
thoughtfully upon the little heaps of ingredients, she sang, as T

have said, scra]>s of songs ; but this was just as a man at work, as

a carpenter at his bench or a cobbler over his boot, will whistle
b2
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scraps of tunes, not because his mind is touched with the beauty of

the melody, but because this little action relieves the tension of the

brain for a moment, without diverting the attention or disturbing

the current of thought. She was dressed—behind the big apron

—

in a cotton print, made up by her own hands, which were as clever

with the needle as with the rolling-pin. It was a dress made of a

sympathetic stuff—there are many such tissues in every draper's

shop—which, on being cut out, sewn up, and converted into a
feminine garment, immediately proceeds, of its own accord, to

interpret and illustrate the character of its owner ; so that for a

shrew it becomes draggle-tailed, and for a lady careless of her
figure, or conscious that it is no longer any use pretending to have
a figure, it rolls itself up in unlovely folds, or becomes a miracle of

flatness ; and for a lady of prim temperament it arranges itself into

stiff vertical lines ; and for an old lady, if she is a nice old lady, it

wrinkles itself into ten thousand lines, which cross and recross each

other like the lines upon her dear old face, and all to bring her

more respect and greater consideration ; but for a girl whose figui'e

is tall and well-formed, this accommodating material becomes as

clinging as the ivy, and its lines are every one of them an exact

copy of Hogarth's line of beauty, due allowance being made for the

radius of curvature.

I do not think I can give a better or clearer account of this

maiden's dress, even if I were to say how-much-and-eleven-pence-
three-farthings it was a yard and where it was bought. As for that,

however, I am certain it came from Bjornsen's shop, where English.

is spoken, and where they have got in the window, not to be sold

at any price, the greatest curiosity in the whole world (except the

Golden Butterfly from Sacramento), namely, a beautiful model of a

steamer, with everything complete—rigging, ropes, sails, funnel,

and gear—the whole in a glass bottle. And if a man can tell how
that steamer got into that bottle, which is a common glass bottle

with a narrow neck, he is wiser than any of the scientific gentlemen
who have tackled the problems of Stonehenge, the Pyramids, the

Yucatan inscriptions, or the Etruscan language.

That is what she had on. As for herself, she was a tall girl

;

her figiu-e was slight and graceful, yet she was strong ; her waist

measured just exactly the same number of inches as that of her

grandmother Eve, whom she greatly resembled in beauty. Eve, as

we camiot but believe, was the most lovely of women ever known,
even including Rachel, Esther, Helen of Troy, Ayesha, and fair

Bertha-with-the-big-feet. The colour of her hair depended a good

deal upon the weather : when it was cloudy it was dark brown
;

when the sunlight fell upon it her hair was golden. There was
quite enough of it to tie about her waist for a girdle, if she was so

minded ; and she was so little of a fine lady, that she would rather

have had it brown in all weathers, and was half ashamed of its

golden tint.

It soothes the heart to speak of a beautiful woman ; the cou-
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lemplation of one respectfully is, in itself, to all rightly constituted

irasculine minds, a splendid moral lesson.

'Here,' says the moralist to himself, 'is the greatest prize that

the earth has to otier to the sons of Adam. One must make oneself

worthy of such a prize ; no one should possess a goddess who is

not himself godlike.'

Having drawn his moral, the philosopher leaves off gazing, and

returns, with a sigh, to his work. If you look too long, the moral

is apt to evaporate and vanish away.

The door of the kitchen opened upon the garden, which was not

broad, being only a few feet broader than the width of the house,

but was long. It was planted with all manner of herbs, such as

thyme, which is good for stuffing of veal ; mint, for seasoning of

that delicious compound, and as sauce for the roasted lamb ; borage,

which profligates and topers employ for claret-cup, though what it

was here used for I know not
;

parsley, good for garnish, which

may also be cliopped up small and fried ; cucumber, chiefly known
at the West End in connection with salmon, but not disdained in

the latitude of Rotherhithe for breakfast, dinner, tea, or supper, in

combination with vinegar or anything else, for cucumber readily

adapts itself to all palates save those set on edge with picksomeness.

Then there were vegetables, such as onions, wliich make a noble

return for the small space they occupy, and are universally admitted

to be the most delightful of all roots that grow ; lettuces, crisp and

green : the long lettuce and the round lettuce all the summer ; the

scarlet-runner, which runneth in brave apparel, and eats short in

the autumn, going well with leg of mutton ; and, at the end of the

strip of ground, a small forest of Jerusalem artichoke, fit for the

garden of the Queen. As for flowers, they were nearly over for the

year, but there were trailing nasturtiums, long sprigs of faint

mignonette, and one great bully hollyhock ; there were also, in

boxes, painted green, creeping-jenny, bachelors'-button, thrift,

ragged-robin, stocks, and candy-tuft, but all over for the season.

There was a cherry-tree trained against the wall, and beside it a

peach ; there were also a Siberian crab, a medlar, and a mulberry-

tree. A few raspberry-canes were standing for show, because

among them all there had not been that year enough fruit to fill a

plate. Tlie garden was separated from the churchyard by wooden

palings, painted green ; this made it look larger than if there had

been a wall. It was, in fact, a garden in which not one inch of

ground was wasted ; the paths were only six inches wide, and

wherever a plant could be coaxed to grow, there it stood in its

allotted space. The wall fruit was so carefully trained tiiat there

was not a stalk or shoot out of place ; the flower borders were so

carefully trimmed that there was not a weed or a dead flower ; while

as for grass, snails, slugs, bindweed, dandelion, broken flower-pot,

brickbat, and other such tilings, which do too frequently disfigure

the gardens of the more careless, it is delightfid to record that there

was not in tliis little slice of Eden so much as the appearance or
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suspicion of such a tiling. Tlie reason why it was so neat and so

well watched was that it was the delight and paradise of the
captains, who, by their united eflbrts, made it as neat, snug, and
orelerly as one of their own cabins. There were live creatures in

the garden, too. On half a dozen crossbars, painted green, were
just so many parrots. They were all trained parrots, who could
talk and did talk, not altogether as is the use of parrots, who too
often give way to the selfishness of the old Adam, but one at a time,

and deliberately, as if tliey were instructing mankind in some new
and great truth, or deligliting them with some fresh and striking

poetical ejaculation. One would cough slowly, and then dash his

buttons. If ladies were not in hearing he would remember other

expressions savouring of fo'k'rJe rather than of quarter-deck.

Another would box tlie compass as if for an exercise in the art of

navigation. Another seldom spoke except when his mistress came
and stroked his feathers with her soft and dainty finger. The bird

was growing old now, and his featliers were dropping out, and
what this bird said you shall presently hear.

Next there was a great kangaroo h(jund, something under six

feet high when he walked. Now he was lying asleep. Beside him
was a little Maltese dog, white and curly ; and in a corner—the
warmest corner—there was an old and toothless bulldog. Other
things there were—some in boxes, some in partial confinement, or

by a string tied to one leg, some running about—such as tortoises,

hedgehogs, Persian cats, Angola cats, lemurs, ferrets, Madagascar
cats. But they were not all in the garden, some of them, including

a mongoose and a flying-fox, having their abode on the roof, where
they were tended faithfully by Captain Zachariasen. In the

kitchen, also, which was warm, there resided a chameleon.
Now, all these things—the parrots, the dogs, the cats, the

lemurs, and the rest of them—were gifts and presents brought
across the seas by amorous captains to be laid at the shrine of one
Venus—of com'se I know that there never can be more than one
Venus at a time to any well-regulated male mind—whom all wooed
and none could win. There were many other gifts, but these were
within doors, safely bestowed. It may also be remarked that

Venus never refuses to accept offerings which are laid upon her
altar with becoming reverence. Thus there were the fragile coral

fingers, named after the goddess, from the Philippine Islands ; there

were chests of the rich and fragrant tea which China grows for

Russia. You cannot buy it at all here, and in Hong-Kong only as

a favour, and at unheard-of prices. There were cups and saucers

from Japan ; fans of the coco de mer from the Seychelles ; carved

ivory boxes and sandal-wood boxes from China and India ; weapons
of strange aspect from Malay islands ; idols from Ceylon

;
praying

tackle brought down to Calcutta by some wandering Thibetan ;

with fans, glasses, mats, carpets, pictures, chairs, desks, tables, and
ftven beds, from lands d'oiitre mer, insomuch that the house looked

like a great museum or curiosity-shop. And everything, if jou
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please, brought across the sea and presented by the original im-

porters to the beautiful Alicia Rydquist, commonly called Lai by
those who were her friends, and Miss Lai by those who wished tu

bt, but were not, and had to remain outside, so to speak, and
all going, in consequence, green with en^'y.

On tliis morning there were also in the garden two men. One
of them was a very old man—so old that tliere was nothing left of

him but was puckered and creased, and his face was like one of

those too faithful maps which want to give every detail of the

country, even the smallest. This was Captain Zachariasen, a Dane
by birth, but since the age of eight on an English ship, so that he
had clean forgotten his native language. He had been for veiy
many yeai-s in the timber trade between the ports of Bergen and
London. He was now, in the protracted evening of his daj's,

enjoying an annuity purchased out of his savings. He resided

constantly in the house, and was the dean, or oldest member among
the boarders. He said himself sometimes that he was eighty-five,

and sometimes he said he was ninety, but old age is apt to boast.

One would not baulk liim of a single year, and certainly he was
verj^ vei-y old.

This morning, he sat on a green box half-way down the garden
—all the boxes, cages, railings, shutters, and doors of the house
were painted a bright navy-green—with a hammer and nails in his

hand, and sometimes he drove in a nail, but slowly and with con-

sideration, as if noise and haste would confuse that nail's head, and
make it go loose, like a screw. Between each tap he gazed around
and smiled with pleased benevolence. The younger man, who was
about thirty years of age, was weeding. That is, he said so. He
had a spud with which to conduct that operation, but there were
no weeds. He also had a pair of scissors, with which he cut off

dead leaves. This was Captain Holstius, also of the mercantile

marine, and a Norwegian. He was a smartly-dressed sailor—wore
a blue cloth jacket, with trousers of the same ; a red silk handker-
chief was round his waist ; his cap had a gold band round it, and a
hea%y steel chain guarded his watch. His face was kind to look

upon. One noticed, especially, a greyish bloom upon a ruddy
cheek. It was an oval face, such as you may see in far-off Bam-
borough, or on Holy Island, with blue eyes ; and he had a gentle

voice. One wonders whether the Normans, who so astonished the

world a thousand years ago, were soft of speech, mild of eye, kind
of heart, like their descendants. Were Bohemond, Robert the

Dv'vil, great Canute, like unto this gentle Captain Holstius ? And
if so, why were tliey so greatly feared ? And if not, how is it that

their sons have so greatly changed 1 Tliey were sailors—tlie men
of old. But sailors acquire an expression of unworldliness not found
among us who have to battle with worldly and crafty men. They
are not tempted to meet craft with craft, and treachery with deceit.

They do not cheat ; they are not tempted to cheat. Therefore,

although the Vikings were ferocious and bloodtliirsty piratea,
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thinking it but a small thing to land and spit a dozen Saxons or so,

burn their homesteads, and carry away their pigs, yet, no doubt,
in the domestic circle, they were mild and gentle, easily ruled by
their wives, and obedient even to taking charge of the baby, which
was the reason why they were called, in the pronunciation of the
day, the hardy Nursemen.

A remarkable thing about that garden was that if you looked
to the north, over the garden walls of the Seven Houses, you ob-
tained, through a kind of narrow lane, a glimpse of a narrow
breadth of water, with houses on either side to make a frame. It

was like a little strip of some panorama which never stops, because
up and down the water there moved perpetually steamers, sailing-

ships, barges, boats, and craft of all kinds. Then, if you turned
comijletely round, and looked south, you saw, beyond the trees in

the churchyard, a great assemblage of yard-arms, masts, ropes,
hanging sails, and rigging. And from this quarter there was heard
continually the noise of labour that ceaseth not—the labour of
hammers, saws, and hatchets ; the labour of lifting heavy burdens,
with the encouraging ' Yo-ho '

; the labour of men who load ships
and unload them ; the labour of those who repair ships ; the ring-
ing of bells which call to labour ; the agitation which is caused in

the air when men are gathered together to work. Yet the place,

as has been already stated, was peaceful. The calm of the garden
was equalled by the repose of the open place on which the windows
of the house looked, and by the peace of the churchyard. The
noise was without ; it affected no one's nerves ; it was continuous,
and, therefore, was not felt any more than the ticking of a watch
or the beating of the pulse.

The old man presently laid down his hammer, and spoke, say-
ing, softly :

' Nor—wee—gee.'

*Ay, ay, Captain Zachariasen,' replied the other, pronouncing
the name with a foreign accent, and speaking a pure English,
something like a Welshman's English. They both whispered,
because the kitchen door was open, and Lai might hear. But
they were too far down the garden for her to overhear their talk.

' Any luck this spell, ladl

'

The old man spoke in a meaning way, with a piping voice, and
he winked both his eyes hard, as if he was trying to stretch the
wrinkles out of his face.

Captain Holstius replied, evasively, that he had not sought
for luck, and, therefore, had no reason to complain of unsuccess.

' I mean, lad,' whispered the old man, ' have you spoke the
barque which once we called the Saucy Lai ] And if not '—be-
cause here the young man shook his head, while his rosy cheek
showed a deeper red— ' if not, why not \

'

'Because,' said Captain Holstius, speaking slowly—'because I
Bpoke her six months ago, and she told me '

Here he sighed heavily.
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'What did she tell you, my lad ? Did she say that she wanted
to be carried off and married, whether she liked it or not 1

'

' No, she did not.'
' That was my way, when I was young. I always carried 'em

off. I married 'em first and axed 'em afterwards. ISixty year ago,

that Avas. Ay, nigh upon seventy, which makes it the more com-
fortable a thing for a man in his old age to remember.'

' Lai tells me that she will wait five years more before she

gives him up, and even then she will marry no one, but put on
mourning, and go in widow's weeds—being not even a wife.'

' Five yeai'S !
' said Captain Zachariasen. ' 'Tis a long time for

a woman to wait for a man. Five yeai's will take the bloom off of

her pretty cheeks, and the plumpness off of her lines, which is

now in the height of their curliness. Five years to wait ! Why,
there won't be a smile left on her rosy lips. Whereas, if you'd

tlie heart of a loblolly boy, Cap'en Holstius, you'd ha' run her

round to the church long ago, spoke to the clerk, whistled for the

parson, while she was still occupied with the pudding and had her

thoughts far away, and—well, there, in five years' time she'd be

playin' with a four-year-old, or, may be, twins, as happy as if there

hadn't never been no Cap'en Armiger at all.'

' Five years,' Captain Holstius echoed, ' is a long time to wait.

But any man would wait longer than that for Lai, even if he did

not get her, after all.'

' Five years ! It will be eight, counting the three she has

already waited for her dead sweetheart. No woman, in the old

days, was ever expected to cry more than one. Not in my day.

No woman ever waited for me, nor di'opped one tear, for more
than one twelvemonth, sixty years ago, when I was dr .' Here
he recollected that he could never have been drowned, so far back
as his memory served. That experience had been denied him.

He stopped short.
' She tliinks of him,' Captain Holstius went on, seating himself

on another box, face to face with the old man, ' all day ; slie

dreams of him all night ; there is no moment that he is not in her

thought—I know because I have watched her ; she does not speak

of him : even if she sings at her work, her heart is always sad.'

' Poor Rex Armiger ! Poor Rex Armiger !
' This was the

voice of the old parrot, who lifted his beak, repeated his cry, and
then subsided.

Captain Holstius's eyes grew soft and humid, for he was a

tender-hearted Norwegian, and he pitied as well as loved the

girl.

' Poor Rex Ai-miger !
' he echoed :

' his parrot remembers
him.'

' She is wrong,' said the old man, ' very wrong. I always tell

her so. Fretting has been known to make the pastiy heavy :

tears spoil gravy.' He stated this great truth as if it was a well-

known maxim, taken from the Book of Proverbs.
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' Tliat was the third time that I spoke to her ; the third time
that slie gave me the same reply. Shall I teaze her more ? No,
Cajitain Zachariasen, I have had my answer, and I know my
duty.'

' It's hard, my lad, for a sailor to bear. Why, you may be
dead in two ye.irs, let alone five. Most likely you will. You look
as if you will. What with rocks at sea and sharks on land, most
sailors, even skippers, by thirty years of age, is nummore. And
though some '—here he tried to recollect the words of Scripture,

and only succeeded in part— ' by good seamanship escape, and livo

to seventy and eighty, or even, as in my case, by a judgmatic
course and fair winds, come to eighty-five and three months last

Sunday, yet in tlieir latter days there is but little headway, the
craft lying ahvays in the doldrums, and the rations, too, often

short. Five years is long for Lai to wait in suspense, poor girl !

Take and go and find another girl, therefore,' the old man
advised.

'No'—the Norwegian shook his head sadly—'there is only
one woman in all the world for me.'

'Why, there, there,' the old Captain cried, 'what are young
fellows coming to % To cry after one woman ! I've given you my
advice, my lad, which is good advice ; likely to be beneficial to the

boarders, especially them which are permanent, because the sooner
the trouble is over, the better it'll be for meals. I did hear there

was a bad egg, yesterday. To think of Rydquist's coming to bad
eggs ! But if a gal will go on fretting after young fellows that is

long since food for crabs, what are we to expect but bad eggs ?

Marry her, my lad, or sheer off, and marry some one else. P'raps,

when you are out of the way, never to come back again, she will

take on with some other chap.'

Captain Holstius shook his head again.
' If Lai, after three years of waiting, says she cannot get him

out of her heart—why, why there will be nothing to do, no help,

because she knows best what is in her heart, and I would not that

she max'ried me out of pity.'

' Come to pity !
' said Captain Zachariasen, ' she can't marry you

all out of pity. There's Cap'en Borlinder and Cap'en Wattles,

good mariners both, also after her. Should you like her to marry
them out of pity ?

'

' I need not think of marriage at all,' said the Norwegian. ' I

think of Lai's happiness. If it will be happier for her to marry
me, or Captain Borlinder, or Captain Wattles, or any other man,
I hope that she will marry that man ; and if she will be happier in

remembering her dead lover, I hope that she will remain without a
husband. All should be as she may most desire.'

Then the girl herself suddenly appeared in the doorway, shad-

ing her eyes from the sunshine, a pretty picture, with the flour

still upon her arms, and her white bib still tied round her.
' It is time for your morning beer, Captain Zachariasen,' she
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3aid. 'Will you have it in the kitchen, or shall I bring it to you
in the garden ?

'

' I will take my beer, Lai,' replied the old man, getting up
from the box, 'by the kitchen fire.'

He slowly rose and walked, being much bent and bowed by the

weight of his years, to the kitchen door.

Captain Holstius followed him.

There was a wooden armchair beside the fire, which was bright

and large, for the accommodation of a great piece of veal already

hung before it. The old man sat down in it, and took the glass of

ale, cool, sparkling, anci foaming, from Lai's hand.
' Thoughtful child,' he said, holding it up to the light, 'she for-

gets nothing—except what she ought most to forget.'

'You are pale to-day, Lai,' said the Norwegian, gently. ' Will

you come with me ujjou the river this afternoon ?

'

She shook her head sadly.
' Have you forgotten what day this is, of all days in the year ?

'

she asked.

Captain Holstius made no reply.
' This day, three years ago, I got his last letter. It was four

months since he sailed away. Ah me ! I stood upon the steps of

Lavender Dock and saw his ship slowly coming down the river.

Can I ever forget if? Then I jumped into the boat and pulled out
mid-stream, and he saw me and waved his handkerchief. And that

was the last I saw of Rex. This day, three years and four months
ago, and at this very time, in the forenoon.'

The old man, who had drained his glass and was feeling just a
little evanescent headiness, began to prattle in his armchair, not
having listened to their talk.

' I am eighty-five and three months, last Sunday ; and this ia

beautiful beer, Lai, my dear. 'Twill be hard u2)on a man to leave

such a tap. With the Cap'ens' room ; and you, my Lai.'
' Don't think of such things, Captain Zachariasen,' cried Lai,

wiping away the tear which had risen in sympathy for her own
BoiTows, not for his.

'
'Tis best not,' he replied, cheerfully. 'Yeal, I see. Roast

veal ! Be large-handed with the seasonin', Lai. And beans ? Ah

!

and apple-dumplings. The credit of Rydquist's must be kept up.

Remember that, Lai. Wherefore, awake, my soul, and with the

sun. Things there are that should be forgotten. I am eighty-five

and a quarter last Sunday, like Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob— even
Methusalem was eighty-five once, when he was little more than a
boy, and never a grey hair—and, like the patriarchs at tlieir best

and oldest, I have gotten wisdom. Then, listen. Do I, being of

this great age, remember the gals that I have loved, and the gala

who have loved me ? No. Yet are they all gone like that young
man of yom-n, gone away and past like gales across the sea. They
are gone, and I am hearty. I shall never see them nummore

;
yet

I sit down regular to meals, and still play a steady knife and fork.
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And what I say is this :
" Lai, my dear, wipe them pretty eyes with

your best silk pockethandkercher, put on your best frock, and go
to church in it for to be married."

'

' Thank you. Captain Zachariasen,' said the girl, not pertly, but
with a (juiet dignity.

' Do not, ' the old man went on—his eyes kept dropping, and
his words rambled a little

—
' do not listen to Nick Borlinder. Ho

sings a good song, and he shakes a good leg. Yet he is a rover. I
was once myself a rover,'

She made no reply. He yawned slowly and went on :

' He thinks, he does, as no woman can resist him. I used to

have the same persuasion, and I found it sustaining in a friendly

port.'
' I do not suppose,' said Lai, softly, ' that I shall listen to

Captain Borlinder.'

'Next,' the old man continued, 'there is Cap'en Wattles.

Don't listen to Wattles, my dear. It is not that he is a Yankee,
because a Cap'en is a Cap'en, no matter what his country, and I

was, myself, once a Dane, when a boy, nigh upon eighty years ago,

and drank corn brandy, very likely, though I have forgotten that

time, and cannot now away with it. Wattles is a smart seaman
;

but Wattles, my dear, wouldn't make you happy. You want a
cheerful lad, but no drinker and toper like Borlinder ; nor so quiet

and grave as Wattles, which isn't natural, afloat nor ashore, and
means the devil.'

Here he yawned again and his eyes closed.
' Very good, sir,' said Lai.
' Yes, my dear—yes—and this is a very—comfortable—chair.'

His head fell back. The old man was asleep.

Then Captain Holstius drew a chair to the kitchen door, and
sat down, saying nothing, not looking at Lai, yet with the air of

one who was watching over and protecting her.

And Lai sat beside the row of freshly-made dumplings, and rested

her head upon her hands, and gazed out into the churchyard.

Presently her eyes filled with tears, and one of them in each

eye overflowed and rolled down her cheeks. And the same pheno-

menon might have been witnessed du-ectly afterwards in the eyes

of the sympathetic Norweegee.
It was very quiet, except, of course, for the screaming of the

steam-engines on the river, and the hammering, yo-ho-ing, and
bell-ringing of the Commercial Docks ; and these, which never

ceased, were never regarded. Therefore, the calm was as the calm

of a Sabbath in some Galilean village, and broken only in the

kitchen by the ticking of the roasting-jack, and an occasional remark
made, in a low tone, by a parrot.

Captain Holstius said nothing. He stayed there because he

felt, in his considerate way, that his presence soothed and, in some
sort, comforted the girl. It cost him little to sit there doing nothiiig

at all.
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Of all men that get their bread by labour it is the sailor alone
who can be perfectly happy doing nothing for long hours together.

He does not even want to whittle a stick.

As for us restless landsmen, we must be continually talking,

reading, walking, fishing, shooting, rowing, smoking tobacco, or in

Bome other way wearing out brain and muscle.

The sailor, for liis part, sits down and lets time run on, unaided.
He is accustomed to the roll of his ship and the gentle swish of the
waves through which she sails. At sea he sits so for hours, while
the breeze blows steady and the sails want no alteration.

So passed half an hour.

While they were thus sitting in silence, Lai suddenly lifted her
head, and held up her finger, saying, softly,

' Hush ! I hear a step.'

The duller ears of her companion heard notliing but the usual
Bounds, which included the trampling of many feet afar off.

' What step 1
' he asked.

Her cheeks were gone suddenly quite white and a strange look
was in her eyes.

' Not his,' she said. ' Oh, not the step of my Rex ; but I know
it well for all that. The step of one who Ah ! listen !

'

Then, indeed. Captain Holstius became aware of a light hesitat-

ing step. It halted at the open door (which always stood open for

the convenience of the Captains), and entered the narrow hall. It

was a light step, for it was the step of a barefooted man.
Then the kitchen door was opened softly, and Lai sprang for-

ward, crying madly :

* Where is he 1 Where is he ? Oh, he is not dead !

'

At the sound of the girl's cry the whole sleepy place sprang into

life ; the dogs woke up and ran about, barking with an immense
show of alertness, exactly as if the enemy was in force without the

walls ; the Persian cat, which ought to have known better, made
one leap to the palings, on which she stood with arched back and
upright tail, looking unutterable rage ; and the parrots all screamed
together.

When the noise subsided, the new comer stood in the doorway.
Lai was holding both his hands, crying and sobbing.

Outside, the old parrot repeated :

' Poor Rex Armiger ! Poor Rex Armiger !

'

Captain Zachariasen, roused from his morning nap, was looking

about him, wondering what had happened.
Captain Holstius stood waiting to see what was going to happen.
The man, who was short in stature, not more than five feet

three, wore a rough cloth sailor's cap, and was barefoot. He was
dressed in a jacket, below which he wore a kind of petticoat,

called, I believe, by his countrymen, who ought to know their own
language, a 'sarong.' His skin was a copper colour ; his eyes dark
brown ; his face was square, with high cheek-bones ; his eyes were
soft, full, and black ; his mouth was large with tliick lips ; liis nose
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was short and small, with flat nostrils ; his hair was black and
coarse—all these characteristics stamped him as a Slalay.

Caj)tain Zachariasen rubbed his eyes.
' Ghosts ashore !

' he murmured. ' Ghost of Deaf-and-Dumb
Dick !

'

' Who is Dick 1 answered Captain Holstius.
' Captain Armiger's steward—same as was drowned aboard the

' Philippine ' three years ago along with his master and all hands.

Never, nevermore heard of, and he's conie back.'

The Malay man shook his head slowly. He kept on shaking it,

to show them that he quite understood what was meant, although

he heard no word.
' Where is he ? Oh, where is he !

' cried the girl again.

Then the dumb man looked in her face and smiled. He smiled

and nodded, and smiled again.
' Like a Chinaman in an image,' said Captain Zachariasen. ' He

can't be a ghost at the stroke of noon. That's not Christian ways

nor Malay manners.'

But the smile, to Lai, was like the first cool draught of water to

the thirsty tongue of a wanderer in the desert. Could he have

smiled were Rex lying in his grave 1

A Malay who is deaf and dumb is, I suppose, as ignorant of his

native language as of English : but there is an atmosphere of

Malayan abroad in his native village out of which this poor fellow

picked a language of his own. That is to say, he was such a master

of gesture as in this cold land of self-restraint would be impossible.

He nodded and smiled again. Then he laughed aloud, meaning
his most cheerful note ; but the laughter of those who can neither

hear nor speak is a gruesome thing.

Then Lai, with shaking fingers, took from her bosom a locket,

which she opened and showed the man. It contained, of course,

the portrait of her lover.

He took it, recognised it, caught her by one hand, and then,

smiling still, pointed with eyes that looked afar towards the east.

' Lies buried in the Indian Ocean,' murmured the old man ;
' I

always said it.'

Lai heard him not. She fell upon the man's neck and

embraced and kissed him.

'He is not dead,' she cried. 'You hear. Captain Holstius?

Oh, my friend, Rex is not dead. I knew he could not be dead—

I

have felt that he was alive all this weary time. Oh, faithful Dick !

'

She patted the man's cheek and head as if he was a child. ' Oh,

good and faithful Dick ! what shall we give him as the reward for the

glad tidings ! We can give him nothing—nothing—only our grati-

tude and our love.'
' And dinner, may be,' said Captain Zachariasen. ' No, not

the veal, my dear ; ' for tlie girl, in her hurry to do something for

this messenger of good tidings, made as if she would sacrifice the

joint. ' Fu-st, because underdone veal is unwholesome, even for
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(leaf and dumb Malays ; second, roast veal is not for the likes of

him, but for Cap'ens. That knuckle of cold pork now •'

Lai brought him food quickly, and he ate, being clearly

Hungry.
' Does he understand English ?

' asked Captain Holstius.
' He is deaf and dumb ; he understands nothing.'

"When he had broken bread, Dick stood again, and touched
the girl's arm, which was equivalent to saying, ' Listen, all of

you !

'

The man stood before them in the middle of the room with the
open kitchen door behind him, and the sunliglit shining upon him
through the kitchen window. And then he began to act, after the
fashion of that Roman mime, who was able to convey a whole story

with by-play, under-plot, comic talk, epigrams, tears, and joyful

surprises, without one word of speech. The gestures of this

Malay were, as I have said, a language by themselves. Some of

them, however, like hieroglyphics before the Rosetta Stone, wanted
a key.

The man's face was exceedingly mobile and full of quickness.

He kept his eyes upon the girl, regarding the two men not at all.

And this, in substance, was what he did. It was not all, be-
cause there were hundreds of little things, every one of which had
its meaning in his own mind, but which were unintelligible, save
by Lai, who followed him with feverish eagerness and attention.

Words are feeble things at their best, and cannot describe these
swift changes of face and attitude.

First, he retreated to the door, then leaped with a bound into

the room. Arrived there he looked about him a little, folded his

arms, and began to walk backwards and forwards, over a length of

six feet.

' Come aboard, sir,' said Captain Zachariasen, greatly interested

and interpreting for the benefit of all. ' This is good mummicking,
this is.'

Then he began to jerk his hand over his shoulder each time he
stopped. And he stood half-way between the extremities of hia

six-foot walk and lifted his head as one who watches the sky. At
the same time Lai remarked how by some trick of the facial

muscles, he had changed his own face. His features became
regular, his eyes intent and thoughtful, and in his attitude he was
no longer himself, but—in appearance—Rex Armiger.

'They're clever at mummicking and conjuring,' said Captain
Zachariasen ;

' I've seen them long ago, in Calcutta, when I was
in '

' Hush !
' cried Lai imperatively. ' Do not sj^eak ! Do not

interrupt.'

The Malay changed his face and attitude, and was no more Rex
Armiger, but himself ; then he held out his two hands, side by
side, horizontally, and moved them gently from left to ri:;ht, and
right to left, with an easy wave-like motion, and at the same time
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he swung himself slowly backwards and forwards. It seemed to

tlie girl to imitate the motion of a ship with a steady breeze in

Binooth water.
' Go on,' she cried ;

' I understand what you mean.'
The man heard nothing, but he saw that she followed him, and

he smiled and nodded his head.
He became once more Hex Armiger. He Avalked with folded

arms, he looked about him as one who commands and who has the
responsibility of the ship upon his mind.

Presently he lay down upon the floor, stretched out his legs

straight, and with his head upon his hands went to sleep.
' Even the skipper's bunk is but a narrow one,' observed Captain

Zacliariasen, to show that he was following the story, and proposed
to be the principal interpreter.

The dumb actor's slumber lasted but a few moments. Then he
sprang to his feet and began to stagger about. He stamped, he
groaned, he put his hand to his head, he ran backwards and for-

wards ; he presented the appearance of a man startled by some
accident ; he waved his arms, gesticulated wildly, put his hands to

his mouth as one who shouts.

Then he became a man who fought, who was dragged, who threat-

ened, who was struck, tramping all the while with his feet so as to

produce the impression of a crowd.
Then he sat d<jwn and appeared to be waiting, and he rocked to

and fro continually.

Next he went through a series of pantomimic exercises which
were extremely perplexing, for he strove with his hands as one
who strives with a rope, and he made as one who is going hand
over hand, now up, now down a rope ; and he ran to and fro,

but within narrow limits, and presently he sat down again, and
nodded his head and made signs as if he were communicating with

a companion.
' Dinner-time,' said Captain Zachariasen, ' or, may be, supper.*

After awhile, still sitting, he made as if he held something in

his hand which he agitated with a regular motion.
' Rocking the baby,' said Captain Zachariasen, now feeling hia

way surely.

Lai, gazing intently, paid no heed to tliis interruption.

Then he waved a handkerchief.
' Aha % ' cried Captain Zachariasen ;

' I always did that myself.'

Then he lay down and rested his head again upon his arm ; but
Lai noticed that now he curled up his legs, and the tears came into

her eyes, because she saw that he, personating her Rex, seemed for

a moment to despair.

But he sat up again, and renewed that movement, as if with a

stick, which had made the old skipper think of babies.

Then he stoj)ped again, and let both arms drop to his side, still

sitting.

* Tired,' said Captain Zachariaseii. ' Pipe smoRe time.'
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The IMalay did not, however, make any show of smoking a pipe.

He sat a long time witlimit moving, arms and head hanging.
Then he started, as if lie recollected sometliing suddenly, and

taking paper from his pocket, began to write. Then he went
through the motion of drinking, rolled up the pai:)er very small,
and did something with it dithcult to understand.

' Sends her a letter,' said the Patriarch, nodding his head
sagaciously. ' I always wrote them one letter after I'd gone away,
so's to let 'em down easj\'

This done, the IMalay seated himself again, and remained sit-

ting some time. At intervals he lay down, liis head upon his
hands as before, and his legs curled.

The last time he did this he lay for a long time—fully five

minutes—clearly intending to convey the idea of a considerable
duration of time,

Wlien he sat up, he rubbed his eyes and looked about him.
He made motions of surprise and joy, and, as before, communi-
cated something to a companion. Then he seemed to grasp some-
thing, and began again the same regular movement, but with
feverish haste, and painfully, as if exhausted.

' Baby again !
' said the wise man. ' Rum thing to bring the

baby with him.'

Then the IMalay stopped suddenly, sprang to liis feet, and made
as if he jumped fi'om one place to another.

Instantly he began again to rush about, shake and be shaken
by shoulders, arms, and hands, to stagger, to wave his hands,
finally to run along with his hands straight down his sides.

'Now I'm sorry to see this,' said Captain Zachariasen, mourn-
fully. 'What's he done? Has that baby brought him into

trouble ? Character gone for life, no doubt.'

Lai gazed with burning eyes.

Then the Malay stood still, and made signs as if he were speak-
ing, but still with his arms straight to his sides. While he spoke,
one arm was freed, and then the other. He jstretched them out as

if for relief. After this, he sat down, and ate and drank eagerly.

'Skilly and cold water,' said Captain Zachariasen. 'Pocir

young man !

*

Then he walked about, going through a variety of motions, but
all of a cheerful and active character. Then he suddenly dropped
the personation of Rex Armiger and became liimself again. Once
more he went through that veiy remarkable performance of stamp-
ing, fighting, and dragging.

Then he suddenly stopped and smiled at Lai. The pantomime
was finished.

The three spectators looked at each other inquiringly, but Lal'a

face was full of joy.

'I read this mummicking,' said Captain Zachariasen, 'very
clearly, and if, my dear, without prejudice to the dumplings, which
I perceive to be already finished, and if I may have a pipe, which

C
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is, I know, against the rules in the kitchen—but so is a mouthing
mummicking Malay—I think I can reel you off the whole story,

just as he meant to tell it, as easy as I could read a ship's signals.

Not that every man could do it, mind you ; but being, as one may
say, at my oldest and best '

Lai nodded. Her eyes were so bright, her cheeks so rosy, that

you would have thought her another woman.
' Go, fetch him his pipe, Captain Holstius,' she said. Then,

seized by a sudden impulse, she caught him by both hands. ' It

could never have been,' she said, ' even—even—if You will

rejoice with me ?

'

'If it is as you think,' he said, 'I both rejoice and thank the

Father humbly.'
Fortified with his pipe, the old man spoke slowly in full enjoy-

ment of his amazing and patriarchal wisdom.
' Before Cap'en Armiger left Calcutta, ' he began, ' he did a

thing which many sailors do, and when I vras a young man, now
between seventy and eighty years ago, which is a long time to look

back upon, they always did. Pecker up, Lai, my beauty. You
saw how the mummicker rolled his eyes, smacked his lips, and
clucked his tongue. Not having my experience, prob'ly you didn't

quite understand what he was wishful for to convey. That meant
love, Lai, my dear. Those were the signs of courting, common
among sailors. Your sweetheart fell in love with you in the Port

of London, and presently afterwards with another pretty woman
in the Port of Calcutta, which is generally the way with poor Tom
Bowling. She was a snuff-and-butter, because at Calcutta they

are as plenty as blackberries ; and when young, snufl'-and-butter is

not to be despised, having bright eyes ; and there was another

thing about her Avhich I guess you missed, if you got so far as a

right understanding of the beginning. She was a widow. How
do I know she was a widow ? This way. The mummicking Malay,

Avhose antics can only be truly read, like the signs of the weather,

by the wisdom of eighty and odd, pvit his two hands together.

You both saw that—second husband that meant. Then he waved
his hands up and down. If I rightly make out that signal it's a

signal of distress. Slie led the poor lad, after he married her, a

devil of a life. Temper, my girl, goes with snuff-and-butter,

though when they're young I can't say but there's handsome ones

among them. A devil of a life it was, while the stormy winds did

blow, and natm-ally Cap'en Armiger began to cast about for to cut

adrift.'

'Go on, Caj^tain Zachariasen,' said Lai, who only laughed at

this charge of infidelity.

The Malay looked on gravely, understanding no word, but nod-

ding his head as if it was all right.

' He marries this artful widow then, and, in due course, he has

a baby. You might ha' seen if you'd got my eyes, which can't be

looked for at your age, that the mummicking mouther kept rocking
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that baby. Very well, then ; time passes on, he has a row with
the mother ; she, as you may have seen, shies the furniture at his

head, which he dodges, being too much of a man and a sailor to

heave the tables back. Twice she shies the furniture. Then he
ups and off to sea, taking—which I confess I cannot understand,
for no sailor to my knowledge ever did such a thing before

—

actually taking—the—baby—with him !
' The sagacious old man

stopped, and smoked a few moments in meditation. ' As to the

next course in this voyage,' he said, ' I am a little in doubt. For
whether there was a mutiny on board, or whether his last wife

followed him and carried oir shameful before the crew, whereby the
authority of the skipper was des})ised and his dignity lowered, I

cannot tell. Then came chucking overboards, and whether it Avas

Cap'en Armiger chucking his wife and baby, or whether he chucked
the crew, or whether the crew chucked him, is not apparent,

because the mummicker mixed up Jonah and the crew, and no man,
not even Solomon himself, in his cedar-palace, could tell from his

actions which was crew and which was Jonah. However, the end
is easy to understand. The Cap'en, in fact, was run in when he
got to shore—you all saw him jump ashore—for this chucking over-

board, likely. He made a tight for it, but what is one man against

fifty. So they took him otf, with his arms tied to his sides, being
a determined young fellow, and he was tried for bigamy, or chuck-
ing overboard, or some such lawful and statutable crime. And he
was then sentenced to penal servitude for twenty years or it may
be less. At Brisbane, Queensland, it was perhai)s, or Sydney, New
South Wales, or Singapore, or perhaps Hong-Kong, I can't say

which, because the mummicker at this point grew confused. But
it must be one of these places where there's a prison. There he is

still, comfortably working it out. Wherefore, Lai, my dear, you
may go about and boast that you always knew he was alive, because
right you are and proud you may be. At the same time, you may
now give up all thoughts of that young chap, and turn your at-

tentions, my dear, to '—here he pointed with his pipe— ' to the
Norweegee.'

Captain Holstius, who had shaken his head a great deal during
the Seer's interpretation, shook his head again, deprecatingiy.

' Thank you, Caj)tain Zachariasen,' said Lai, laughing. What a
thing joy is ! She laughed, who had not laughed for tlu-ee years.

The dimples came back to her cheek, the light to her eyes. ' Thank
you. Your story is a very likely one, and does your wisdom great

credit. Shall I read you my interpretation of this acting ?

'

The Captain nodded.
' Bex set sail from Calcutta with a fair wind, leaving no wife

behind, and taking with him no baby. How long he was at sea I

know not ; then there came a sudden storm, or perhaps the strik-

ing on a rock, or some disaster. Then he is in an open boat alone

with Dick here, though what became of the crew I do not know
;

then he writes me a letter, but I do not understand what he did
c 2
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with it when he had written it ; then they sit together expectant
of death ; they row aimlessly from time to time ; they have no
provisions ; they sutler greatly ; they see land, and they row as

hard as they can ; they are seized by savages and threatened, and
he is there still among them. He is there, my Rex, he is there,

waiting for us to rescue him. And God has sent us this poor dumb
fellow to tell us of his safety.'

The old man shook his head.
' Poor thing !

' he said compassionately. * Better inquire at

every British port, where there's a i^rison, in the East, after an
English officer working out his time, and ask what he done, and
why he done it 1

'

' Let be, let be,' said Captain Holstius. ' Lai is always right.

Captain Armiger is among the savages, somewhere. We will bring
him back. Lai, courage, my dear ; we will bring Iiim back to you
alive and well 1

'

CHAPTER n.

THE PPaOE OF ROTHERHITHE,

The terrace or row called Seven Houses is situated, as I have
stated above, in a riverside township, which, although within sight

of London Bridge, is now as much forgotten and little known as any
of the dead cities on the Zuyder-Zee or the Gulf of Lyons. In all

respects it is as quiet as primitive, and as little visited, except by
those who come and go in the matter of dady business.

The natives of Rotherhithe are by their natural position, aided

by the artificial help of science, entii'ely secluded and cut off" from
the outer world. They know ahnost as little of London as a High-
lander or a Cornish fisherman. And as they know not its

pleasures, they are not tempted to seek them ; as their occu-

pations keep them for the most part close to their own homes,
they seldom wander afield ; and as they are a people contented

and complete in themselves, dwelling as securely and with as

much satisfaction as the men of Laish, they do not desire the

society of strangers. Therefore great London, with its noises

and mighty business, its press and hurry, is a place which
they care not often to encounter ; and as for the excitement and
amusements of the West, they know them not. Few there are in

Rotherhithe who have been farther west than London Bridge,

fewer still who know the country and the people who dwell west of

Temple Bar.
It is a place protected and defended, so to speak, by a narrow

pass, or entrance, uninviting and unjiromising, bounded by river
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on one side and docks on the other. This Thermopyloe passed,
one finds oneself in a strange and curious street with water on the
left and water on the right, and ships eveiywhere in sight.

It possesses no railway, no cabstand, no omnibus nnas thither
;

thei'e is no tram. The nearest station is for one end, Thames
Tunnel, and for the other, Deptford. All the local arrangements
for getting from one place to the other seem based on the good old
principle that nobody wants to get from one place to the other

;

one would not be astonished to meet a string of i:)ack-horses laden
with the produce of the town, so quiet, so still, so far removed
from London, so old-world in its aspect is the High Street of
Rotherhithe.

If, however, they are little interested in the great city near
which they live, they know a great deal about foreign countries
and strange climates ; if they have no politics, they read and talk

much about the pmspects of trade across the sea ; they do not take
in 'Telegraph,' 'Standard,' or 'Daily News,' but they read from
end to end that admirable paper the ' Shipping and Mercantile
Gazette.' For all their prospects and all their interests are bound
up in the mercantile marine. No one lives here who is not inter-

ested in the Commercial Docks, or the ships which use them, or
the boats, or in the repairs of ships, or in the supply of ships, or in

the manners, customs, and requirements of skippers, mates, and
mercantile sailors of all countries. Their greatest man is the
Superintendent of the Docks, and after him, in point of importance,
are the dock-masters and their assistants.

Rotherhithe consists, for the most part, of one long street,

which runs along the narrow strip of ground left between the river

and the docks when they were built. The part of the river thus
overlooked is Limehouse Reach ; the street begins at the new
Thames Tunnel Station, which is close beside the old Rotherhithe
Parish Church, and it ends where Deptford begins. There are
many beautiful, and many wonderful, and many curious streets in
London ' and her daughters ; ' but this is, perhaps, the most curious.

It is, to begin with, a street which seems to have been laid down so
as to get as much as possible out of the way of the ships which
press upon it to north and south. Ships stick their bows almost
across the road, the figure-heads staring impertinently into first-

floor windows. If you pass a small court or wynd, of which there
are many, with little green-shuttered houses, you see ships at the
end of it, with sails hanging loosely from the yard-arms.

On the left hand ycni jiass a row of dry docks. They are all

exactly alike ; they are built to accommodate one vessel, but rarely
more ; if you look in, no one questions your right of entrance ; and
if you see one you have seen them all.

Look, for instance, into this diy dock. Within her is a two-
masted sailing vessel ; most likely she hails from Noi-way or from
Canada, and is engaged in the timber trade. Her planks show
signs of age, and she is shored up by great round timbers like
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bits of a mast. Her repairs are probably lieing executed by one
man, who is seated on a lianging board leisurely brandishing a
paint-brush. Two more men are seated on the wharf, looking on
with intelligent curiosity. One man—perhaps the owner of the
ship, or some otlier person in autliority—stands at the far end of

the dock and surveys the craft with interest, but no appearance of

hurry, because the timber trade, in all in its branches, is a leisurely

business. No one is on board the ship except a dog, who sits on
the quarter-deck sound asleep, with his nose in his paws.

The wharf is littered all about with round shores, old masts,

and logs of sliip timber ; it is never tidied up, chips and shavings
lie about rotting in the rain—the remains of old rej)airs, long since

done and paid for, upon ships long since gone to the bottom ; there
is a furnace for boiling pitch, and barrels for the reception of that
useful article ; there is a winch with rusty chains ; there is a crane,

but the wheels are rusty. The litter and leisure of the place are
picturesque. One wonders who is its proprietor

;
probably some old

gentleman with a Ramillies wig, laced ruffles, gold buckles on his

shoes, silk stockings, a flowered satin waistcoat down to his knees,

sober brown coat, and a gold-lieaded stick.

At the entrance to the dock there is a little house with green
shutters, a pretence of green railings which enclose three feet of

ground, and green boxes furnished with creeping jenny and
mignonette. But this cannot be the residence of the master.

Beyond the dock, kept out by great gates which seem not to

have been opened for generations, so rusty are the wheels and so

green are their i)lanks with weed and water-moss, run the waters
of the Thames. There go before us the steamers, the great ocean
steamers, coming out of the St. Katherine's, London, and West
India Docks ; there go the sailing ships, dropping easily down with
the tide, or slowly making way with a favourable breeze up to the

Pool ; there creei? the lighters and barges, heavily laden, with tall

mast and piled-up cargo, the delight of painters ; there toil con-

tinually the noisj' steam-tug and the river packet steamer ; there

play before us unceasingly the life, the movement, the bustle of the

Port of London.
But all tliis movement, this bustle, seems to us, standing in the

quiet dock, like a play, a procession of painted ships upon a
painted river, with the background of Limehouse church and
town all most beautifully rei^resented ; for the contrast is so

strange.

Here we are back in the last century ; this old ship, whose
battered sides the one man is tinkering, is a hundred years old

;

the Swedish skipper, who stands and looks at her all day long, in

no hurry to get her finished and ready for sea, flourished before the

French Revolution ; the same leisurely dock, the same leisurely

carpenter, the same leisurely spectators, the same green palings,

the same little lodge with its green door and green flower-box,

were all here a hundred years ago and more ; and we, who look
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about us, find ourselves presently fumbling about our heads to see

whether, haply, we wear tye-wigs and three-cornered hats.

On the doors of this dock we observe an announcement warning

marine -store dealers not to enter. What have they done—the

marine-store dealers '^

A little farther on there Is another diy dock. We look in. The
same ship, apparently ; the same leisurely contemplation of the

ship by the same man ; the same dog ; the same contrast between
the press and hurry of the river and the leisure of the dock ; the

same warning to marine-dealers. Again we ask, what have they

done—the marine-store dealers ?

Some of the docks have got suggestive and appropriate names.

The ' Lavender ' leads the poet to think of tlie tender care be-

stowed upon ships laid up in that dock (the name is not an adver-

tisement, but a truthful and modest statement) ; the ' Pageant ' is

magnificent ; the ' Globe ' suggests geographical possibilities which

cannot but fire the imagination of Rotherhithe boys ; and what
could be more comfortable for a heart of oak than ' Acorn

'

Wharf ?

One observes presently a strange sweet fragrance in the air,

which, at first, is unaccountable. The smell means timber. For

behind the street lie the great timber docks. Here is timber

stacked in piles ; here are ships unloading timber ; here is timber

lying in the water. It is timber from Canada and from Norway
;

timber from Honduras ; timber from Singapore ; timber from

every country where there are trees to cut and hands to cut

them.
It is amid these stocks of timber, among these ships, among

these docks, that the houses and gardens of Rotherhithe lie

embowered.
Some of the houses were built in the time of great George Ter-

tius. One recognises the paucity of windows, the flat fa9ade, the

carved, painted, and varnished woodwork over the doors. More,

however, belong to his illustrious grandfather's period, or even

earlier, and some, which want painting badly, are built of wood
and have red-tiled roofs.

Wherever they can they stick up wooden palings painted green.

They plant scarlet-runners wherever they can find so much as a

spare yard of earth. They are fond of convolvulus, mignonette,

and candy-tuft in boxes. They all hammer on their walls tin

plates, which show to those who can understand that the house is

insured in the 'Beacon.' And some of the houses—namely, the

oldest and smallest—have their floors below the level of the

street.

There is one great house—only one—in Rotherhithe. It was

built somewhere in the last centuiy, before the Commercial Docks
were excavated. It was then the home of a rich merchant living

among the dry docks—probably he was the proprietor of Lavender

and Acorn Docks. There is a courtyard before it ; the door, with
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a porch, stands at the top of broad stairs ; there is ornamental
stone-work half-way up the front of the house, and there is a gate

of hammered iron, as fine as any in South Kensington.
The shops have strange names over the doors. They are chiefly

kept by Norwegians, Dutchmen, Swedes, and Danes, with a sprink-

ling of Rotherhithe natives. The things exhibited for sale look

foreign. Yet we observe with satisfaction that the public-houses

are kept by Englishmen, and that the Scandinavian taste in liquor

is catholic. They can drink—these Northmen—and do, anything

which 'bites.'

Quite at the end of this long street you come to a kind of open
place, in which stands the terrace called ' Seven Houses.' They
occupy the east side. On the west is, first, a timber-yard, open to

the river ; next a row of houses, white, neat, and clean ; beyond
the terrace is the church, with its chiu'chyard and schools. Then
there is another short street, with shops, the fashionable shopping-

place of Rotherhithe. And here the town, properly so called, ends,

for beyond is the entrance to the Commercial Docks, and all around
spread great sheets of water, in which lie the timber-ships froi i

Norway, Sweden, Canada, Archangel, Stettin, Memel, Dantzic, St.

Petersburg, Savannah, and the East.

Hither, too, come ships from New Zealand, bringing grain and
wool, and here put in ships, but in smaller number, bound for

almost every port upon the globe.

And what with the green trees in the churchyard, the clean

houses, the bright open space, the ships in the dock, and the

glimpses of the river, one might fancy oneself not in London at all,

but across the North Sea and in Amsterdam.
It was in Rotherhithe that Lai Rydquist was bom, and in

Rotherhithe she was educated. Nor for eighteen years and more
did the girl ever go outside her native place, but continued as

ignorant of the great city near her as if it did not exist. On the

other hand, from the conversation of those around her, she became
perfectly familiar with the greater part of the globe ; namely, its

oceans, seas, ports, harbours, gulfs, bays, currents, tides, prevalent

winds, and occasional storms. Most people are brought up to know
nothing but the land : it is shameful favouritism to devote geo-

graphy books exclusively to the land upon this rovnid globe ; Lai
knew nothing about the land, but a good deal about the water.

Such other knowledge as she had acquired pertained to ships, har-

bours, cargoes. Custom dues, harbour dues, bills of lading, insur-

ance, wet and dry docks, and the current price of timber, grain,

rice, and so forth. A very varied and curious collection of facts

lay stored in her brain ; but as for the accomplishments and ac-

quirements of ordinaiy English girls, she knew none of them.
Her Christian name was Alicia. When she was but a toddler,

the sailor folk with whom she plaj'ed, and who gave her doll-;,

called her Lai. As she grew up, these honest people remained her
friends, and therefore her name remained. Girls grow up, by
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Nature's provision, gradually, so that there never comes a time

when a pet name ceases of its own accord. Therefore, to the

captains who used the boarding-house, being all personal friends

—none but friends, in fact, were admitted to the privileges of that

little family hotel—she continued to be Lai.

The boarding-house was carried on by Mrs. Rydquist, Lai's

mother, who had been a notable woman in her day. The older in-

habitants of Rotherhithe testified to that effect. But her misfor-

tunes gi-eatly afi'ected and changed her for the worse. One need

only touch upon the drowning of her father, Avhich happened many
years before, and was regarded by the burgesses of Rotherhithe as

a special mercy bestowed upon his family, so wasteful was he and
fond of drink when ashore. He was chief officer of an East Lidia-

man which went down with all hands in a cyclone, as was generally

believed, somewhere north of the Andaman Islands, outward

bound. He had spent all his pay in ardent drinks, and there was
nothing left for his daughter. But she married a stout fellow, a

Swede by nation, and Rydquist by name, who sailed to and fro

between the ports of Bjorneborg and London, captain and part

owner of a brig in the timber trade. Alas ! that brig dropped down
stream one morning as usual, having the captain on board, and

leaving the captain's wife ashore with the baby, and she was never

afterwards heard of. Also there was some trouble about the insur-

ance, and so the captain's widow got notliing for her husband's share

in the ship.

Mrs. Rydquist, then a young woman and comely still, who
might have married again, took to crying, and continued to cry,

wWch was bad for the boarding-house which her husband's friends

started for her. In most cases time cures the deadliest wounds,

but in this poor lady's case the years went on and she continued to

bewail her misfortunes, sitting, always with a teapot before her,

upon a sofa as hard as a bed of penitence, and plenty of pocket

handkerchiefs in her lap.

There could not have been a happier child, a brighter, merrier

child, a more sunshiny child, a more affectionate child, a more con-

tented child than Lai, during her childhood, but for two things : her

mother was always crying, and the house went on anyhow. When
she grew to understand things a little, she ventured to point out to

her mother that men who go to sea do often get drowned, and

among the changes and chances of this mortal life this accident

nmst be seriously considered by the woman who marries a sailor.

But no use. She remonstrated again, but with small effect, that

the house was not kept with the neatness desired by captains
;

that it was in all respfcts ill-found; that the quality of the pro-

visions was far from wliat it ought to be, and that meals were not

punctual. The aggravation of these things, and the knowledge

that they were received with muttered grumblings by the good

fellows who put up with them chiefly for her own sake, sank deep

into her heart, and shortened—not her life, but her schooling.
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When she was fourteen, being as tall and sliapely as many a girl

of eighteen, she would go to school no more. She announced her
intention of staying at liome ; she took over the 1 asket of keys

—

that emblem of authority—from her mother's keeping into her
own ; she began to order things ; she became the mistress of the
house, while the widow contentedly sat in the front parlour and
wept, or else, which made her deservedly popular among the cap-

tains, prophesied, to any one who would listen, shipwreck, death,
and ruin, like Cassandra, Nostradamus, and Old Mother Shipton,
to these friends.

Immediately upon this assumption of autliority the house began
to look clean, the windows bright, tlie bedrooms neat ; immediately
the enemies of the house, who were the butcher, the baker, the
bacon-man, the butterman, and every other man who had shot

expensive rubbish into the place, began, to use the dignihed lan-

guage of the historian, to 'rollback sullenly across the frontier.'

Immediately meals became punctual ; immediately rules began to

be laid down and enforced. Captains must henceforth only smoke
in the evening ; captains must pay up eveiy Saturday ; captains

must not bring friends to drink away the rosy hours with them
;

cai)tains must modei'ate their language—words beginning with a D
were to be overhauled, so to speak, before use ; captains must com-
plain to Lai if they wanted anything, not go about grumbling with
each other in a mean and a mutinous spirit. These rules were not
written, but announced by Lai herself \\\ peremptory tones, so that

those who heard knew that there was no choice but to obey.

She was the best and kindest of managers ; she made such a
boarding-house for her captains as was never dreamed of by any of

them. Such dinners, such beer, spirits of such purity and
strength, tobacco of the finest ; no trouble, no disturbance, the

wheels always running smoothly. Captains' bills made out to a
penny, with no surcharge or extortion. And, withal the gii"l was
thoughtful for each man, mindful of what he liked the best, and
with a mother's eye to buttons.

It was indeed a boarding-house fit for the gods. So startling

were the ' effects ' in cleanliness that honest Dutchmen rubbed
their eyes, and seeing the ships all round them, thought of the

Boompjes of Rotterdam ; not a plank in the house but was like a
tablecloth for cleanliness.

Then, as to punctuality : at the stroke of eight, breakfast on
the table, and Lai, neat as a band-box, pouring out tea and coffee,

made as they should be ; while toast, dry and buttered, muftins,

chojis and steaks, ham and eggs, bacon, and fish just out of the

frying-pan, were on the table.

On the stroke of one, the dinner, devised, planned, and per-

sonally conducted by Lai herself, more diligently than any cook

of modern or ancient history, was borne from the kitchen to the

Captains' room.
The nautical appetite is large, both on shore and afloat ; but on
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Bhore it is critical as -well. The skipper aboard his ship may con-

tentedly eat his way through barrels of salt junk, yet ashore he

craves variety, and is as particular about his vegetables as a hippo-

potamus who has studied the art of dining.

And this is the reason, not generally understood, why the

market-gardens in the neighbourhood of Deptford are so extensive,

and why every available square inch of Rotherhithe grows a cab-

bage or a scarlet-rumier.

There were no complaints here, however, about vegetables.

Tea was served at live, for those who wanted any.

Supper appeared at eight ; and after supper, grog and pipes.

Yet, as at dinner the supply of beer was generous yet not wasteful,

so at night, every captain knew that if he wanted more than his

ration, or double ration, he must get up and slink out of the

house like a truant school-boy, to seek it at the nearest public-

house.

The mercantile skipper in every nation is much the same. He
is a responsible person, somewhat grave ; ashore he does not con-

descend to high jinks, and leaves sprees to the youngsters. Yet

among his fellows in such a house as Rydquist's, he is not above a

song or even a cheerful hornpipe. He is generally a married man
with a large family of whom he is fond and proud. He reads

little, but has generally some book to talk of ; and he is brimful of

stories, mostly, it must be owned, of a professional and pointless

kind, and some old, old Joe IMdlers, which he brings out with

an air as if they were new and sparkling fr(jm the mint of fancy.

These men were the girl's friends, all the friends she had.

They were fond of her and kind to her, When, as often hap-

pened, she found herself in the Captains' room in the evening

and sat on the arm of Captain Zachariasen's chair, the stories went

on with the songs and the laughing, just as if she was not present,

for they were an innocent-minded race, and Avhether they hailed

from Russia, Sweden, Norway, Denmark, Holland, or America,

they were chivalrous and resjjected innocence.

The house accommodated no more than half a dozen, but it

was always full, and the captains were of the better sort. Captain

Hansen from Cliristiania dropped in after his ship was in dock ;

if the house was full he went back to his ship ; if he could have a

room he stayed there. The same with Captain Bebbington of

Quebec, Captain Griggs of Edinburgh, Captain Rosenlund of

Hamburg, Captain Eriksen of Copenliagen, Captain Vidovich of

Archangel, Captain Ling of Stockholm, and Captain Tilly of New
Brunswick, and a dozen more.

They rallied round Rydquist's ; they thought it a proud thing

to be able to put up there ; and they swore by Lai.

Then who but Lai overhauled th«? linen, gave out some to be

mended and some to be condemned, and rigged them out for the

next voyage ? And as for confidences, the girl was not fifteen
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years old before she knew all the secrets of all the men who went
there, with their love stones, their disappointments, their money
matters, their hopes, and their ambitions. And she was already
capable, at that early age, of giving sensible advice, especially in

matters of the heart. Those who followed that advice subse-
quently rejoiced ; those who did not, rej^ented.

When she was seventeen, they all began, with one consent, to
fall in love with her. She remai'ked nothing unusual for awhile,
having her mind greatly occupied in considering the price of vege-
tables, which during that year remained like runagates for scarce-

ness. Presently, however, the altered carriage of the boarders
was impossible to be otherwise than remarkable.

Love, we know, shows itself by many external symptoms.
Some went careless of attire ; some went in great bravery with
waistcoats and neckties dilticult to describe and impossible to

match ; some laughed, some heaved sighs, some sang songs ; one
or two made verses ; those who were getting grey tried to look aa

if tliey were five-and-twenty, and made as if they still could shake
a rollicking leg ; those who were already turned of sixty persuaded
themselves that a master mariner's heart is always young, and that
no time of life is too far advanced for him to be a desirable

husband.
Lai laughed and went on making the puddings ; she knew very

well what they wanted, but she felt no fancy, yet, for any of

them.
When, which speedily happened, one after the other came to

lay themselves, their ships, and their fortunes at her feet, she sent

tliem all away, not with scorn or unkindness, but with a cheerful

laugh, bidding them go seek prettier, richer, and better girls to

marry ; because, for her own part, she had got her work to do,

and had no time to think about such things, and if she had ever
so much time she most certainly would not marry that particular

suitor.

They went away, and for a while looked gloomy and ashamed,
fearing that the girl would tell of them. But she did not, and
they presently recovered, and when their time came and their

ships were ready, they drojiped down the river with a show of

cheerfulness, and so away to distant lands, round that headland
known as the Isle of Dogs, with no bitterness in their hearts, but
only a little disappointment, and the most friendly feelings to-

wards the girl who said them nay.

When these were gone, the house, which was never empty,
received another batch of captains, old and young. Presently

similar symptoms were developed with them ; all were ardent, all

confident. They had been away a year or two. They found the

little Lai, whom they left a handy maiden, a more well-grown girl

of fourteen or so, developed into a tall and beautiful young
woman. Upon her shoulders, invisible to all, sat Love, dis-

charging arrows right and left into the hearts of the most infiam-
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mable of men. This batch—excepting two, who had wives in

other ports, and openly lamented the fact—behaved in the same
Burprising manner as their predecessors. They were presently
treated with the same dismissal, but with less courtesy, because to

the girl this behaviour was becoming monotonous, and it some-
times seemed as if the whole of mankind had taken leave of their

senses. They retired in their turn, and when their ships were
laden, they, too, sailed away a little discomfited, but not revenge-
ful or bearing malice. Then came a third batch, and so on. But
of sea-captains there is an end : Lai's friends one after the other,

came, disappeared after a while, and then came back again.

Those who used the house at Rotherhithe were like comets rather
than planets, because they had no fixed periods, but returned at
intervals which could only be approximately guessed. When,
however, the cycle was fulfilled, ancl there was no more to fall lu

love with her (strangers, as has been stated, not being admitted),
there was a lull, and the rejected, when they came back again and
found the girl yet heart free, rejoiced, because every man immedi-
ately became confident that sooner or later Lai's fancy would fall

upon him ; and eveiy man cherished in his own mind the most
delightful anticipations of a magnificent wedding feast, with the
joy of Rotherhithe for the bride, and himself for bridegroom.

CHAPTER m.
THE SAILOR LAD FROM OVER THE SEA.

A woman's fate comes to her, like most good or bad things, tmex-
pectedly. Nothing is sure, says the French proverb, but the un-
foreseen. Nothing could have been more unexpected, for instance,

than that the falling overboard of a Malay steward from an Indian
liner should have led to the sorrow and the happiness of Lai
Rydquist. That this was so you will presently read, and the fact

suggests a luie peg for meditation on causes and effects. Had it not
been for that event, this story, which it is a great joy to writt,

would never have been wiitten, and mankind woidd have been
losers to so great an extent ; whereas, that temporary immersion in

the cold waters of the river in Limehouse Reach produced so many
things one after the other that they have now left Lai in the pos-

session of the most necessary ingredient of hajipiness cpiintessential.

We all know what that is, and in so simple a matter a lifting of the

eye is as good as a printer's sheet of words.
And could one, had it not been so, have had the heart to write

this tale ? Why, instead of a Christmas stoiy, it would have been
a mere winter's tale, a Middle-of-]March story, a searching, biting,
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east-wind story, fit only to be cut up and gummed upon doors and
windows to keep out tlie cold.

When the dinner was otf her mind, served, commended, and
eaten, and when her mother was de^josited for the day upon the
sofa, with teapot and the kettle ready, the pocket-handkerchiefs
for weeping, the book which she never read in, and, jjerhaps, one
of the younger captains who had not yet heard the story of her
misfortunes more than a dozen times or so ; or with some of her
friends among the widows and matrons of Rotherhithe, with whom
she would exchange prophecies of disasters, general and particular

;

Lai would hasten to enjoy herself after her free and independent
fashion. One of the captains had given her a little dingy, and
taught her how to row it, and her pleasure was to paddle ab(jut the
river in Limehouse Reach, dodging the steamers, and watching tlie

craft as they went up and down.
This is a pursuit full of peril, because steamers in ballast some-

times come down the river at a reckless speed, their pilots being
drunk, cutt'ng down whatever falls in their way

;
yet to a girl who

is handy with her sculls, and has a quick eye, the danger is part of

the delight. On the Thames in Limehouse Reach one may be
easily run over and one's boat cut in two. There then follows a
bad time for a few moments, while the victim of the collision is get-

ting drowned or saved ; still, if one thinks of danger, half the fun
of the world is gone. Lai thought of the change, the amusement,
the excitement : on the Thames there is continual life, movement,
and activity ; on the Thames, there may be found by girls, some-
times worried by perjjetual housekeeping, rest and soothing. As
for Lai, the daily press of work was practically finished with the

d inner, because the ' service ' might be trusted with the rest. And
after dinner, on the river she breathed fresh air. Here was not
only mental rest, but also exercise for her young muscles ; here was
all the amusement and variety she ever desired ; here she could
even let her imagination wander abroad, to the pinnacles and spires

of the city of which she knew so little even by hearsay, or to the

foreign lands of which she heard so much. Above all, she was
alone. This is so rare, so unattainable a thing to most girls, even
to those who do not make puddings for sea-ca})tains, that one quite

understands how Lai valued the privilege. Her life was all before

her. Like other maidens she loved to sit by herself and take a
Pisgah-like view of her futm-e. It might lie among the steeples

and sti'eets—she had never heard of any West End splendom's—of

Lundon ; it might be in those far-off lands where some of her
ca})tains had wives ; say, in New Brunswick, or beside tlie beauty
of the Great St. Lawrence, or even in Calcutta, or in Dantzic, or in

Norway ; or it might lie always in simple and secluded Rotherhithe,

among the timber piles of the Commercial Docks. Not a girl given

to self-communings, tearing her religion up by the roots to see how
it was g'^tting on, or the doubts which nowadays seem to assail

most fiercely those who have the least power or knowledge to help
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them to a solution, a quiet, simple, cheerful, hopeful girl, with a
smile for everyone and a laugh for all her friends, yet a girl so

hard-worked and so full of responsibilities that there were days

when she had what the French ladies call an attack of nerves, and
must fain get away from all and float at rest, thinking of other

things than the wickedness of butchers, upon the bosom of the great

river.

Sometimes, if the weather was too rough for her little boat, she

would paddle along the bank till she came to the mouth of the

Commercial Docks, and there would row about among the tiniber

ships, watching the men at work, and the great planks being slK)t

from the port-holes in the stern of the vessels, or the dockmen
piling the timbers, or the foreign sailors idling about upon the

wharves. But mostly she loved the river.

Now it came to pass, one Saturday afternoon, late in the month
of May, and the year eighteen hundred and seventy-six, that Lai

happened to be out in her boat upon the river. It was a delightful

afternoon, quite an old-fashioned May day, without a breath of east

wind, a sky covered with light flying clouds, so that the sunsliine

dropped about in changing breaths, now here and now there, thr((W-

ing a bright patch upon the water, gilding a steeple, flashing froai

a window, making even a stumpy little tug glorious for a moment.
She sang to herself as she sat in her boat, not a loud song like a

Siren or a Luiiei person, but a gentle happy melody—I think \^ was
some hymn—and she sat with her face to the bows, keeping tlie

boat's head well to the waves raised by the swell of the jaassing

ships. She was quite safe herself, being near the shore and be-

tween two heavily-laden lighters, waiting for tide to go up stream
;

the river was rising, and was covered with all kinds of craft.

Presently she became aware of a vast great ship, one of the big

Indian liners, slowly rounding the Isle of Dogs. A great ship

always attracted her imagination ; it is a thing so vast, so easily

moved, and so life-like. As the tall hull drew nearer, her eyes

were fixed upon it, and she paddled a little beyond her protecting

lighters, so as to get a better view of the vessel as she passed.

The ship moved up stream slowly here, because the river was so

fuU. First Lai saw from her place the lofty bows, straight cut like

a razor, rounding the Isle of Dogs and steadily growing nearer.

Then her pilot put her a point more to starboard, and Lai saw the

long and lofty side of her, her port-holes open wide, high out of

the water. Along the bulwarks were ranged a line of faces, mostly

pale with Indian summers, but not all ; they were the faces of the

passengers who leaned over and watched the crowded river and

talked together. Lai wondered whether they were glad to come
home again, and what they were telling each other, and she hoped
they would think their country improved since they saw it last

;

and then ventured in mute wish to congratulate their mothers,

daughters, and sisters, wives, sweethearts, and all female cousins,

relatives, and friends, that the ship had not gone to Davy's Locker
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on her homeward voyage, with so many brave fellows on board.

The ship belonged to the great Indian Peninsular Line, and waa
called the 'Aryan.' She was so great a ship, and she moved so

slowly, that Lai had time for a great many observations as she passed

her. Also when her little boat was about midships, still kept bows-
on to meet the coming waves, one of the passengers, a young fellow,

took off his hat to her with a loud ' Hurrah !
' He meant a respect-

ful salutation to the first pretty girl they had met in the good old

country, which is full of tlie j^rettiest girls in the world. Lai
wondered what it felt like, this coming home. All her life long
she had been among men who went out of port and presently put
into port again ; one or two, in her own experience, never came
back, having met with the fate reserved for many sailors ; but that

was not a home-coming like that of these exiles from India. There
would be joy in their homes, no doubt, but what would the poor
fellows themselves feel after these years of separation 1 The
feminine mind, everybody knows very well, reserves nearly all its

sympathies for the sufl'erings of the men ; while it is an hunourable
trait in the male character, that it is roused to fury by the suffer-

ings of women.
Just before the ship passed her, the great wave which rolled

upwards from her keel came curling six feet high, like the Bore of

the Severn and the Parrott, towards Lai's little boat. The lighters

reeled and rolled, she seized her sculls and held her bows straight,

steady to meet the swell, so that the little vessel gallantly rode over
the wave ; and this passed swiftly on trying to swamp everything
in its way, and presently capsized a boat with two promising and
ambitious young thieves, who had gone down the river gaily, hoping
to pick up plunder by the way. They got no plunder on that occa-

sion, but a wet skin and a very near escape from the habitual

criminal life for which they were preparing themselves. In this

they are now, in fact, actively engaged ; insomuch that one has

been in prison during three of the hve years since that event, and
the other two and a half years. When they are out they enjoy
themselves very much and drink bad gin. Then the wave caught a

Greenwich steamboat and knocked the land-lubber passengers off

their legs ; and then it filled and sunk a barge full of hay. The
hay went down the river with the next tide and littered the shoi'S

of Greenwich, where people who went down to dine gazed upon it

from the windows of the Ship. There Avas also a sister or a brother

wave on the north bank, proceeding from the starboard bow, but I

do not know what mischief that wave succeeded in accomplishing.

While Lai was considering the ways of tliis swell, and looking

to see what a jiother, with a rolling and a rocking and a staggering

to and fro it caused, she heard a sudden splash, and I'ight in front

of her she was aware of a man in the water. Immediately after-

wards another man leaped gallantly from the ship after the tirst

man, and a moment afterwards came up to the suiface holding

bim.
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'ITien, without waiting to think, because at such moments the

reasoning faculty only brings people to grief and discredit, Lai shot

her boat ahead to help, for certainly the two appeared to want im-

mediate assistance, and that so badly, that if it came not at once,

they would very soon want it no longer. Their arms were inter-

locked ; they beat, or oxie of them beat, the water helplessly ; their

heads kept disappearing and coming up again. On the ship there

was a crowd of faces, terror-stricken. The girl caught one hand as

her boat came to the spot. The hand belonged to one of the two
men, that was clear, but whether the first or the second she could

not tell ; in fact, only that one hand and a little piece of coat cuff

were at the moment visible above water, and probably the next

moment there would have been nothing at all. The fingers clutched

hers like a vice. Lai threw herself do-wn in the boat to prevent

being drawn over, and caught the wrist with her other hand.

Then the group, so to speak, emerged again from the water,

and the hand the girl had seized caught the gunwale of the boat,

and the eyes in the head which belonged to the hand opened, and
the mouth in the head gasped something inarticulate. As for the

man's other hand and the whole of the rest of him, that was locked

tight in the embrace of the first man who had fallen overboard. It

is, anybody knows, the general custom and the base ingratitude of

persons who are drowning, to try and drown their rescuers.

'Row us ashore quickly,' cried the one who clung to the gun-

wale ;
' I can hold on for a spell. He won't let go, even to be

helped into the boat.'

The ship was brought to now, and there was a vast crowd of

passengers, and the officers shouting and gesticulating.

They saw the action of the girl in the boat, and then they saw
her seize the sculls and pull vigorously to shore. As for Lai, all

she saw was a pale and dripping face, fingers which clutched the

gunwale and nearly pulled it under, and an indiscriminate some-
thing in the water.

' Oh, can you hold on ?
' she cried. ' It is but a moment

—

twenty strokes—see, we are close to the steps.'

' Quick !
' he replied ;

' it is a heavy weight. Row as hard ae

you can, please.'

Presently, when the captain of the ship saw the boat landed at

the steps, and was sure of the safety of the two men, he made
a sign to the pilot, and the ship went on her way, for time is

precious,
' Lucky escape,' he said. 'Armiger will come over presently,

none the worse for a ducking.'

But the passengers with one accord raised a mighty cheer as the

boat touched the shore, and the men on the lighters cheered lustily,

and even the two young capsized thieves, who were wet and drip-

ping, cheered. And there were some who said the case must be

forwarded to the Royal Humane Society ; and some who talked

about Grace Darling, and made comparisons ; and some who said it
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was their sacred duty to write to the papers, and tell the story of
this wonderful presence of mind. But they did not, because shortly
afterwards they reached the docks, and there was kissing of rela-

tions, packing of wraps, counting of boxes, and afterwards so much
to see and talk about, and so many tilings to tell, that the rescue of

the second ofhcer in the Thames became only an incident in the
history of the voyage, and the voyage itself only an incident in the
history of their sojourn abroad.

The distance to be rowed was more, indeed, than twenty
strokes, but not much more. Still, there are times when twenty
strokes of the oar take more time, to the imagination, than many
hours of ordinary work. Lai rowed with beating heart ; in two
minutes the boat lay alongside the steps.

When her passenger's feet touched the stones he let go, and,

being a strong young fellow and none the worse for his cold bath,

he carried his burden, an apparently inanimate body, up the stairs

to the top. Here he laid him while he ran down again to help his

preserver.

'These are my steps,' she said ; 'my boat is always moored
here. Thank you, but if you don't give her the whole length of

her painter she will be hung up by the bows when the tide runs
out.'

She jumped out and ran lightly up the stone steps. At the top

the man who had given them all this trouble sat up, looking about
him with wondering eyes. Then Lai saw that he was of some
foreign country, partly by his dress and partly from his face. The
other, who did indeed present a rueful apj^earance in his dripping

clothes, was, she perceived, an officer of the steamer. Then Lai
began to laugh.

' It is all very well to laugh,' he said, grimly, and shaking himself

like Tommy Trout, medallist of the Humane Society, after rescuing

that Tom, ' but here's half my kit ruined. And, I say, you've
saved my life and I haven't even thanked you. But I do not
know how to thank you.'

' It was all by chance,' replied Lai, ' and I am veiy glad.'
' And what are we to do next ?

' he asked.

He made a sign to the other man, who sprang to his feet,

shivered, and nodded.
' I am very glad you saved his life, at any rate,' the young man

went on ;
' he is the steward of the officers' mess, and he cannot

thank you himself, because he is deaf and dumb ; we call him
Dick.'

' Come, both of you,' said the girl, recovering her wits, which
were a little scattered by this singular event. ' Come, both, and
dry your clothes.'

She led the way, and they all three set off running—a remark-
able procession of one di-y girl and two wet men, which drew all

eyes upon them, and a small following of boys, in the direction of

the Captains' house.
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'I thought we should have dragged the gunwale under water,'

gasped the young fellow.
' So did I,' said Lai, simply. ' Can you swim ?

'

'No,' he replied.

'Yet you jumped overboai'd to rescue your steward. What a
splendid thing to do.'

' I forgot I couldn't swim till I was in the water. Never mind.
I mean to learn.'

The young fellow was a tall, slight-built lad of twenty-one or
twenty-two. Lai pushed him into a bedroom, and pointed to a
bundle of clothes. It was not her fault that they belonged to

Captain Jansen, who was five feet nothing high, and about the
same round the waist. So that when the lad was dressed in them
he felt a certain amount of embarrassment, as anyone might wlio

was sent fortli into an unknown house with trousers no longer than
his knees, and of breadth phenomenal.

' Where can I liide,' he said to liimself, ' till the things are

dry?'
He found a room set with a long table and a good many chairs.

This was the Captains' room, where they took their meals by day
and smoked pipes at night. Just then no one was in it. Re
wanted to find the ghl who had saved his life and rescued him ; so,

after a look round, he went on his cruise of discoveiy.

Next, he opened another door. It was Lai's housekeeping-
room, in which sat an old, old man in an armchair, sound asleep.

This was Captain Zachariasen.

He shut the door quietly and opened another. This was the
front parlour, and in it sat Mrs. Rydquist alone, also fast asleep

;

but the opening of the door awakened her, and she sat up and put
on her spectacles.

' Come in, captain,' she said, thinking it was one of her friends,

but uncertain Avhich of them looked so young and wore clothes of

such an amplitude. ' Come in, captain. It is a long time since

we have had a talk.'

' Thank you, ma'am,' he replied. 'It is my first visit here.

We always, you know, put into East India Docks.'
' Ah !

' She shook her head. ' Very wrong—very wrong !

Many have been robbed at Shadwell. But come in, and I will te.l

you some of my troubles. Do take a chair.'

She drew out a handkerchief, and wiped a rising tear.
' Dear me, what a delightful thing to see a young fellow like

you—not drowaied yet !

'

' I might have been,' he replied, ' but for
'

' Ah, and you may be yet.' This seemed a very cheerful person.

'Many no older than yom-self are lying at the bottom of the sea this

minute.'
' That is vei-y true,' he said, ' but '

'Oh, I know wliat you woidd say. And Captain Zachariaseu
eighty-six years of age if a day.'

d2
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The young man began to feel as if he had got into an enchanted
palace.

Wlien Lai found him there, he was sitting bolt upright, while
Mrs. Rydquist was discoursing at large on perils and disasters at

sea.

' You yourself,' she was saying, ' look like one who will go early
and find your end '

' Gracious, mother !
' cried Lai, in her quick, sharp way, ' how

can you say such things ? Time enough when he does go to find it

out. Besides Your clothes are quite dry now, and—oh ! oh !

oh!'
Then she laughed again, seeing the delightful incongruity of

trousers, sleeves, arms, and legs, so that he retired in confusion.

When he came to put on his own things, he discovered that the
girl of the boat—this girl so remarkably handy with her sculls -
had actually taken the opportunity to restore a button to the back
of his neck. The loss of this button had troubled liim for two
voyages and a half. So delicate and unusual an attention naturally

went straight to his heart, which was already softened by the con-
sideration of the girl's bravery and beauty.

He thought she looked prettier than ever, with her large eyes
and the sweet mnocence of her face, when he came down again in

his uniform.
'Your steward is dry, too,' she said, 'and warming himself

before the kitchen fire. Will you have some tea with the captains ?

It is their tea-time.'

'I would rather have some tea with you,' he replied, 'if T
might.'

' Would you ? Then of course you shall.'

She spoke as if it were a mere nothing, a trifle of no value at

all, this invitation to take tea with her.

She took him into her own room, where the young man had
seen the old fellow asleep, and presently brewed him a cup of tea,

the like of which, he thought, he had never tasted, and set before
him a plate of hot toast.

' That is better for you,' she said, as wisely as any doctor, ' than
hot brandy and water.'

At last he rose, after drinking as much tea as he could and stay-

ing as long as he dared. The ship would be in dock by tliis time.

He must get across.
' INIay I come over, when I can get away, to see you again !

' he
asked, bashfully.

She replied, without any baslifulness at all and with straight-

forward friendliness, that she would be very glad to see him when-
ever he could call upon her, and that the best time would be in the

afternoon, or, as the evenings were now long, in the evening ; but
not in the morning, when she was busy with all sorts of things, and
especially in superintending the captains' dinner.
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* I will come,' he said, and this time he blushed. 'What is

your name ?

'

' I am Lai Rydquist,' she replied, as if everybody ought to know
her. But that was not at all what she meant.

' Lai ! What a pretty name. It suits ' And here he
stopped and blushed again.

' And what is your name 1
'

' Rex Armiger,' he said. 'And I am second officer on board
the " Aryan," of the Indian Peninsular line, homeward bound from
Calcutta.'

This was the beginning of Lai's lov^e-stoiy. A young fellow,
gallant and handsome, pulled dripping out of the river—a sailor,
too—how could Lai fall in love with anybody but a sailor ?

Every love-story has its dawn, its first faint glimmering, which
g^o\^•s into a glorious rose of day. There are generally, as we
know, clouds about the east at the dawn of day. Clubmen about
Pall Mall frequently remark this in the month of June on leaving
the whist-table

;
policemen have told me the same thing ; milkmen,

in spring and autumn, report the phenomenon ; old-fashioned
poets observed it. There can be no real doubt or question about
it. After the dawn and the morning comes the noon, when the
story becomes uninteresting to outsiders, yet is a very delightful
story to the actors themselves. There are different kinds of clouds,
and you already know pretty well what was the cloud which for a
long time made poor Lai's stoiy a sad one.

When, however, the first streaks of dawn appeared the sky was
cloudless. You must not suppose that this young lady beheld the
man and straightway fell in love with him. Not at all. Love is a
plant which takes time to grow. In her case it kept on growing
long after Rex had left her ; long, indeed, after everybody said he
was dead. But it cannot be denied that she thought about him.

The captains congratulated her on having pulled the young
fellow out of the river. Captain Zachariasen, with a gallantry
beyond his years, even went so far as to wish he had himself been
the subject of the immersion and the rescue. He also related
several stories of his own daring, fifty, sixty, or seventy years
before, in various parts of the ocean. All this was pleasing.

Lai laughed at the compliments and sang the more about the
house, nor did it disturb her in the least when her mother lifted up
her voice in prophecy.

' My dear,' she said, ' mark my words. If ever I saw shipwreck
and drowning—I mean quite young dro^vning—on any man's face,
it is marked on the face of that young man. Tlie heedless and the
giddy may laugh ; but we know better, my dear—we who have
gone through it.'

Wlien a ship comes home and has but three weeks in which to
discharge her cargo and take in her new lading, the officers have by
no means an easy time. It is not holiday with them, but quite tlie

reverse ; and it was not often that Rex could get even an evenina
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free. In fact, the whole of his wooing was accomplished in five

visits to Rotherhithe.

On his first visit he was disappointed. Lai was on the river in

her boat, and so lie sat with her mother and waited. Mrs. Rydquist
took the opportunity, which might never occur again, of solemnly
warning him against falling in love with her daughter. This, she
said, was a very possible thing to happen, especially for a sailor,

because her girl was well set-up, not to say handsome. Therefore,
it was her duty to warn him—as she had already warned a good
many, including Captain Skantlebury, afterwards cast away in

Torres Straits—that it was an unlucky thing to marry into a family
whose husbands and male relations generally found a grave at the
bottom of the sea. Further, it was well known among sailors that
if you rescued a person from drowning, that person would, at some
time or other, repay your offices by injuring your earthly pros-

pects. So that there were two excellent reasons why Rex should
avoid the Rock of Love.

They were doubtless valid ; but they were not strong enough to

repress in the young man a look of joy and admiration when the
girl came home fresh and bright as an ocean nymph. He took
supper with her, and between them the two managed to repress the
gloom even of the prophetess who sat with them, as cheerful aa

Cassandra at a Trojan supper. Did ever anyone consider h-ow much
that good old man King Priam had to put up with ?

Another time was on a Sunday evening. They went to church
together and sang out of the same hymn-book. Captain Zachariasen
was in the pew also, and he went to sleep three times—viz., during
the first lesson, the second lesson, and the sermon, without counting
the prayers, during which he probably dropped off as well. After
the service, as the evening was fine and the air warm, they sat

awhile in the churchyard, and the young fellow, seated on a tomb-
stone, unconscious of the moral he was illustrating, had a very good
time indeed talking with Lai. When they were tired of the church-
yard they walked away to the bridge over the entrance to the docks,

and leaned over the rail talking still. Lai was quite used to the

confidences of her friends, but somehow this one's confidences were
diiFerent. He sought no advice, he confessed no love-affair ; he did

not begin to look at her as if he was struck silly, and then ask her
to marry him—which so many of the captains had done ; he asked
her about herself, and seemed eager to know all she would tell him,
as if there was anything about herself that so gallant a sailor would
care to know, with such stupid particulars about her daily life, and
how she never left Rotherhithe at all, and had seen no other place.

' What a strange life !
' he said, after many questions. ' What

a dull life ! Are you not tired of it ?

'

' No,' she answered. ' Why should I be ? Do they not bring a
constant change into the house, my captains ? I know all their

adventm-es, and I could tell you, oh ! such stories. You should
hear Captain Zachariasen when he begins to recollect.'
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' At, ay, we can all spin yams. But never to leave tliis place !

'

He paused, with a sigh.

• I am happy,' said Lai. ' Tell me about yourself.'

It was her turn now, and she began to question him until he

told all he had to tell ; but I suppose he kept back something, as

one is told to leave something on the dish, for good manners. But
if he did not tell all, it was because he was modest, not because ht>

had things to hide of which he was ashamed.

He was, he said, the son of a Lincolnshire clergyman, and ha

was destined to the Church ; solemnly set apart, he was, by his

parents and consecrated in early infancy. This made his subse-

quent conduct the more disgi-aceful, although, as he pleaded, hi?

o-v\m consent was not asked nor his inclinations consulted. The,

road to the Church is grievously beset by wearisome boulders, pits,

ditches, briars, and it may be fallen trunks, which some get over

without the least difficulty, whereas to others they are grievous

hindrances. These things are an allegory, and I mean books.

Now unlucky Rex, a masterly youth in all games, schoolboy feats,

fights, freaks, and fanteegs, regarded a book, from his earliest

infancy, unless it was a romance of the sea or stoiy of adventure,

with a dislike and suspicion amounting almost to mania. In ha
recital to Lai, he avoided mention ol the many floggings he re-

ceived, the battles he fought, and the insubordination of which he

was guilty, and the countless lessons which he had not learned. He
sim]:)ly said that he ran away from school and got to LiverpotJ,

where, after swopping clothes with a real sailor boy, he got on

board a Canadian brig as loblolly boy, and was kicked and cufleil

all the way to Quebec and all the way back again. The skipper

cuffed him ; the mate cuffed him ; the cook culled him ; the crew

cuffed him ; he got rough treatment and bad grub. His faculties

were stimulated, no doubt, and a good foundation laid for smart-

ness in after life as a sailor. Also, his frame was hardened by

the fresh breeze of the Windy Fifties. On his return, he wrote

to his father, to say that he was about to return to school. He did

return ; was the hero of the school for two months, and then again

ran away and tried the sea once more, from Glasgow toNew York, in

a cargo steamer. Finally, his father had to renounce his ambitious

schemes, in spite of the early consecration and setting apart,

and got him entered as a middy in the service of a great line of

steamers. Now, at the age of twenty-two, he was second oflicer.

Such was the modesty of the young man that he omitted to

state many remarkable facts in his own life, though these redounded

greatly to his credit ; nor was it till afterwards that Lai discovered

how good a character he bore for steady seamanship and pluck,

how well he stood for promotion. Also, he did not tell her that he

was the softest-hearted fellow in the world, though his knuckles

were so hard ; that he was the easiest man in the world to lead,

although the hardest to drive ; that on board he was always ready,

when olf duty, to act as nursemaid, protector, and playfellow for
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any number of children ; that he was also at such times as good as

a son or a brother to all ladies on board ; that on shore he was ever

ready to give away all his money to the first who asked for it ; that

he thought no evil of his neighbour ; that lie considered all women
as angels, but Lai as an archangel ; and that he was modest,

thinking himself a person of the very smallest importance on
account of these difficulties over books, and a shameful apostate

in the matter of the falling off from the early dedication.

When a young woman begins to take a real interest in the ad-

ventures of a young man, and, like Desdemona, to ask questions,

she generally lays a solid foundation for much more than mere
interest. Dido, though she was no longer in her premiere jeunesse,

is a case in point, as well as Desdemona. And every married per-

son recollects the flattering interest taken in each other by JiancS

avid fiancee during the early days, the sweet sunshiny days of their

engagement.
That Sunday night, after the talk in the churchyard, they went

back to the house, and Rex had supper with the captains, winning

golden opinions by his great and well-sustained powers over cold

beef and pickles. After this they smoked pipes and told yarns,

and Lai sat among them by the side of Rex, which was a joy to

him, though she was sitting on the arm of Captain Zachariasen'a

wooden chair, and not his own.
On another occasion during that happy and never-to-be-for-

gotten three weeks. Rex carried the girl across the river and showed
her his own ship lying in the East India Docks, which, she was fain

to confess, are finer than the Commercial Docks. He took her all

over the great and splendid vessel, showed her the saloon with its

velvet couches, hanging lamps, gilt ornaments, and long tables in

the officers' quarters ; and midships, and the sailors' for'ard ; took

her down to the engine-room by a steep ladder of polished iron bars,

showed her the bridge, the steering tackle, and the captain's cabin,

in which he lowered his voice from reverence as one does in a

church. When she had seen everything, he invited her to return

to the saloon, where she found a noble repast spread, and the chief

officer, the third mate, the purser, and the doctor waiting to be

introduced to her. They paid her so much attention and deference
;

they said so many kind things about her courage and presence of

mind ; they waited on her so jealously ; they were so kind to her,

that the gu-l was ashamed. She was so very ignorant, you see, of

the poAver of beauty. Then a bottle of champagne, a drink which

Lai had heard of but never seen, was produced, and they all drank

to her health, bowing and smiling, first to her and then to Rex,

•who blushed and hung his head. Then it appeared that evei-y man
had something which he ardently desired her to accept, and when
Lai came away Rex had his arms full of pretty Indian things,

gmelling of sandal-wood, presents to her from his brother-officers.

This, she tliought, was very kind of them, especially as they had

never seen her before. And then Dick, the officers' steward, the
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deaf and dumb Malay whom she had helped to pull out of the

water, came and kissed her hand humbly, in token of gratitude.

A beautiful and wonderful day. Yet what did the doctor mean
when they came away ? For while the purser stood at one end of

the gangway, and the chief officer at the other, and the third mate
in the middle, all to see her safe across, the doctor, left behind
on board, slapped Kex loudly upon the shoulder and laughed,

saying :

—

' Gad ! Rex, you're a lucky fellow !

'

How was he lucky 1 she asked him in the boat, and said sho

should be glad to hear of good luck for him. But he only blushed
and made no reply.

One of the things which she brought home after this visit was a
certain grey parrot. He had no particular value as a parrot.

There wej;e many more valuable parrots already about the house,

alive or stuffed. But this bird had accomplishments, and among
other things, he knew his master's name, and would cry, to every-

body's admiration :
' Poor Rex Armiger ! Poor Rex Armiger !

'

When Lai graciously accepted this gift, the young man took it

as a favourable sign. She had already, he knew, sent away a dozen
captains at least, and he was only second mate. Yet still, when a
girl takes such a present she means—she surely means to make
some difierence.

Then there was one day more—the last day but one before the
ship sailed—the last opportunity that Rex could find before they
sailed. He had leave for a whole day : the lading was completed,
the passengers were sending on their boxes and trunks ; the purser
and the stewards were taking in provisions—mountains of pro-

visions, with bleating sheep, milch cows, cocks and hens—for the
voyage.

All was bustle and stir at the Docks, but there was no woi'k for

the second officer. He presented himself at Seven Houses at ten
o'clock in the morning, without any previous notice, and proposed,
if you please, nothing short of a whole day out. A whole day,

mind you, from that moment until ten o'clock at night. Never
was proposal more revolutionary.

' AH day long ?
' she cried, her great eyes full of surprise and

joy.
' All day, he said, ' if you will trust yourself with me. Where

shall we go ?

'

' Where ?
' she repeated.

I suppose that now and then some echoes reach Rotherhithe of

the outer world and its amusements. Presumably there are natives

who have seen the Crystal Palace and other palaces ; here and there

might be found one or two who have seen a theatre. Most of

tliem, however, know nothing of any place of amusement what-
ever. It is a city without any shows. Punch and Judy go not

near it ; Cheap Jack passes it by ; the wandering feet of circus

horses never pass that way
;
gipsies' tents have never been seea
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there ; the boys of Hotherhithe do not know even the travelling

caravan with the fire-eater. To conjurers, men with entertain-

ments, and lecturers it is an untrodden field. When Lai came, in

a paper, upon the account of festive doings she passed them over,

and turned to the condition of the markets in South Africa or

Quebec as being a subject more likely to interest the captains.

Out of England there were plenty of things to interest her. She
knew something about the whole round world, or, at least, its

harbours ; but of London she was ignorant.
' Where 1

' she asked, gasping.
' There's the Crystal Palace and Epping Forest ; there's the

National Gallery and Highgate Hill ; there's the top of St. Paul's

and the Aquarium ; there's Kew Gardens and the Tower ; there's

South Kensington and Windsor Castle '—Rex bracketed the places

according to some oljscure arrangement in his own mind^' lots of

places. The only thing is where '\ '

' I have seen none of them,' she replied. 'Will you choose

for me ?

'

' Oh !
' he groaned. ' Here is a house full of great hulking

skippers, and she works herself to death for them, and not one
among tliem all has ever had the grace to take her to go and see

something !

'

' Don't call them names,' she replied, gently ;
' our people

never go anywhere, except to Poplar and Limehouse. One of

them went one evening to Woolwich Gardens, but he did not like

it. He said the manners of the people were forward, and he was
cheated out of half a crown.'

' Then, Lai,' he jumped up and made a great show of preparing

for immediate departure with his cap ;
' then, Lai, let uo waste no

more time in talking, but be ofl' at once.'
' Oh, I can't !

'

Her face fell, and the tears came into her eyes as she suddenly

recollected a reason why she could not go.
' Why can't you ?

'

' Because—oh, because of the pudding. I can trust her with

the potatoes, and she will boil the greens to a turn. But the pud-

ding I always make, and no one else can make it but me.'

The lady referred to was not her mother, but the assistant—the

'service.'
' Can't they go without pudding for once ?

'

Lai shook her head.

'They always expect pudding, and they are very particular

about the currants. You can't think what a quantity of currants

they want in their pudding.'
' Do you always give them plum-dufF, then 1

'

' Excei>t when they have roly-poly or apple dumplings. Some
times it is baked plum-dufl', sometimes it is boiled, sometimes w'th

sauce, and sometimes with brandy. But I think they would never

forgive me if there was no pudding.'



THE SAILOB LAD FliOM OVER THE SEA. 4S

Rex nodded his head, put on his cap—this conversation took

place in the kitchen—and marched resohitely straight into tho

Captains' room, where three of them were at that moment sitting

in conversation. One was Captain Zachariasen.
' Gentlemen,' he said, politely saluting ;

' Lai wants a whole
holiday. But she says she can't take it unless you will kindly go

without your pudding to-day.'

They looked at each other. No one for a time spoke. The
gravity of the proposal was such that no one liked to take the

responsibility of accepting it. A dinner at Rydquist's without

pudding was a thing hitlierto unheard of.

'Why,' asked Captain Zachariasen, severely—'why, if you please,

Mr. Armiger, does Lai want a holiday to-day '? And why cannot

Bhe be content with a half-holiday ? Do I ever take a whole day ?

'

'Because she wants to go somewhere with me,' replied Rex,

stoutly ; 'and if she doesn't go tj-day she won't go at all, because

we sail the day after to-morrow.'
' Under these circumstances, gentlemen,' said Captain Zacharia-

sen, softening, and feeling that he had said enough for the asser-

tion of private rights, ' seeing that Lai is, for the most part, an

obliging girl, and does her duty with a willing spirit, I think

—

you are agreed with me, gentlemen ?

'

The other two nodded their heads, but with some sadness.
' Then, sir,' said Captain Zachariasen, as if he were addressing

his chief officer at high noon, ' make it so.'

' Now,' said Rex, as they passed Rotherhithe parish church and

drew near unto Thames Tunnel Station, ' I've made up my mind
where to take you to. As for the British Museum, it's sticks and

stones, and South Kensington is painted pots ; the National Gallery

is saints and sign-boards ; the Crystal Palace is buns and boards

and ginger-beer, with an organ ; the Monument of London is no

better than the crosstrees. Where we will go, Lai—where we will

go for our day out—is to Hampton Court, and we will have such a

day as you shall remember.'
There had been, as yet, no word of love ; but he called her Lai,

and she called him Rex, which is an excellent beginning.

They did have that day ; they did go to Hampton Court. First

they drove in a hansom—Lai thought nothing could be more
delightful than this method of conveyance—to Waterloo Station,

where they were so lucky as to catch a train going to start in three-

quarters of an hour, and by that they went to Hampton Court.

It was in the early days of the month of June, which in

England has two moods. One is the dejected, make-yourself-as-

niiserable-as-you-can mood, when the rain falls dripping all the

day, and the leaves, which have hardly yet fully formed on the

trees, begin to get rotten before their time, and think of falling

off. That mood of June is not delightful. The other, which is far

Preferable, is that in which the month comes with a gracious smile,

earing in her hands lilac, roses, laburnum, her face all glorious
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with sunshine, soft airs, and warmth. Then the young year
springs swiftly into vigorous manhood, with fragrance and sweet
perfumes, and the country hedges are splendid with their wealth of

a thousand wild flowers, and the birds sing above their nests. Men
grow young men again, lapped and wrapped in early summer ; the
blood of the oldest is warmed ; their fancies run riot ; they begin

to babble of holidays, to talk of walks in country places, of rest

on hill-sides, of wanderings, rod in hand, beside the streams, of

diady woods, and the wavelets of a tranquil sea ; they feel once

more—one must feel it every year again or die—the old simple

love for earth, fair mother-earth, generous earth, mother, nurse,

and fosterer— as well as grave ; they enjoy the sunshine. Sad
autumn is as yet far off, and seems much farther ; they are not yet

near unto the days when they shall say, one to the other :

' Lo ! the evil days are come when we may say, "I have no
pleasure in them.'"

The train sped forth from the crowded houses, and presently

passed into the fields and woods of Surrey. Rex and Lai were
alone in a second-class carriage, and she looked out of the window
while he looked at her. And so to Hampton, where the Mole
joins the silver Thames, and the palace stands beside the river

bank.
I have always thought that to possess Hampton Court is a rare

and precious privilege which Londoners cannot regard with suffi-

cient gratitude, for, with the exception of Fontainebleau, which is

too big, there is nothing like it—except, perhaps, in Holland

—

anywhere. It is delightful to wander in the cool cloisters, about
tlie bare chambers hung with pictures, and in the great empty hall,

where the Queen might dine every day if she chose, her crown
upon her head, with braying of trumpets, scraping of fiddles, and
pomp of scarlet retainers. But she does not please. Then one
may walk over elastic turf, round beds of flowers, or down long

avenues of shady trees, which make one think of William the

Third ; or one may look over a wooden garden gate into what was
the garden in the times before Cardinal Wolsey found out this old

country grange and made it into a palace. Young people—espe-

cially young people in love—may also seek the windings of the

maze.
This boy Rex, with the girl who seemed to him the most

delightful creature ever formed by a benevolent Providence, en-

joyed all these delights, the girl lost in what seemed to her a dream
of wonder. Wliy had she never seen any of these beautiful places?

For the first time in her life, Rotherhithe, and the docks and ships

became small to her. She had never before known the splendour

of stately halls, pictures, or great gardens. She felt humiliated by
her strangeness, and to this day, though now she has seen a great

many splendid places, she regards Hampton Court as the most
wonderful and the most romantic of all buildings ever erected, and
I do not think she is far wrong.
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One thing only puzzled her. She had read, somewhere, of the

elevating influences of art. This is a great gallery of art. Yet
Bomehovv she did not feel elevated at all. Especially did a collec-

tion of portraits of women—all with drooping eyes and false smiles

and strange looks, the meaning of which she knew not—make her
long to hurry out of the room and into the fair gardens, on whose
lawns she could forget these pictures. How could they elevate or

improve the people \ Art, you see, only elevates those who under-
stand a little of the technique, and ordinary people go to tlie

picture-galleries for the story told by each picture. This is the
reason wliy the contemplation of a vast number of pictures has
hitherto failed to improve our culture or to elevate our standards.

But these two, like most visitors, took all for granted, and it must
be owned that there are many excellent stories, especially those of

the old sea-fight i:)ictures, in the Hampton Court galleries.

Then they had dinner together in a room whose windows looked
right down the long avenue of Bushey, where the chestnuts were in

all their glory ; and after dinner Rex took her on the river. It

was the same river as that of Rotherhithe. But who would have
thought that tweiity miles would make so great a change ? No
ships, no steamers, no docks, no noise, no shouting, no hammering.
And what a difference in the boats ! They drifted slowly down
with the silent current. The warm sun of the summer afternoon
lay lovingly on the meadows. It was not a Saturday. No one was
on the river but themselves. The very swans sat sleepily on tlie

water ; there was a gentle swish and slow murmur of the current
along the reeds and grasses of the bank ; crianson and golden leaves

hung over the river ; the flowers of the lilies were lying open on the
water.

Lai held the ropes and Rex the sculls ; but he let them lie idle

and looked at the fair face before him, while she gazed dreamily
about, thinking how she should remember, and by what things,

this wonderful day, this beautiful river, this palace, ami tliis gentle
rowing in the light skiiF. As she looked, the smile faded out of her
face and her eyes filled with tears.

' Why, Lai ?
' he asked.

She made no reply for a minute or two, thinking what reason
she might truthfully allege for her tears, which had risen unbidden
at the touch of some secret chord.

' I do not know,' she said. ' Except that everything is so new
and strange, and I am quite happy, and it is all so beautiful.'

Rex reflected on the superior nature of women who can shed
tears as a sign of happiness.

' I am so happy,' he said, ' that I should like to dance and sing,

except that I am afraid of capsizing the craft, when to Davy's
locker we should go for want of your dingy, Lai.'

But they could not stay on the river all the evening. The sun
began to descend ; clouds came up from the south-west ; the wind
freshened ; a mist arose, and the river became sad and mysterious.
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Then Rex turned the bows and rowed back.

The girl shuddered as she stepped upon the shore.
' I shall never forget it,' she said ;

' never. And now it is all

over.'
' Will you remember, with this day, your companion of the

day ?' asked Rex.
' Yes, ' she replied, with the frank and truthful gaze which went

straight to the young man's heart ;
' I shall never forget the day or

my companion.'
They went back to the palace, and while the shadows grew

deeper, walked in the old-fashioned garden of King William, be-

neath its arch of branches, old now and knotty and gnarled.

Rex was to sail in two days' time. He would have no other

chance. Yet he feared to break the charm.
' We must go,' he said. 'Yes, it is all over.' He heaved a

mighty sigh. ' What a day we have had. And now it is gone, it

is growing dark, and we must go. And tliis is the last time I shall

see you, Lai.'
' Yes,' she murmured ;

' the last time.'

Years afterwards she remembered those words and the thought
of ill omens and what they may mean.

' Tlie last time,' she repeated.
' I suppose you know, Lai, that I love you ?

' said Rex, quite

simply. ' You miist know that. But, of course, everybody loves

you.'
' Oh !

' she laid her hand upon his arm. ' Are you sure, quite

sure, that you love me ? You might be mistaken. Rex.'
' Sure, Lai 1

'

' Can you really love me 1

' My darling, have not other men told you the same thing ?

Have you not listened and sent them away ? Do not send me
away, too, Lai.'

' They said they Oh, it was nonsense. They could not
really have loved me, because I did not love them at all.'

' And—and—me 1
' asked Rex, with fine disregard of grammar.

' Oh, no, Rex. I do not want to send you away—not if you
really love me ; and. Rex, Rex, you have kissed me enough.'

They could not go away quite then ; they stayed there till they

were found by the custodian of the vine, who ignominiously led

them to the palace-gates and dismissed them with severity. Then
Rex must needs have supper, in oixler to keejj his sweetheart with
him a little longer. And it was not till the ten o'clock train that

they returned to town : Lai quiet and a little tearful, her hand in

her lover's ; Rex full of hope and faith and charity, and as happy
as if he were, indeed, ' rex orbis totius,' the king of the whole
world.

At half-past eleven he brought her home. It was very late for

Rotherhitlie ; the captains were mostly in bed by ten, and all the

lights out, but to-night Mrs. Rydquist sat waiting for her daughter.
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' Mrs. Rydquist,' said the young man, beaming like a sun-god
between the pair of candles over which the good lady sat reading,

'she has promised to be my wife—Lai is going to marry me. Tlie

day after to-morrow we drop down the river, but I shall be home
again soon—home again. Come Lai, my darling, my sweet, my
queen,' he took her in his arms and kissed her again—this shame-
less young sailor

—
' and as soon as I get my ship—why—why

—

why ' he kissed her once more, and yet once more.
' I wish you, young man,' said Lai's mother, in funereal tones,

' a better fate than has befallen all the men who fell in love with
us. I have already given you my most solemn warning. You
rush upon your fate, but I wash my hands of it. My mother's
lost husband, and my husband, lie dead at the bottom of the sea.

Also two of my first cousins' husbands, and a second cousin's once-

removed husband. We are an unlucky family ; but, perhaps, my
daughter's husband may be more fortunate.'

' Oh, mother,' cried poor Lai, ' don't make us doAvn-hearted !

'

' I said, my dear,' she replied, folding her hands with a kind of

resignation to the inevitable, ' I said that I hope lie may be more
fortunate. I cannot say more ; if I could say more I would say it.

If I think he may not be more fortunate, I will not say it ; nor
will I give you pain, INIr. Armiger, by prophesying that you will

add to our list.'

' Never mind,' said Rex ;
' we sailors are mostly as safe at sea

as the landlubbers on shore, only people won't think so. Heart
up, Lai ! Heart up, my sweet ! Come outside and say good-bye.'

' Look !
' said Mrs. Rydquist, pointing cheerfully to the candle-

stick, when her daughter returned with tears in her eyes and Rex's
last kiss burning on her lips ;

' there is a winding-sheet, my dear,

in the candle. To-night a coiiin popped out of the kitchen-fire. I

took it up in hopes it might have been a purse. No, my dear, a
coffin. Captain Zachariasen crossed knives at dinner to-day. I

have had shudders all the evening, wliich is as sure a sign of graves
as any I know. Before you came home the furniture cracked three

times. No doubt, my dear, these warnings are for me, who am a
poor, weak creature, and ready and willing and hopeful, I am sure,

to be called away ; or for Captain Zachariasen, who is, to be sure,

a great age, and should expect his call eveiy day instead of going
on with his talk and his rum and his pipe as if he was forgotten

;

or for any one of the captains, afloat or ashore ; these signs, my
dear, may be meant for anybody, and I would not be so pre-

sumptuous in a house full of sailors as to name the man for whom
they have come ; but, if I read signs right, then they mean that

young man. And oh ! my poor girl ' she clasped her hands as

if now, indeed, there could be no hope,
' What is it, mother ?

'

' My dear, it is a Friday, of all the days in the week !

'

She rose, took a candle, and went to bed, with her handkerchief
to her eyes.
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CHAPTER IV.

OVERDUE AND POSTED.

This day of days, this queen of all days, too swiftly sped over the
first and last of the young sailor's wooing. Lai's sweetheart was
lost to her almost as soon as he was found. But he left her so

hitppy in sjjite of her mother's gloomy forebodings, that she
wondered—not knowing that all the past years had been nothing
but a long preparation for the time of love—how could she ever
have been happy before? And she was only eighteen, and her
lover as handsome as Apollo, and as well-mannered. Next morning
at about twelve o'clock she jumped into her boat and rowed out
upon the river to see the ' Aryan ' start upon her voyage. The
tide was on the turn and the river full when the great steamer
came out of dock and slowly made her way upon the crowded water
a miracle of human skill, a great and wonderful living thing, which,
though even a clumsy lighter might sink and destroy it, yet could
live through the wildest storm ever known in the Sea of Cyclones,

through which she was to sail. As the ' Aryan ' passed the little

boat Lai saw her lover. He had sprung upon the bulwark and
was waving his hat in farewell. Oh, gallant Rex, so brave and so

loving ! To think that this glorious creature, this god-like man,
this young prince among sailors, should fall in love with her !

And then the doctor, and the purser, and the chief officers, and
even the captain, came to the side and took off their caps to her,

and some of the passengers, informed by the doctor who she was,

and how brave she was, waved their hands and cheered.

Then the ship forged ahead, and in a few minutes Rex jumped
down with a final kiss of his fingers. The screw turned more
quickly ; the ship forged ahead. Lai lay to in mid-stream, carelesa

what miglit run into her, gazing after her with straining eyes.

When she had rounded the point and was lost to view, the girl,

for the first time in her life since she was a child, burst into tears

and sobbing.

It was but a shower. Lai belonged to a sailor family. Was
she to weep and go in sadness because her lover was away doing

his duty upon the blue water? Not so. She shook her head,

dried her eyes, and rowed homewards, grave yet cheerful.
' Is his ship gone 1 ' asked her mother. ' Well, he is a fine lad

to look at, Lai, and if he is as true as he is strong and well-favoured,

I could wish you nothing better. Let us forget the signs and
warnings, my dear '—this was kindly meant, but had an unpleasant

and gruesome sound— ' and let us hope tliat he will come back
again. Indeed, I do not see any reason why he should not come
back more than once.'
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Everything went on, then, as if nothing had happened. What
a strange thing it is that peo]ile can go on as if nothing had
happened, after the UK)st tremendous events ! Life so changed
for her, yet Captain Zacliariasen taking up the thread of her dis-

course just as before, and the same interest expected to be shown
in the timber trade ! Yet what a very different thing is interest
in timber trade compared with interest in a man ! Then she
discovered with some surprise that her old admiration of captains
as a class had been a good deal modified during the last three
weeks. There were persons in the world, it was now quite certain,

of culture superior even to that of a skipper in the Canadian trade.
And she clearly discovered, for the first time, that a whole life

devoted to making captains comfortable, providing them witli

pudding, looking after their linen, and hearing their confidences,
might, without the gracious influences of love, become a very arid
and barren kind of life. Perhaps, also, the recollection of that
holiday at Hampton Court helped to modify her views on the sub-
ject of Rotherhithe and its people. The place was only, after all,

a small part of a great city ; the people were humble. One may
discover as much certainly about one's own people without becoming
ashamed of them. It is only when one reaches a grade higher in
the social scale that folk become ashamed of themselves. An assured
position in the world, as the chimney-sweep remarked, gives one
confidence. Lai plainly saw that her sweetheart was of gentler
birth and better breeding than she had been accustomed to. She
therefore resolved to do her best never to make him on that account
repent his choice, and there was an abundance of fine sympathy—
the assumption or pretence of which is the foundation of good
manners—in this girl's character.

It was an intelligent parrot which Rex had given her, and at
this juncture proved a remarkably sympathetic creature, for at th3
sight of his mistress he would shake his head, plume his winys,
and presently, as if necessary to console her, woidd cry :

' Poor Rex Armiger ! Poor Rex Armiger !

'

But she was never dull, nor did she betray to anyone, least of
all to her old friend Captain Zachariasen, that her manner of
regarding things had in the least degree changed, while the secret
joy that was in her heart showed itself in a thousand merry ways :

with songs and laughter, and little jokes with her captains, so that
they marvelled that the existence of a sweetheart at sea should
produce so beneficial an eflect upon maidens. Perhaps, too, in
some mysterious way, her happiness aifected the puddings. I say
not this at random, because certainly the fame of Rydquist's as a
house where comforts, elsewhere unknown, and at Limehouse and
Poplar quite unsuspected, could be found, spread far and wide,
even to Deptford on the east, and Stepney on the north, and the
house might have been full over and over again, but they would
take in no strangers, being in this respect as exclusive as Boodle's.

Tliis attitude of cheerfulness was greatly commended by Captain
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Zachariasen. * Some girls,' he said, 'would have let their thoughts
run upon their lover instead of their duty, whereby houses are
brought to ruin and captains seek comfort elsewhere. Once the
sweetheart is gone, he ought never more to be thought upon till he
comes home again, save in bed or in church, while there is an egg to
be boiled or an onion to be peeled.'

The first letter which Rex sent her was the first that Lai had
ever received in all her life. And such a letter ! It came from the
Suez Canal ; the next came from Aden ; the next from Point de
Galle ; the next from Calcutta. So far all was well. Be sure that Lai
read them over and over again, every one, and carried them about
in Iier bosom, and knew them all word for w©rd, and was, after the
way of a good and honest girl, touched to the very heart that a man
should love her so veiy, very much, and should think so highly of
her, and should talk as if she was all goodness—a tiling which no
woman can understand. It makes silly girls despise men, and good
girls resjiect and fear them.

The next letter was much more important than the first four,

which were, in truth, mere rhapsodies of passion, although on that
very account more interesting than letters which combine matter-
of-fact business with love, for, on arriving at Calcutta, Rex found a
proposal waiting for his acceptance. Tliis offer came from the
Directors of the Company, and showed in what good esteem he was
held, being nothing less than the command of one of their smaller
steamers, engaged in what is called the country trade.

'It will separate us for three years at least,' he wrote, 'and
perhaps for five, but I cannot afford to refuse the chance. Perhaps,
if I did, I might never get another offer, and everybody is congratu-
lating me, and thinking me extremely fortunate to get a ship so

early. So, though it keeps me from the girl of my heart, I have
accepted, and T sail at once. My ship is named the " Philippine."
She is a tliousand-ton boat, and classed 100 Al, newly built. She
is not like the "Aryan," fitted with splendid mirrors and gold and
paint and a great saloon, being built chiefly for cargo. The crew
are all Lascars, and I am the only Englishman aboard except the
mate and the chief engineer. We are under orders to take in rice

from Hong-Kong ; bound for Brisbane, first of all ; if that answers
we shall continue in tlie country grain trade ; if not, we shall, I
suppose, go seeking, when I shall have a commission on the cargo.

As for pay, I am to have twenty pounds a month, with rations and
allowances, and liberty to trade—so many tons every voyage—if I
like. These are good terms, and at the end of every year there
should be something put by in the locker. Poor Lai ! Oh, my dear
sweet eyes ! Oh, my dear brown hair ! Oh, my dear sweet lips ! I

shall not kiss them for three years more. What are three years ?

Soon gone, my pretty. Think of that, and heart up ! As soon as 1
can I will try for a Port-of-London ship. Then we will be married
and have a house at Gravesend, where you shall see me come up
stream, homeward bound.' With much more to the same effect.
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Three years—or it might be five ! Lai piK down the letter, and
tried to make out what it would mean to her. She would be in

tliree years, when Rex came home, one and twenty, and he would
be five and twenty. Five and twenty seems to eighteen what forty
seems to thirty, fifty to forty, and sixty to fifty. One has a feeling
that tlie ascent of life must then be quite accomplished, and the
descent fairly begun ; the leaves on the trees by the wayside must
be ever so little browned and dusty, if not yellow ; the heart must
be full of experience, the head must be full of wisdom, the crown
of glory, if any is to be worn at all, already on the brows. The
ascent of life is like the climbing of some steep hill, because the
summit seems continually to recede, and so long as one is young in
heart it is never reached. Rex five and twenty ! Threv:, years to
wait !

It is, indeed, a long time for the young to look forward to.

Such a quantity of things get accomplished in three years ! Why,
in three years a lad gets through his whole undergraduate course,
and makes a spoon or spoils a horn. Tlnree years make up one
hundred and fifty-six weeks, with the same number of Sundays, in
everj' one of which a girl may sit in the quiet church and wonder
on what wild seas or in what peaceful haven her lover may be
floating. Three years are four summers in the course of tlu-ee

years, with as many other seasons ; in three years there is time for
many a hope to spring up, flourish for a while, and die ; for friend-
ship to turn into hate ; for strength to decay ; and for youth to
grow old. The experience of the long succession of human genera-
tions has developed this sad thing among mankind that we cannot
look forward with joy to the coming years, and in everj'thing
unknown which will happen to us we expect a thing of evil. Three
years ! Yet it must be borne, as the lady said to the school-boy
concerning the fat beef, 'It is helped, and must be finished.'

When Mrs. Rydquist heard the news she first held up her
hands, and spread them slowly outwards, shaking and wagging her
head—a most dreadful sign, worse than any of those with which
Panui'ge discomfited Thaumast. Then she sighed heavily. Then
she said aloud :

' Oh, dear, dear, dear ! So soon ! I had begun to hope that
the bad luck would not show yet ! Dear, dear ! Yet what could
be exjjected after such certain signs ?

'

' Why,' said Captain Zachariasen, ' as for signs, they may mean
anything or anybody, and as for fixing them on Cap'en Armiger,
no reason that I can see. Don't be downed, Lai. The narrow seas
are as safe as the Mediterranean. In my time there were the
pirates, who are now shot, hanged, and drowned, every man Jack.
No more stinkpots in crawling boats, pretending to be friendly
traders. You might row your dingy about the islands as safe as
Lime'us Reach. Lord ! I'd rather go cruising with your sweet-
heart in them waters tlian take a twopenny omnibus along the Old
Kent Road. Your signs, ma'am,' he said to Mrs. Rydquist,

E 2
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politely, ' must be read other ways. There's Cap'en Biddiman
;

perhaps they're meant for him.'

Then came another letter from Singapore. Rex was pleased

with the ship and his crew. All was going well.

After six weeks there came another letter. It was from Hong-
Kong. The ' Philippine ' had taken on board her cargo of rice and
Was to sail next day.

Rex wrote in his usual confident, happy vein—full of love, of

hope, and happiness.

After that—no more letters at all. Silence.

Lai went on in cheerfulness for a long time. Rex could not

write from Brisbane. He would write when the ship got back to

Hong-Kong.
The weeks went on, but still there was silence. It was whis-

pered in the Captains' room that the ' Pliilippine ' was long over-

due at Mureton Bay. Then the whispers became questions whether
there was any news of her : then one went across to the otKce of

the company, and brought back the dreadful news that the owners
had given her up ; and they began to hide away the ' Shipping and
Mercantile Gazette.' Then everybody became extremely kind to

Lai, studying little surprises for her, and assuming an appearance
of light-heartedness so as to deceive the poor girl. She went about
with cheerful face, albeit with sinking heart. Ships are often over-

due ; letters get lost on the way. For a while she still carolled and
sang about her work, though at times her song would suddenly stop

like the song of a bullfinch, who remembers something, and must
needs stay his singing while he thinks about it.

Then there came a time when the poor child stopped singing

altogether, and would look with anxious eyes from one captain to

the other, seeking comfort. But no one had any comfort to give

her.

Captain Zachariasen told her at last. He was an old man ; he
had seen so many shipwrecks that they thought he would tell her
best ; also it was considered his duty, as the father or the oldest

inhabitant of Rydquist's, to undertake this task ; and as a wise

and discreet person he would tell the story, as it should be told, in

few words, and fjo get it over without beatings on and off. He ac-

cepted the duty, and discharged himself of it as soon as he could.

He told her the story, in fact, the next morning in the kitchen.

He said, quietly :

' Lai, my dear, the " Philippine" has gone to the bottom, and
—and don't take on, my pretty. But Cap'en Armiger he is gone,

too ; with all hands he went down.'
' How do you know ?

' she asked. The news was sudden, but
she felt it coming ; that is, she had felt some of it—not all.

' The insurances have been all paid up : the ship is posted at

Lloyd's. My dear, I went to the underwriter's a month ago and
more, and axed abouc her. Axed what they would underwrite her
for, and they said a hundred per cent. ; and then they wouldn't do
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It. Not an atom of hope—gone she is, and that young fellow

al )( arc! her. Well, my dear, that's done with. Shall I leave you
here alone to get through a spell o' crying ?

'

'The ship,' said Lai, with dry eyes, 'may be at the bottom of

the sea, and the insurances may be paid for her. But Rex is not

drowned.'
That was what she said : ' Rex is not drowned.'

Her mother brought out her cherished crape—she was a woman
whom this nasty, crinkling, black stuff comforted in a way—and
offered to divide it with her daughter.

Lai refused ; she bought herself gay ribbons and she decked

herself with them. She tried, in order to show the strength of her

faith, to sing about the house.
' Rex,' she said, stoutly, ' is not drowned.'

This was the most unexpected way of receiving the news. The
captains looked for a burst of tears and lamentation, after wliich

thnigs would brighten up, and some other fellow might have a

chance. No tears at all ! No chance for anybody else !

' Ribbons !
' moaned Mrs. Rydquist. ' Oh, Captain Zachariasen,

my daughter wears ribbons—blue ribbons and red ribbons—while

her sweetheart, lying at the bottom of the sea, cries aloud, poor lad,

for a single yard of crape !

'

' 'Twould be more natural,' said Captain Zachariasen, ' to cry

and adone with it. But gals, ma'am, are not what gals was in my
young days, when so many were there as was taken off by wars,

privateers, storms, and the hand of the Lord, that there was no

time to cry over them, not for more than a month or so. And as

for tiying ui the face of Providence, and saying that a drowned man
is not drowned—a man whose ship's insurances have been paid,

and his ship actually posted at Lloyd's—why it's beyond anything.'
' Rex is not dead,' said the girl, to herself, again and again.

' He is not dead. I should know if he were dead. He would,

somehow or other, come and tell me. He is sitting somewhere—

I

know not where it is—waiting for deliverance, and thinking—oh,

my Rex ! my R,ex !—thinking about the girl he loves.'

This was what she said. Her words were brave, yet it is hard

to keep one's faith up to so high a level as these words demanded.

For no one else thought there was, or could be, any chance. For
nearly three years she struggled to keep alive this poor ray of hope,'

based upon nothing at all : and for all that time no news came from

the far East about her lover's ship, nor did anyone know where she

was cast away or how.
Sometimes tliis faith would break down, and she would ask in

tears and with sobbings what so many women bereft of their lovers

nave asked in vain—an answer to her prayers. Ah ! helpless

ones, if her prayers were mockeries and her lover were dead in very

truth !
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CHAPTER V.

THE PATIENCE OF PENELOPE.

The longer Ulysses stayed away from the rocky Ithaca the more
numerous became the suitors for the hand of the lovely Penelope,
who possessed the art, revived much later by Ninon de I'Enclos,

of remaining beautiful although she grew old. That was because
Penelope wickedly encouraged her lovers—to their destruction

—

and held out false hopes connected with a simple bit of embroidery.
Why the foolish fellows, whose wits should have been sharpened by
the vehemence of their passion, did not discover the trick, is not
apparent. Perhaps, however, the climate of Ithaca was bracing
and the wine good, so that they winked one upon the other, and
pretended not to see, or whispered :

' He will never come, let ua
wait.'

The contrary proved the case with the lass of Rotherhithe.
When, after two years or so, some of her old suitors ventured with
as much delicacy as in them lay to reopen the subject of courtship,
they were met with a reception so unmistakable, that they imme-
diately retired, baffled and in confusion ; some among them

—

those of coarser mind—to scoff and sneer at a constancy so unusual.
Others, those of greater sympathies—to reflect with all humilitj' on
the great superiority of the feminine nature over their own, since

it permitted a fidelity which they could not contemplate as possible

for themselves, and were fain to admire, while they regretted it.

Gradually it became evident to most of them that the case was
hopeless, and those captains who had once looked confidently to

make Lai their own, returned to their former habits of friendly

communications, and asked her advice and ojiinion in the matter of

honourable proposals for the hands of other young ladies.

Three suitors still remained, and, each in his own way, refused

to be sent sway.
The first of these was Captain Holstius, whose acquaintance we

have already made. He was, of course, in the Norway trade.

Perhaps it is not altogether fair to call Captain Holstius a
Buitor. He was a lover, but he had ceased to hope for anything
except permission to go on in a friendly way, doing such offices as

lay in his power to please and help the girl whom he regarded

—

being a simple sort of fellow of a religious turn—as Dante regarded
Beatrice. She was to him a mere angel of beauty and goodness

;

in happier times she had been that rare and wonderful creature, a
merry, laughing, happy angel, always occupied in good works, such
as making plum-dufF for poor humanity ; now, unhappily, an angel

who endured suspense and the agony of long waiting for new»
which would never come.
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For the good Norwegian, like all the rest, believed that Rex
was dead long ago. Captain Holstius was not a man accustomed to

put his thoughts into words ; nor did he, like a good many people,

feel for thoughts through a multitude of phrases and thousands of

words. But had he been able to set forth in plain language the

things he intended and meant, he would certainly have said some-

thing to this effect. I think he would have said it more simply,

and therefore with the greater force.

' If I could make her forget him ; if I could substitute my own
image entirely for the image of that dead man, so that she should

be happy, just as she used to be when I first saw her, and if all

could be as if he had never known her. I should think myself in

heaven itself ; or, if by taking another man to husband, and not me
at all, she would recover her happiness, I should be contented, for

I love her so much that all I ask is for her to be happy.'

It is a form of disinterested luve which is so rare that at this

moment I cannot remember any other single instance of it. Most
people, when they love a girl, vehemently desire to keep her for

themselves. Yet in the case of Captain Holstius, as for marrying

her, that seemed a thing so remote from the region of probability,

that he never now, whatever he had done formerly, allowed his

thoughts to rest upon it, and contented himself with thinking what

he could do for the girl ; how he could soften the bitterness of her

misfurtune ; how he could in small ways relieve the burden of her

life, and make her a little happier.

Lai accepted all he gave : all his devotion and care. Little by

little, because she saw Captain Holstius often, it became a pleasure

to her to have him in the house. He became a sort of brother to

her, who had never had that often unsatisfactory relative a brother,

or, at all events, a true and unselfish friend, much better than the

majority of brothers, who gave her everything and asked nothing

for himself. She liked to be with him. They walked together

about the wharves of the Commercial Docks in the quiet evenings ;

they rowed out together on the river in the little dingy, she sitting

in the stern gazing upon the waters in silent thought, while the

Norwegian dipped the sculls gently, looking with an ever in-

creasing sorrow in the face which had once been so full of sunshine,

and now grew daily more overcast with cloud. They spoke little

at such times to each other, or at any time ; but it seemed to her

that she thought best, most hopefully, about Rex when she was with

Captain Holstius. He was always a silent man, thinking that when
he had a thing to say there would be no difficulty in saying it, and

that if anyone had a thing to say unto him they could say it with-

out any stimulus of talk from himself. Further, in the case of

this poor Lai, what earthly good would it do to interrupt the girl

in her meditations over a dead lover by his idle chatter.

When they got home again she would thank him gently and

return to her household duties, refreshed in spirit by this com-

panionship in silence.
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It is a maxim not sufficiently understood that the most re-

freshing thing in the world, when one is tired and sorry, disap-

pointed or vexed, is to sit, walk, or remain for awhile silent with a
silent friend whom you can trust not to chatter, or ask questions,

or tease with idle observations. Pyfcliagoras taught the same great
truth, but obscurely and by an allegory. He enjoined silence

among all his disciples for a term of years. This meant a com-
panionship of silence, so as to forget the old friction and worry of

the world.

The Norway ships come and go at quickly-recurring periods.

Therefore Captain Holstius was much at the Commercial Docks,
and had greater chances, if lie had been the man to take advantage
of them, than any of the other men. He was also favoured with
the good oiiinion and the advocacy of Captain Zachariasen, who
lost no opportunity of recommending Lai to consider her ways and
fit the same time the ways of the Norweegee. His admonition, we
have seen, produced no effect. Nor did Holstius ask for his media-
tion any longer, being satisfied that he had got from the girl all

the friendship which she had to offer.

The other two suitors, who would not be denied, but returned
continually, were of coarser mould. They belonged to the very
extensive class of men who, because they desire a thing vehe-
mently, think themselves ill-used if they do not get it, fly into

rages, accuse Providence, curse the hour of their birth, and go dis-

trauj^ht. Sometimes, as in the case of the young Frenchman
whose story is treated by Robert Browning, they throw themselves
into the Seine, and so an end, because the joys of this world are

denied to the poor. At other times they go about glaring with
envious and malignant eyes. At all times they are the enemies of

honest Christian folk.

One of these men was Captain Nicolas Borlinder, whose ship

Bailed to and fro from Calais to the Port of London, carrying casks

of sherry for the thirsty British aristocracy. It is not a highly-

paid service, and culture of the best kind is not often found among
the captains in that trade. Yet Nick Borlinder was a happy man,
because his standard was of a kind easily attainable. Like his

friends of the same service, he loved beer, rum, and tobacco ; like

them he loved these things in large quantities ; like them he de-

lighted to sit and tell yarns. He could also sing a good song in a
coarse baritone ; he could dance a hornpipe—only among brother
captains, of course—as well as any fo'k'sle hand ; and he had the
reputation of being a smart sailor. This reputation, however,
belonged to all.

It was an unlucky day for Lai when this man was allowed a
right of entry to Rydquist's. For he immediately fell in love with
her and resolved to make her his own—Mrs. Borlinder—which
would have been fine promotion for her.

He was a red-faced, joUy-looking man of five and thirty, or

thereabouts. He had a bluff and hearty way ashore ; aboard ship
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he was handy with a marlingspike, a rope's-end, a fist, a kick, or a

round, stimulating oath, or anything else strong and lough and
good for knocking down the mutinous or quickening the indolent.

Behind his hearty manner there lay—one can hardly say con-

cealed—a nature of the most profound seliishness ; and it might

hav^e been remarked, had any of the captains been students of

human nature—which is not a possible study, save on a very

limited scale, for sailors—that among them all Nick Borlinder was

about the only one who had no friends.

He came and went. When he appeared no one rejoiced ; while

he stayed he sang and laughed and told yarns ; when he went
away nobody cared.

NoAv, a skipper can go on very well as a bachelor up to the age

of thirty-five or even forty. He is supported by the dignity and
authority of his position ; he is sustained by a sense of his

responsibilities ;
perhaps, also, he still looks forward to another

fling in poi-t, for youthful follies are cherished and linger long in

the breasts of sailors, and are sometimes dear even to the gravity

of the captain. When a man reaches soniowhere about thirty-five

years of age, however, there generally comes to him a sense of

loneliness. It seems hard that there should be no one glad to see

him when he puts into port ; visions arise of a cottage with green

palings and scarlet-runners, and, in most cases, that man is doomed
when those visions arise.

Captain Borlinder was thirty- one or so when he first saw Lai.

She was in her housekeeper's room making up accounts, and he
brought her a letter from a ' Rydquist's man,' introducing him and
requesting for him admission. She read the letter, asked him what
his ship was, and where she traded, and showed him a room in her

girlish, business-like manner. This was in the year eighteen

hundred and seventy-six, shortly before she met Rex Armiger.

Cajjtain Borlinder instantly, in her own room, at the very first

interview, fell in love with her, and, like many men of his class,

concluded that she was equally ready to fall in love with him.

All the next voyage out he thought about her. His experience

of women was small, and of such a woman as Lai Rydquist, such

a dainty maiden, he had no experience at all, because he had never

known any such, or even distantly resembling her. The talk of

Buch a girl, who could be friendly and laugh with a roomful of

captains, and yet not one of them would dare so much as to chuck
her under the chin—a delicate attention he had always heretofore

allowed himself to consider proper—was a thing he had never

before experienced. Then her figure, her face, her quickness, her

cleverness—all these things excited his admiration and his envy.

Should he allow such a treasure to be won by another man %

Then he thought of her business capacity and that snug and
comfortable business at Rydquist's. What a retreat, what a

charming retreat for himself, after his twenty years of bucketing

about the sea ! He pictured himself a partner in that busuieas

—



68 TTTE CAPTAINS' ROOM.

sleeping partner, smoking partner, drinking partner, the partner
told ofl' tr narrate the yarns and shove the bottle round. What a
place for a blufl', hearty, genuine old salt ! How richly had he
deserved it !

He resolved, during that voyage, upon making Lai Rydquist
his owii as soon as he returned. They met with nasty weather in

the Bay, and a night or two on deck, which he had alway previously

regarded as part of his profession and all in the day's work, became
a peg for discontent as he thought of the snug lying he might have
beside—not in—the churchyard in the Seven Houses.

The more he thought of the thing the more clearly he saw, in

his own mind, its manifest advantages. And then, because the

seclusion of the cabin and the solitude of the captain's position

afford unrivalled opportunities for reflection, he began to build up
a castle of Spain, and pictured to himself how he would reign as

king-consort of Rydquist's.
' The old woman,' he said, ' shall be the first to go. No useless

hands allowed aboard that craft. Her room shall be mine, where
I will receive my own friends and count the money. As for old

Zachariasen, he may go too, if he likes. We shall get more by a
succession of captains than by feeding him all the year round.

And as for the feeding, it's too good for the money ; they don't

want such good grub. And the charges are too low ; and the

drinks ridiculous for cheapness. And as for Lai, she'd make any
house go, with her pretty ways.'

About this point a certain anxiety crossed his mind, because

the girl herself rather frightened him. In what terms should he
convey his intentions ? And how would she receive them ?

When he got back to London he hastened to propose to Lai.

He adopted the plain and hearty manner, with a gallant nautical

attitude, indicating cand(jur and loyalty. This manner he had
studied and made his own. It was not unlike the British tar of

the stage, except that the good old ' Shiver my timbers !

' with the

hitch-up of the trousers, went out before Nick Borlinder's time.

Now it must be remembered that thia was very shortly after young
Armiger's departure.

' What you want, my hearty,' said Captain Borlinder, ' is a
jolly husband, that's what you want ; and the best husband you
can have is a sailor.'

Lai was accustomed to propos'.tions of this kind, though not
always conveyed in language so downright, having already refused

four and twenty captains, and laughed at half a dozen more, who
lamented their previous marriages for her sake, and would have
even seen themselves widowers with resignation.

' Wliy a sailor, Captain Borlinder 1

'

' Because a sailor is not always running after your heels like a
tame cat and a puppy-dog. He goes to sea, and is out of sight

;

he leaves you the house to yourself ; and when he comes home
again he is always in a good temper. A sailor ashore is easy, con-

tented, and happy-go-lucky,'
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*It certainly would be something,' said Lai, ' always to have a
good-tempered husband.'

' A sailor for me, says y^u,' continued the Captain, warming to

his work. ' That's right ; and if a sailor, quartermaster is better

than able seaman ; mate is better than ([uartermaster. Wlierefore,

skipper is better than mate ; and if skipper, why not Nick Bor-
Inider ? Eh ! Why not Nick Borlinder ?

'

And he stuck his thumbs in his waistcoat-pockets, and looked
irresistible tenderness, so that he was greatly sliocked when Lai
laughed in his face, and informed him that she could not possibly

become Mrs. Borlinder.

He went away in great indignation, and presently hearing about
Rex Armiger and his successful courtship, first declared that he
would break the neck of that young man as soon as he could get a
chance, and then found fault with his own eyes because he had not
struck at once and proposed when tlie idea first came into his head.

Lost ! and all for want of a little pluck. Lost ! because the

moment his back was turned, this young jackanapes, no better

than a second mate in a steamer, cut in, saw his chance, and
snapped her up.

For two voyages he reflected on the nature of women. He
said to himself that out of sight, out of mind, and she would very
likely forget all about the boy. He therefore resolved on trying

the effect of bribery, and came ofiering rare gifts, consisting

principally of an octave of sherry.

Lai accepted it graciously, and set it up in the Captains' room,
where everybody fell to lapping it up until it was all gone.

Then Lai refused the donor a second time. So the sherry was
clean thrown away and wasted. Much better had made it rum for

his o\vn consumjition.

We know what happened next, and none rejoiced more cor-

dially than Captain Borlinder over his rival's death.

When a reasonable time, as he thought, had elapsed, he
renewed his oft'er with effusion, and was indignantly, even scorn-

fully, refused. He concluded that he had another rival, probably
some fellow with more money, and he looked about him and made
more guarded inquiries. He could find no one likely to be a rival

except Captain Holstius, who appeared to be a poor religious crea-

ture, not worth the jealousy of a lusty English sailor ; and later on,

he discovered that a certain American captain called Barnabas B.
Wattles, who came and went, having no ship of his own, and yet
always full of business, was certainly a rival.

Captain Wattles puzzled him, because, so far as he could see,

Lai was no kinder to him than to himself. Always there was
present to his mind that vision of himself the landlord or pro-

prietor of Rydquist's, counting out the money in the front parlour
over a pipe and a cool glass of rum and water, while Lai looked
after the dinners and made out the bills.

' Bills !
' he thought. ' Yes ; they should be bills with a profit

in them, too, when he was proprietor !

'
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Rage possessed his soul as the time went on and he got no
nearer the attainment of his object. He could not converse with
the girl, partly because she avoided him, and partly because he had
nothing to say. Worst of all, she told him when he ventured once
more to remark that a jolly sailor—namely, Nick Borlinder—would
restore her to happiness, that if he ever dare to propose such a
thing again he would no longer be admitted to Rydquist's, but
might stay aboard his own ship in the London Docks, or find a
house at Poplar. Fear of being sent to Poplar kept him quiet.

There remained the third suitor, Captain Barnabas B. Wattles.
When he made the acquaintance of Lai, a skipper without a

fihip, it was in the year eighteen hundred and seventy-seven. He was
an American by birth, liailing, in fact, from the town of Portsmouth,
New Hampshire, and he was always full of business, the nature of

which no man knew. He was quite unlike the jovial Nick Bor-
linder, and indeed, resembled the typical British tar in no respect

whatever. For he was a slight, spare man, with sharp features and
haii'less cheek. He was not, certainly, admitted to the privileges

of Rydquist's, but he visited when his business brought him to

London, and sat of an evening in the Captains' room drinking with
anyone who would oficr gratuitous grog ; at other times he was
fond of saying that he was a temperance man, and went away
without grog rather than pay for it liimself

.

He first came when Lai was waiting for that letter from Rex
which never came. He learned the whole story ; and either did

not immediately fall in love, like the more inflammable Borlinder,

being a man of prudence and forethought, else he refrained from
speech, even from the good words of courtship. But he came
often ; by speaking gently, and without mention of love and mar-
riage, he established friendly relations with Lai ; he even ventured
to speak of her loss, and, with honeyed sympathy, told the tales of

like disasters, which always ended fatally, to American sailors.

When she declared that Rex could not be drowned, he only shook
his head with pity. And, in speaking of those early deaths at sea

which had come under his own observation, he assumed as a matter
of course, that the bereaved woman mourned for no more than a

certain term, after which time she took unto herself another sweet-

heart, and enjoyed perfect happiness ever afterwards. He thought
that in this way he would familiarise her mind with the idea of

giving up her grief.

' When she reflected,' he would conclude his narrative, 'that

cryin' would not bring back any man to life again, she gave over

cryin' and looked about for consolation. She found it. Miss Lai,

in the usual quarter. As for myself, my own name is Barnabas,

which means, as perhaps you have never heard, the Son of

Consolation.'

With such words did he essay to sap the fidelity of the mourner,
but in vain, for though there were times when poor Lai would
doubt, despite the fervent ardour of her faith, whether Rex might
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not be really dead and gone, there was no time at all when slie ever

wavered for a moment in constancy to his memory. Thouf,'h

neither Borlinder or Barnabas Wattles could understand the thing,

it was impossible for Lai ever to think of a second lover.

He would talk of other tilings, but always came back to the

subject of consolation.

Thus one evening be began to look about him, being then in

her own room.
' This,' he said, ' is a prosperous concern which you are run-

ning, Miss Lai. I guess it pays ?

'

Yes ; Lai said that it paid its expenses, and more.
' And you've made your little pile already out of it ?

'

Yes, said Lai, carelessly, there was money saved.

His eyes twinkled at the thought of handling her savings, for

Captain Wattles was by no means rich. He forgot, however, that

the money belonged to her mother.
' Now,' he went on, with an insinuating smile, ' do you never

think the time will come when you will tire of running this

ho—tel ?

'

Lai said she was too busy to think of what might happen, and

that, as regards the future, she said, sadly, she would rather not

think about it at all, the past was already too much for her to

think about.

'Yes,' he said, 'that time will come. It has not come yet.

Miss Lai, and, therefore, I do not say, as T am ready to say. Take

me and let me console you. My name is Barnabas, which means,

as perhaps you do not know, the Son of Consolation.'
' It would be no use at all,' said Lai ; 'and if we are to remain

friends. Captain Wattles, you will never speak of this again.'

' I will not,' he replied, ' until the right moment. Then, with

your little savings and mine, we will go back to the States. I

know what we will do when we get there. There's an old ship-

building yard at Portsmouth which only wants a few thousand

dollars put into it. W^e will put our dollars into that yard, and we
will build ships.'

' You liad better give up thinking of such nonsense,' said Lai.

'Thought is free, JNIiss Lai. The time will come. Is it in

nature to go on crying all your life for a man as dead as Abraliam

Lincoln 1 The time will come.'

'Enough said, Captain Wattles,' Lai said. It was in her own
room, and she was busy with her accounts. ' You can go now,

and you need not come back any more unless you have something

else to say. I thought you were a sensible man. ]\Iost American

captains I know are as sensible as Englishmen and Norwegians.'

Captain Wattles rose slowly.
' Wal,' he said, ' you say so now. I expected you would. But

the time will come. I'm not afraid of the other men. As for Cap'en

Borhnder, he is not fit company for a sweet young thing like you.

He would beat his wife, after a whUe, that man would. He di-inks
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nobblers all day, and swaps lies with any riff-raflF who will stand In
a bar and listen to him. You will not lower yourself to Cap'en
Borhnder. As for the Norweegee, he is but a poor soft shell

; you
might as well marry a gell. I shan't ask you yet, so don't be
afraid. When your old friends drop away one by one, and you
feel a bit lonesome with no one to talk to, and these bills always on
your mmd, and the house over your head like a cage and a prison, I
shall look in again, and you will hold out your pretty hand, and
you will sweetly say: "Cap'en Wattles, you air a sailor and a
temperance man

; you sul)scribe to a missionary society and have
once been teacher in a Sunday-school

; you have traded Bibles
with natives for coral and ivory and gold-dust

;
you air smart

;
you

air likewise a kind-hearted man, who will give his wife her head in
everything, with Paris bonnets and New York frocks

;
your name

IS Barnabas, the Son of Consolation." . . . Don't run away, Miss
Lai. I've said all I wanted to say, and now I am going. Business
takes me to Liverpool to-night, and on Thursday J sail again for
Baltimore.'

CHAPTER VI.

THE MESSAGE FKOM THE SEA.

It was, then, in October, eighteen hundred and seventy-nine, that
Dick, the Malay, made his appearance and told his tale. Having
told it he remained in the house, attaching himself as by right to
Lai, whose steward he became as lie had been steward to Rex.

The thing produced, naturally, a profound sensation in the
Captains' room, whitlier Dick was invited to repeat his performance,
not once, but several times.

It was observed that, though substantially the same, the action
always differed in the addition or the withdrawal of certain small
details, the interpretation of which was obscure. One or two facts
remained certain, and were agreed upon by all : an open boat, a
long waiting, a rescue, either by being picked up or by finding
land, and then one or two fights, but why, and with whom, was a
matter of speculation.

Captain Zachariasen remained obstinate to his theory. There
was a widow, there was a marriage, there was a baby, there were
conjugal rows, and finally a prison in which Rex Armiger still

remained. How to fit the pantomime into these wonderful details
was a matter of difficulty which he was always endeavouring to
overcome by the help of the more obscure gestures in the nnim-
micking.

The general cheerfulness of the house was naturally much
elevated by this event. It was, indeed, felt not only that hope
had returned, but also that honour was conferred upon Rydquiat's
by so mysterious and exciting a revelatiou.
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This distinction became more generally recognised when the
Secretary and one of the Directors of the Indian Peninsular Line
came over to see the Malay, hoping to get some light thrown upon
the loss of their ship.

Captain Zachariasen took the chair for the performance, so to

speak, and expounded the princij^al parts, taking credit for such
mummicking as no other house could offer.

The Director learned nothing dehnite from the pantomime, but
came away profoundly impressed with the belief that their officer,

Captain Armiger, was living.

The Malay, now domesticated at Seven Houses, was frequently
invited of an evening to the Captains' room, where he went through
his performance—Captain Zachariasen always in the chair—for

every new comer, and was a continual subject of discussion. Also
there were great studyings of charts, and mappings out of routes,

with calculations as to days and probahle number of knots. And
those who had been in Cliinese and Polynesian waters were called

upon to narrate their experiences.

The route of a steamer from Hong-Kong to Moreton Bay is well
known, and easily followed. Unfortunately, the Malay's pantomime
left it doubtful of what nature was the disaster. It might have
been a piratical attack, though that was veiy unhkely, or a fire on
board, or the striking on a reef.

' Her course,' said Captain Holstius, laying it down with Lai for

the fiftieth time, 'would be—so—E.S.E. from Hong-Kong, north
of Lu^on here ; then due S.E. between the Pelews and Carolines,
through Dampier Straits, having New Guinea to the starboard.
Look at these seas, Lai. Who knows what may have happened ?

And how can we search for him over thi'ee thousand miles of sea,

among so many islands 1

'

How, indeed ! And yet the idea was growing up strong in both
their minds that a search of some kind must be made.

And then came help, that sort of help which our pious ancestors
called Providential. What can we call it ? Blind chance ? That
seems rather a long drop from benevolent Providence, but it seema
to suit a good many people nowadays almost as well—more's the
pity.

Two months after the Malay's appearance, while winter was
upon us and Christmas not far off, when the churchyard trees were
stripped of leaf, and the vine about the window was trimmed, the
garden swept up for the season, and the parrots brought indoors,
and Rydquist's made snug for bad weather, another person called

at the house, bringing with him a message of another kind. It waa
no other than the Doctor of the 'Aryan,' Rex's old ship. He bore
something round, wrapped in tissue paper. He carried it with
great care, as if it was something very precious.

The time was evening, and Lai was in her room making up
accounts. In the Ca])tains' room was a full assemblage, numbering
Captain Zaohariasen, Captain Borlinder, who purposed to spend hi
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Christmas at Rydquist's and to consume much grog, Captain
Holstius, Captain Barnabas B. Wattles, whose business had again
brought him to London, and two or three captains who have no-
thing to do with this history except to fill up the group in the room
where presently an important Function was to be held.

At present they were unsuspicious of what was coming, and they
sat in solemn circle, the Patriarch at the head of the table, getting

through the evening, all too quickly, in the usual way.
'This was picked up,' the Doctor said, still holding his treasure

in his hands as if it was a baby, ' in the Bay of Bengal, by a country
ship sailing from Calcutta to Moulmein ; it must have drifted with
the currents and the wind, two thousand miles and more. How it

contrived never to get driven ashore or broken against some boat,

or wreck, or rock, or washed up some creek among the thousands
of islands by which it floated, is a truly wonderful thing.'

' Oh, what is it ? ' she cried.

He took off the handkerchief and showed a common wide-
mouthed bottle, such as chemists use for effervescing things.

' It contains,' he said, solemnly, ' poor Rex Armiger's last letter

to you. The skipper who picked it up p\illed out the cork and
read it. He brought it to our ofBce at Calcutta, where, though it

was written to you, we were obliged to read it, because it told how
the '

' Philippine " was cast away ; for the same reason oiu* officers

read it.'

* His last letter 1
'

' Yes ; his last letter. It is dated three years ago. We cannot

hope—no, it is impossible to hope—that he is still alive. We
should have heard long ago if he had been picked up.'

'We have heard,' said Lai. She went m search of the Malay,

with whom she presently returned. ' We have heard. Doctor.

Here is Rex's steward, who came to us two months ago.'

' Good heavens ! it is the dumb Malay steward, who was with

him in the boat.'
' Yes. Now look, and tell me what you read.'

She made a sign to Dick, who went tlirough, for the Doctor's

instruction, the now familiar pantomime.
' What do you think, Doctor ?

'

' Think 1 There is only one thing to think. Miss Rydquist. He
has escaped. He is alive, somewhere, or was when Dick last saw

him, though how this fellow got away from liim, and where he

is
'

' Now give me his letter.'

It was tied round with a green ribbon—a slender roll of paper,

looking as if sea-water had discoloured it.

The Doctor took it out of the bottle and gave it her.

'I will read Rex's letter,' she said, quietly, 'alone. Will you

wait a little for me. Doctor ?

'

She came back in a quarter of an hour. Her eyes were heavy

mi\i tears, but she was calm and assured.
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*T thank God, Doctor,' she said ;
' I thank God most humbly

for preserving this precious bottle and this letter of my dear Rex

—

my poor Rex—and I thank you, too, and your brother-officers,

whom he loved, and who were always good to liim, for bringing it

home to ine. For now I know where he is, and where to look for

him, and now I understand it all.'

' If he is living we will find him,' said the Doctor. ' Be sure

that we will find him.'
' We will find him,' she echoed. ' Yes, we will find him. Now,

Doctor, consider. You remember how they got into the boat 1
'

' Yes—off the wreck. The letter tells us that.'

' Dick told us that two months ago, but we could not altogether

understand it. How long were they in the boat /

'

' Why, no one knows.'
' Yes, Dick knows, and he has told us. Consider. They were

left, when this bottle was sent forth like the raven out of the ark,

with no food. They sat in the boat, waiting for death. But they
did not die. They drifted—you saw that they made no attempt to

row—for awhile ; they grew hungry and thirsty ; they passed two
or tliree days with nothing to eat. It could not have been more,
because they were not so far exhausted but that, when land appeared
in sight, they still had strength to row.'

' Go on,' cried the Doctor. ' You are cleverer than all of us.'

' It is because I love him,' she replied, 'and because I have
thought day and night where he can be. You know the latitude

and longitude of the wreck
;
you must allow for currents and wind

;

you know how many days elapsed between the wreck and the writing

of the letter. Now let us look at the chart and work it all out.'

She brought the chart to the table, and pointed with her finger.

' They were -wrecked,' she said, ' there. Now allow five days
for drifting. Wlaere would they land ? Remember he says that

the wind was S.W.'
' WTiy,' said the Doctor, ' they may have landed on one of the

most westerly of the Caroline Islands, unless the current carried

them to the Pelews. There are islands enough in those seas.'

' Yes,' she replied ;
' it is here that we shall look for him. Now

come with me to the Captains' room.'
She walked in, head erect and paper in hand, followed by the

Doctor, and stood at Captain Zachariasen's right—her usual pLice

when she visited the captains in the evening.
' You, who are my friends,' said Lai, bearing in one hand the

chart and in the other the precious letter, ' will rejoice with me, for

I have had a letter from Rex.'
' When was it wrote and where from ?

' asked Captain Zachariasen.
' It is nearly three years old. It has been tossing on the sea,

driven liither and thither, and preserved by kind Heaven to show
that Rex is living still, and where he is.'

Captain Wattles whistled gently. It sounded like an involun-

tary note of incredulity.

r
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Lai spread the ch<arfc before Captain Zachariasen.
' You can follow the voyage,' she said, ' while I read you this

letter. It is on the back of one from me. It is written with a lead
pencil, very small, because he had a great deal to say and not much
space to say it in—my Rex !

'

Her voice broke down for a moment, but she steadied herself

and went on reading the message from the sea.

' "Anyone who picks this up," it begins, "will oblige me by
sending it to Miss Rydquist, Seven Houses, Rotherhithe, because
it tells her of the shipwreck and perhaps the death "—But you know,
all of you,' Lai interposed, 'that he survived and got to land, else

how was Dick able to get to England?—"of her sweetheart, the
undersigned Rex Armiger, Captain of the steamer ' Philippine,

'

now lying a wreck on a reef in latitude 5'30 N. and longitude
133 "25, as near as I could calculate."

' "My dearest Lal,—I write this in the captain's gig, where I

am floating about in or about tlie above-named latitude and longi-

tude, after the most unfortunate voyage that ever started with good
promise. First, I send you my last words, dear love, solemnly,

because a man in a boat on the open seas, with no provisions and
no sail, cannot look for anything but death from starvation, if not

by drowning. God help you, my dear, and bless you, and make
you forget me soon, and find a better husband than I should ever

have made. You will take another man " '

' Hear, hear !
' said Captain Borlinder, softly.

' Hush !
' said Captain Wattles, reproachfully. ' Captain Armiger

was a good man and a prophet.'
' "You will take another man,"' Lal repeated. 'Never !' she

cried, after the repetition, looking from one to the other, ' Never !

Not if he were dead, instead of being alive, as he is, and wondering
why we do not come to rescue him.'

' The boy had his points,' said Captain Zachariasen, 'and a good
husband he would have made. Just such as I was sixty years ago,

or thereabouts. Get on to the shipwreck, Lal, my dear.'
' " It was on December the First tliat we set sail from Calcutta.

The crew were all Lascars, excei)t Dick my Malay steward, the

chief officer, who was an Englishman, and the engineer. We made
a good passage under canvas, with auxiliary screw, to Singapore,

and from thence, in ballast, except for a few bales of goods, to

Hong-Kong. Here we took in our cargo of rice, and started, all

well, on January the Fourteenth, eighteen hundred and seventy-

seven. The mate was a good sailor as ever stepped on a bridge,

and the sliip well found, new, and good in all respects.

'
'

' We had fair weather across the China Sea and in the straits

north of Lu^on until we came to the open seas. Here a gale,

which blew us ofi" our coiurse to N.E., but not far, and still in clear

and open sailing, with never a reef or an island on the chart. We
kept steam up, running in the teeth of the wind, all sails furled.

When the wind moderated, veering from S.E. to S.W. (within a
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point or two), we made the Pelew Islands to the starboard bow,
and came well in the track of the Sydney steamers. If you look at

the chart you will find that here the sea is open and clear ; not
a shoal nor an island laid down for a good thousand miles. Where-
fore, I make no doubt that after inquiry I should have my certifi-

cate returned to me, in spite of having lost so good a shii).

' " On Sunday, at noon, the wind having moderated, we found
we had made two hvmdred and twenty-seven knots in four and
twenty hours.

' " We were, as I made it, in latitude 5'30 N. and longitude
133 '25, as near as I could calculate. At sunset, which was at six

twenty-five, we must have made some sixty miles more to the
S.W., so that you can lay down the spot on the map. The wind
was fresh, and the sea a little choppy, but nothing of any conse-

quence in open water. At eight I turned in, going watch and
watch about with the mate, and at five minutes past eight I suppose
1 was fast asleep.

' " It was, I think, a little after six bells, that I was awakened
by the ship striking. I ran on deck at once. We were on a reef.,

and by the grating and the grinding of her bottom I guessed that it

was all over. I'm sorry to say tliat in the shock the mate seems to
have been knocked overboard and drowned, becaiise I saw him no
more. The ship roUed from side to side, grinding and tearing her
bottom upon the reef. The men ran backwards and forwards cry-

ing to each other. There was no discipline with them, nor could I
get them to obey orders. The engineer went below and reported
water gaining fast. He and I did our best to keep the crew in

hand, but it was no use. They lowered the boats and pushed oft',

leaving behind only the enghieer, and Dick the steward, and
myself. They were in too great a hurry to put provisions on board,
so that I greatly fear they must have perished, unleos they have
been picked up by some steamer.

' "All that night we staj^ed on deck, we three, expecting every
moment that she would break her back. The cargo of grain was
loose now, and rolled with the ship like water. Her bows were
high ujjon the rocks, and I believe we were only saved because she
was lodged upon the reef as far aft as the engine-room. In the
darkness the engineer must have slipped his hold and fallen over-
board, I don't know how. Then there was only Dick and me.

'"In the morning, at daybreak, the look-out was pretty bad.
The reef is a shoal, with nothing but a fringe of wliite water round
it to mark where it lies. It is now, I reckon, about seventeen feet
below the surface of the water, but I take it to be a rising reef, so
that every year will make it less, and I hope it will be set down at
once on the chart. My mate was gone and my engineer, the boats
and their crews were out of sight, or, niay be, capsized, not a sail

upon tlie sea. But there was the captain's gig.

' " Wlien we got afioat, my purpose Avas to keep alongside the
poor wreck until we had got enough victuals to last a week or two,

F 2
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and some running tackle whereby we could hoist some sort of a
sail. But, my dear, we hadn't time, because no sooner had we
lowered the boat and put in a few tins, with a bottle half full of

brandy and a keg of water, than she parted amidships, and we had
no more than time to jump into the boat and shove off.

'
'

' There we were then, with no oars, no mast, no sail, no
rudder even, and provisions for two or three days.

'
'

' We have now been floating a week. We drifted first of all

in a nor'-westerly direction, so near as I could make out, so long as

the poor wreck remained in sight. Since then I know not what our
course has been. There is a strong current here, I suspect, from
the short time we took to lose sight of her, and there has been a
good breeze blowing from the S.W. for three days.

' '
' We have now got to the end of our provisions ; the last drop

•of water has been drunk ; the last biscuit eaten. Poor Dick sits

opposite to me all day and all night, he cannot speak, but he
refused his share of the last ration for my sake.'

Here Lai broke down again, and Captain Zachariasen said some-
thing strong, which showed that his admiration for a generous
action was greater than his religious restraint.

'
'

' We spend the day in looking for a sail ; at night we take
watch about. There remains only a little brandy in the heel of

the bottle. We husband that for a last resource. We have
fashioned a couple of rough oars out of two planks of the boat.

' " I have kept this a day longer. No sail in sight. We have had
two or three drops of brandy each. They are the last. Now I must
commit this letter to the sea in the bottle. Oh, my dear Lai, my
pretty tender darling ! I shall never, never see you any more.
Long before you get this letter I shall be drifting about in this boat

& dead man. I pray Heaven to bless you "

'

Here Lai stopped and burst into tears.
'• Kead no more,' said Captain Holstius, ' the rest concerns your-

self alone.'

Lai kissed her letter, folded it tenderly, and laid it in her
bosom,

' The rest only concerns me, ' she repeated, and was silent awhile.

Captain Zachariasen, meantime, was at work upon the chart.

'I read this story somewhat different,' he said. 'You can't

always follow a mummicker in his antics, and I now perceive that

I was wrong about the baby. The widow I stick to. Nothing could

be plainer tlian the widow, though, of course, it was not to be
expected that he'd make a clean breast of it in that letter, which
otherwise does him credit. Lai, my dear, you are right. If Dick
is alive, then his master is alive. Question is, where would he get

to, and where is he now ?
'

They were all silent, waiting the conclusion of the Patriarch

before any other ventured to speak. He was bending over the

chart, his right thumb as the position of the reef, and his fore-

finger acting as a compass.
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* I calculate from the position of the reef, which is here, and
the run of the currents, and the direction of the wind, that they
drifted towards the most westerly of the Caroline Islands.'

It hardly required patriarchal wisdom to surmise this fact,

seeing that these islands are the nearest places north-west of the
reef.

' And next 1 ' asked Lai.
' Next, my pretty, they were taken off of that island, but I do nut

know by whom, and were shipped away to some prison, but I don't
know where, and there Cap'en Ai-miger is still lying, though what
for, as there was seemingly no baby and no chucking overboard,
we mortals, who are but purblind, cannot say.'

Then Captain Holstius spoke again.
' I think we miglit have in the Malay and go through the play

acting again. May be, with this letter before us, we may get
more light.'

The Doctor now showed Dick the bottle. He seized it, grinned
a recognition, and, on a sign from the girl, began the story again at

that point.

First, leaning over the imaginary side of the boat, he laid it

gently on the floor.

'Thereby,' said Captain Zachariasen, solemnly, ' committing the
letter to the Avatery deep, to be carried here and driven there while
the stormy winds do blow, do blow. Amen !

'

Then Dick became pensive. He sat huddled up, with his elbows
on his knees and his head in his hands, looking straight before him.
For the time, as always in tliis performance, of which he never
tired, he was Rex himself ; the same poise of the head, the same
look of the eyes ; he had put off the Malayan type, and sat there,

before them all, pure Caucasian.

'Creditable, my lad,' said Captain Zachariasen. 'I think you
can, all of you, understand so far, without my telling.'

They certainly could.

Then the Malay sprang to his feet and pointed to some object
in the distance.

' Sail ho !
' cried Captain Borlinder.

Then he sat down again and began the regular motion of his

arm, which the Patriarch had mistaken for rocking the baby.
' This,' said the Venerable, ' is plain and easy. Land it is.

not a sail—why ? Because, if the latter, they would wave their

pocket-handkercliiefs ; if the former, they would h'ist sail or out

sculls. If the mummicker had been as plain and easy to under-
stand the first time, we shouldn't have gone astray and sailed on
that wrong tack about the baby.'

With the help of the letter the pantomime became perfectly

intelligible. Tlie whole scene stood out plainly before the eyes
of all. They were no longer in the Captains' room at Seven
Houses, Rotlierliithe ; they were somewhere far away, east of New
Guinea, watching two men in a little boat on a sea where there was
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no sail nor any smoke from passing steamers. Low down on the
horizon was a thin streak, which a landsman would have taken for

a cloud. The two men with straining faces were rowing Avith

feverish eagerness, encouraging each otlier, and ceasing not, though
the paddles nearly fell from their hands witli fatigue.

' Oh ! Rex, Rex !
' ci-ied Lai, caiuied away by the acting.

* Rest awhile ; oh, rest !

'

But still tliey paddled on.

Then came the scene of the struggle and the binding of the

arms, and the march up country. Next the release and the quiet

going up and down ; and then the second struggle, with another

capture, and a second binding of arms.
' See, Lai,' said Captain Holstius, pointing triumphantly to the

actor ;
' who is bound this time %

'

Why, there could be no doubt whatever. It was not Rex, but

the Malay.
' This is the worst o' mummicking now,' said the Patriarch, as

if pantomime was a recognised instrument in the teaching and
illustration of history. 'You're never quite sure. We've had to

give up the baby with the chucking overboard. I was sorry for

tliat, because it was so plain and easy to read. And now it seems

as if it was the poor devil himself that got took oti' to gaol. Was
his hair cut short, do you remember, Lai, when he came here two
raontlis ago 1 I can't quite give up the prison, neither, so beauti-

ful as it reeled itself out tirst time we did the mummicking.
You're a stranger, sir,' he addressed the Doctor, ' and you knew
Cap'en Armiger. What do you think ? For my own part—well,

let's hear you, sir.'

' There cannot be a doubt,' said the Doctor, ' that the man
personated Armiger, and no other, until the last scene, and that

there he became himself intentionally. He exaggerated himself.

He walked differently ; he carried his head differently. There was

a light of some kind, and the Malay, not Armiger at all, was taken

prisoner.'
' What is your opinion, Captam Borlinder ?

' asked Lai, anxious

to know what each man thought.
' My opinion,' said Captain Borlinder, with emphasis, ' is this.

They got ashore ; no one can doubt that. Very well, then.

Where ? Not many degrees of longitude from the place where
they were wrecked . Who were the people they fell among ? The
natives. That's what I read so far. Now we go on to the fight at

tlie end. A better iight I never saw on the stage, not even at the

Pavilion Theatre, though but one man in it. As for Captain

Armiger, he was knocked on the head. That is to me quite

certain. Knocked on the head with a stick, or stuck with a knife,

according to the religion and customs of them natives, among
whom I never sailed, and therefore do not know their ways. It's

a melancholy comfort, at all events, to know the manner of his

end. Next to looking forward to a decent burial, people when
they are going to be knocked on the head die more comfortable if
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they know that other peoi^le will hear how they came to be knocked

on the head—whether a club, or a boat-hook, or a bo'sn's cut-

lash.'
' 1 think, sir,' said the Doctor, ' that you are perfectly wrong.

There is nothing whatever to sliow that Armiger was killed.'

But then he did not know that Captain Borlinder spoke accord-

ing to the desire of his own heart.

Then Lai turned to the only man who had not yet spoken :

' And what is your opinion, Captain Wattles ?

'

'I think,' replied Barnabas the Consoler, 'that Cap'en Armiger
landed on some island, and worried through the first scrimmage.

I know them lands, and I know that their ways to strangers may
be rough. If you get through the Irst hearty welcome, which

means clubs and knives and spears mostly, there's no reason why
you shouldn't settle down among 'em. There's many an English

and American sailor living there contented and happy. P'rapa

Cap'en Armiger is one of tliem.'

'Not contented,' said Lai, ' nor yet happy.'

Captain Wattles went on :

' On the other hand, there's fights among themselves and
drunken bouts, and many a brave fellow knocked on the head

thereby.'
' Do you speak from your own knowledge 1 ' asked the Doctor.
' I was once,' he replied, unblushingly, ' a missionary in the

Kusaie station. Yes, we disseminated amongst us the seeds of

civilisation and religion among those poor cannibals. I also

traded in shirts and trousers, after they had been taught how to

put them on. They are a treacherous race : they treasure up the

recollection of wrongs and take revenge ; they are insensible to

kindness and handy with their arrows. 1 fear that Cap'en Armiger
has long since been kUled and eaten. They probably spared the

Malay on account of his brown skin, as likely to disagree.'

Then Captain Holstius rose and spoke.

'Friends all,' he said, 'and especially Captain Borlinder and
Captain Wattles, here is a message come straight from Captain

Armiger himself, though now nigh upon throe years old. And it

comes close upon the heels of that other message brought us

by this poor fellow, who gave it as he knew best ; though a

difficult message to read in parts. Now we know, partly from
Dick and partly from the letter, what happened and how it

happened, and we are pretty certain that they must have

landed, as Captain Zachariasen has told us, in one of the islands

lying to the nor'-west of the spot where she struck.' Here he

paused. Captain Borlinder blew great clouds of tobacco and
looked straight before him. Captain Wattles listened with im-

patience. Then the Norwegian went on :
' I think, friends all,

that here we have our duty plain before us. Here are three men in

this room. Captain Borlinder, Captain Wattles, and myself, who
have been in love with Lai, who is Captain Armiger's sweetlieart,

and therefore has no right to listen to us so long as there is any
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hope that he is alive. If no hope, why, I do not say myself that
she has no right '

'No right, Captain Holstius,' said Lai; 'no right to listen to
any other man, whatever happens.'

' Very well, then. But for us who love her in a respectful way,
and desire nothing but her happiness, there is only one duty, and
that is

'

Here Captain Wattles sprang to his feet.
' To go in search of him. That is what I was going to propose.

Miss Rydquist, I promise to go in search of CajVen Armiger. If
he is alive I will bring him home to you. If he is dead, I will bring
you news of how and when he died. I ask no reward. I leave
that to you. But I will bring you news.'

This was honestly and even nobly spoken. But the efTect of
the speech was a little marred by the allusion to reward. What
reward had Lai to otfer, except one ? and she had just declared that
to be impossible.

Then Captain Borlinder rose, ponderously, and slapped his
chest.

' Nick Borlinder, Lai, is at your service. Yours truly to com-
mand. He hasn't been a missionary, nor a dealer in reach-me-down
shirts, like some skippers, having walked the deck since a boy.
And he doesn't know the Caroline Islands. But he can navigate a
ship, or he can take a passage aboard a ship. Where there's mis-
sionaries there's ships. He will get aboard one of them ships, and
he will visit those cannibals and hnd out the truth. Lai, if Cap'en
Armiger is alive, he shall be rescued by Nick Borlinder, and shall
come home with me arm-in-arm to the Pride of Rotherhithe. If
he isn't alive, why—then '

He sat down again, nodding his head.
Lai turned to Captain Holstius.
' Yes,' he said ;

' I thought this brave Englishman and this
brave American would see their duty plain before them. I will
go in search of him, too, Lai. I know not yet how ; but I shall
find a way.'

' Gentlemen.' said Lai, ' I have nothing to give you except my
gratitude. Nothing at all. Oh ! who in the world has ever had
kinder and nobler friends than 1 1

'

She held out her two hands. Captain Wattles seized the right
and kissed it with effusion, murmuring something about Barnabas,
the Bon of Consolation. Captain Borlinder followed his example
with the left, though he had never before regarded a woman's hand
as a proper object for a manly kiss. He took the ojjportunity to
whisper that, in all her troubles, Nick Borlinder was the man to
trust.

' Now,' said Captain Holstius, ' there is no time to be lost ; we
all have things to arrange, and money to raise. Shall we all go
together, or shall we go separate ?

'

' Separate,' said the Son of Consolation.
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* Separate,' cried Borlinder, firmly. ' If the job is to be done,

let ME do the job single-handed.'
' Very well,' said Captain Holstius ;

' then how shall we go ?

'

'We will go,' said Captain Wattles, * in order. First one, and
then another, to give every man a fair chance and no favour. And
to get that fair chance we will draw straws. Longest straw first,

shortest last.'

He retired and returned with three straws in his hand.
' Now, Borlinder,' he said, 'you shall draw first.'

Borlinder took a straw, but with hesitation.

The Doctor, who was rather short-sighted, thought he detected

a little sleight-of-hand on the part of Captain Wattles at this

moment. But he said nothing. Captain Holstius then drew.
Again tlie Doctor thought he observed what seemed to be tamper-
ing with the oracle of the straw.

On the display of the straws it was found that the longest straw

was Captain Borlinder's ; the shortest, that of Captain Holstius.

The order of search was therefore, first, Captain Borlinder. He
heaved a great breath, struck his hands together, and smote his

chest with great violence and heartiness. You would have thought
he had drawn a great prize instead of the right to go first on an
extremely expensive voyage of search. The next was to be Captain
Wattles. The third and last, Captain Holstius.

Captain Zachariasen called for glasses round to drink health and
success to the gallant fellows going out on this brave and honour-
able quest.

Outside the house, presently, two of the gallant seekers stood

in discoiirse.

'You don't think, Wattles,' asked Borlinder, 'that he's really

alive?'

'I can't say,' replied the ex-missionary. 'I shouldn't like,

myself, to be wrecked on one of those islands. You see, there's

been a little labour traftic in those parts, and the ungrateful people,

who don't know what's good for them, are afraid of being kid— I

mean recruited. And they bear malice. But I suppose he's one of

the sort that don't easily get killed. I shall be going Sydney-way
about my own business next year, or thereabouts, I expect, so it's

all in my day's work to make enquiries. As for you '

' As to me, now, brother ?
' Captain Borlinder spoke in his most

insinuating way. ' As to me, now 1 Come, let's have a drink.'

'As to you,' said the Consoler, after a drink at his friend's ex-

pense, ' I'm sorry for you, because you've got to go at once, and
you've got no experience. Among cannibals, a man of your flesh

is like a prize ox at Christmas.'

Captain Borlinder turned pale.
' Yes—that is so. They would put you in a shallow pit, with

a few onions and some pepper, cover all up snug with stones, and
make a fire on top till you were done to a turn !

'

Captain Borlinder shuddered.
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' You are going first, you are, lilie a brave Briton. I will tell

you a little story. There was once a man who promised to go over

Niagara in an india-rubber machine of his own invention. A
beautiful machine it was, shut up tight, with air-holes so as the

man inside could breathe free and open when so disposed.'

' Well 1
'

' Wal, sir, he was cert'n'y bound to go. But after looking at

the Falls a bit, he concluded to send a cat over first.'

' Well ?

'

' Yes, Cap'en Bnrlinder, the cat went over and that man is still

waiting below the Horseshoe FiiU for the critter to turn up again.'

Captain Borlinder looked after his friend with pale cheeks and

apprehensive heart. What did it mean—this parable of the cat and

Niagara ?

Now, after the glass round was drank, and the three men gone,

the Doctor found his way round tlie table and looked under it on

the floor, and there found two short bits of straw lying on the

carpet. He picked them up and considered. ' What did he do it

for '] ' he asked. ' Longest first. They were, I suppose all the

same length, so that the man with the red face should go first.

Easy then, to nip bits off the straw and make the Norway man
take the shortest. What did he do it for ?

' And the knowledge of

this fact made him uneasy, because it looked as if the seai'ch for

Armiger would not be altogether fair.

CHAPTER Vn.

CAPTAIN BORLINDEK AMONG THE CANNIBALS.

When Captain B(jrlinder sought the privacy of his own chamber

that evening, he gave way to meditations of a very unpleasant and
exasperating nature. Was ever a man more forced into a hole than

himself? Was ever proposition more ridiculous? Why, if, as

Holstius truly said, they were all after the same girl, what the

dickens was the good of going out of the country, all tlie way to the

Eastern Seas, at enormous expense, to say nothing of the danger,

in order to find and bring home the man who would cut them all

out and carry the girl away 1 He would rather fight for the girl
;

he should like, he'thouglit, to fight for the girl. That slow and

easy Norweegee would pretty soon knock under, though the little

Yankee would be more difiicult to tackle. But actually to go and

look for the man ! Why, since he was happily disposed of, and if

not dead, then missing for three years, what madness to disturb so

comfortable and providential an arrangement ! As for such dis-

interestedness as tc desire the happiness of any woman in the world
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as the first consideration, that was a thing too high for Nick
Borlinder's undei'standing, a dark saying, a Hight into unattainable
heights, which apj^eared to hiin pure unmitigated nonsense. Sliould

his own happiness, shouhl any man's happiness, be wrecked to save
that of any woman, or man either, on the whole earth? What is

the happiness of another to a man wlio cannot himself be happy 1

Who, thought honest Nicholas, without putting the thought into

words, is the most important person, the central person, of the
whole universe ; the person about whom the stars do revolve, for

whom the sun shines and the rain falls, for whose protection govern-
ments exist, for whom all people who on earth do dwell continually
toil, so that this person may receive good things without cessation ?

Who is it, but

—

moi meme ? Was, then. Captain Borlinder to

labour and be sjjent for the promotion of smother's happiness ?

Was he to give up his ship in order to find a inan who would destroy
his o^\Ti best chance of good fortune ? The thing aj^peared more
preposterous every moment !

' Who, in fact,' he asked, giving full vent to his feelings, 'but a
Norweegee could be such an enormous, such an incredible ass ?

'

Then he remembered again the Yankee's apologue.
* Sniggerin' beast,' he said :

' I hate him ! I wish he'd fall over-

board of a dark night and blowin' great guns. WHiat did he
mean ! I'm to be the cat to go over among the cannibals, am I ?

'

Then a beautiful and comforting thought crossed his mind.
'I know now,' he said, ' what I ought to have replied. I should

have said there was a man cleverer than that man. For he promised
to go over the Falls in a bathing- machine, or a sewing-machine, or a
reaping-machine, or something, and he went away and presently
ho came back and said he'd done it.'

This hai^jy repartee pleased him so much that he repeated it

twice, and then sat down and thought it over with intentness.
' ^^^ry,' he said, to himself, reasoning as a Christian of the

highest principle, ' man was told to stand out of the reach of

temptation, and if I were to meet that man I might be tempted to

knock him on the head. If it wasn't for Holstius and Wattles I

would knock him on the head. But to kill a fellow for other
fellows to reap the advantage of it, it doesn't seem quite worth
while. Still, there's the temptation, and I oughtn't to go anigli of

it. As for searching for him, again. Where am I to look for him ?

Am I to land on every island and pass the word for Cap'en Armiger ?

Naked black savages don't know about Cap'en Armiger. Ate him
up, no doubt, long ago. Am I to put up a signal at every port for

Cap'en Armiger ? Do these ignorant natives know a signal when
they see one ? Very well, then. This Norweegee is all the bigger
fool.'

As for the allegory of the cat, again. He was himself the cat.

Pleasant thing for a man of his position to be compared to the cat

which led the way over the Falls and was smashed and never
returned again ! Work that thing out as much as you please, and
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it always comes to this, that he, Nick Borlinder, was to go out first,

get devoured by the cannibals, and never get back again.
Then the Yankee, himself out of the way, would try anotlier

way.
'I shan't go at all,' he murmured. 'Yah ! for cheating and

dishonesty give me a Yankee ! I shall pretend to have" been
there !

'

' As for finding him,' he went on with his meditations, ' it's a
thousand to one that you don't light on the island where he put
foot ashore ; and if you do find him, a million to one at least that
he's dead—and all the journey, with the expense of it, for nothing.

' To say nothing of risk and danger. Shipwreck : I suppose
that goes for nothing. Fever : I suppose we needn't reckon that.
Oh, no, certainly not. Sunstroke : that never kills in tropical
climates, does it ? Oh, no ; don't reckon that. Natives : they
are a mild and dovelike race, ain't they ? Everybody knows that

!

Don't reckon natives.'

It was, after all, very well to propose a pretended voyage, but
what would the Yankee do 1 And what did he really mean about
the cat and the india-rubber ball 1

This doubt puzzled him not a little. The plan he proposed to
himself was simple—beautiful in its simplicity. But he could not
help feeling that his American cousin had some other and some
deeper plan, by means of which he would himself be circumvented
and anticipated.

Nothing more disturbs the crafty and subtle serpent, or more
fills him with virtuous indignation, than the suspicion that his
brother serpent is more crafty and more subtle than himself.

Everybody knows how the two burglars, friends in private but
strangers in profession, met one night in the same house, proposing
independent research.

His plan involved no expense, no danger, no possible privations.
It was nothing more nor less than to wait awhile, and then to
IJresent himself with the report of a pretended voyage.

At first he thought he would so far give in to the outward
seeming of things as to get a substitute to take command of his ship
for a certain space, spending that time on shore in some secluded
spot. This plan, however, involved a considerable amount of
expense, with the necessity of much explanaticm to his employers.
It therefore seemed to him best to go on just tlie same—to take his
ship from the London Docks to Cadiz as usual, and back again, to
give Rotherhithe a wide berth, and then, after a certain decent
interval, to present himself at Seven Houses with a narrative.

Seven weeks to Hong-Kong, seven weeks back, eight weeks for
the search—say six months in all.

Having roughly drawn out his plan of action, and considered in
broad outlines the leading features of the narrative. Captain
Borlinder purchased a few sheets of paper, on which to set down
the account of his voyage, which he intended should be a masterly
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performance. He then, without waiting for the Christmas festivi-

ties, though nigh at hand—and no such pudding anywhere as at

Rydquist's— presented himself at Eotherliithe to take farewell

before he started on his long and dangerous journey.

This haste to redeem his promise could not faQ, he thought, of

producing a favourable impression.

He carried a red pocket-handkerchief, as if that contained all

the luggage required for a hardy mariner even with such a journey

before him. He had tied a string, with a jack-knife at the end of

it, round his waist, like a common sailor. He had a profoundly

shiny hat, and his face was set to an expression of as deep sympathy
as he could command.

' I know,' he said, in his lowest tones, ' that to look for Cap'en

Armiger in the Eastern Seas will very likely be a mighty tough

job ; but I've passed my word to tackle that job, and when Nick
Borlinder's word is passed to do a thing, that thing has got to be

done, or the reason why is asked, pretty quick. Same as if I Avas

in command of my own ship. For, sezi to myself, before ever the

Norweegee up and spoke, or the Yankee pretended to have meant
it—but I am slow to speak, though amazing quick to think—1 sez,

" What we three men have got to do in this business is to look

after Lai's happiness." That I sez after you read that most
affecting letter, before the talk begun, and speaking in a whisper,

as a man might say, down his baccy-pipe. " Nothing else consarns

us now. It is that which we have to look after. The way to look

after it is to make quite sure that Cap'en Armiger is gone, and the

way he went, and where his remains remain ; or else, if he is not

gone, but he still alive-and-kicks, wherever that may be, then to

bring him home."

'

' Thank you, Captain BorHnder,' said Lai, thinking that the

Patriarch's dislike to this good and disinterested man was founded
on prejudice ; and, indeed, the meaning was quite plain, though
the language was a little mixed.

'There's a many islands in the Eastern Seas,' continued

Nicholas the Brave. 'I've been looking at them in the charts.

There's thousands of islands—say ten thousand, little and big.

Say every one of those islands has to be searched. If we give a

month to each island all round, counting little and big, that wiU
make close upon nine hundred years. If it's only a fortnight, four

hundred years. What's four hundi-ed years to a determined man ?

I shall search among them islands, if it's four hundi-ed or nine

hundred years, till I find him.'
' But this will cost a great deal. Captain Borlinder, I am afraid.'

' Never mind about the cost,' he replied, grandly. ' If it waa

ten times as much I'd never grudge it. We will say good-bye now.

Perhaps I shall come home, with news, in a year, or even less.

Perhaps it may be forty years before I come home again. Perhaps

I shall bring him home in a few months, well and hearty
;
perhaps

in about fifty years, with never a tooth to his head. But never
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you fear. Pluck up. Say to yourself :
" Nick Borlinder, as never

puts his hand to nothing but he carries that thing through, has got
tliis job in hand." Perhajis I may come with news that you don't

want. But there—we will not talk of that. If I never come
home at all, but get, maybe, devoured by sharks, cannibals, and
alligators, besides being struck with sunstroke, fever, rheumatics,

and other illnesses, and knocked on the head with clubs, and shot

with poisoned arrows, so that there's an end, then, Lai, you will

perhaps begin to think kind of a man who loved you so dear, that

he went all that way alone to look for Cap'en Armiger, also with
the Lord. For women never know the value of a man until he's

gone.'

This said, he shook hands, wagging his head mournfully, but
smiting his chest as if to repress the gloomy forebodings of his

soul, and the manly sobs that choked further utterance.

Captain Holstius also went away, and Captain Wattles, who
made no further allusion to the letter or the pledge he had made,
also returned to Liverpool, whither, he said, business called him.

Tlien Lai was left alone with the letter of Rex to read and read

a;'ain, and she never doubted that Captain Borlinder, true to liia

word, was on his way to the far East, to begin the search for her

lost lover.

One man, however, doubted very much, but in a vague way.
It was the Patriarch.

' Lai, my pretty,' he said, ' I mistrust two of them three chaps

—

the Yankee first, and Nick Borlinder next. As to Cap'en Wattles,

he's told me over and over again that he wants to get back to the

Pacific. It isn't hunting for Cap'en Armiger will take him back
there. And as for Caji'en Borlinder, it's my opinion, my dear,

that he means to make a voyage there and a voyage back, whereby
to clear the cobwebs from his brain and the wrinkles from his eyes,

and to gain experience. What then ? Will either of them bring

him back ? Do they want him back 1 Think, my dear. No
;

they want him dead. The more dead he is the better they will

be pleased. And if I was Cap'en Armiger, my pretty, and 1 was
to see either of them brave master-manners sailing up a creek

with no one else in sight, I Avovdd sit snug, or I would prepare for

a fight. My dear, they may talk, but they don't want him back !

The only man who means honest is the Norweegee. As for him,

he loves the very ground you tread upon, and I think he'd rather

be your father than your husband, which, to be sure, was never a
sailor's way when I was young ; and that, my dear, is seventy, and
soon will be eighty, years ago : which proves the Fifth Command-
ment and shows how much I honoured my father and my mother

—

all the more because I never saw neither of them since ten years

old.'

Captain Borlinder, dropping down the river on his next voyage,

passed the Commercial Docks with a light and jocund heart. He
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was about to earn the gratitude of the girl he loved at a chenp
rate—namely, at the cost of remaining out of her sight on the
next occasion of his return to the Port of London. His love was
not of that ardent and absorbing kind which prevents a man ivoiw

feeling happy unless he is in the presence of the object of his

affections. Quite the contrary. Captain Borlinder was happier
away from the young lady, because conversation with her was
carried on under considerable constraint. Once safely married,
that constraint, he felt, would be removed, and expressions, now
carefully guarded, might be again freely used. If a married man's
house is not his own quarter-deck, what is it ? thought the Captain,
who, despite the culture of many centuries and the religion of his

ancestors, retained the ideas of marital authority common among
primitive men. He is now married, however, though not to Lai,

and has learned to think quite otherwise.

The weather was favourable across the Bay, and with all sail

set, a rolling sea, and a fresh breeze, the Captain stood aft and
began to consider the shaping of his narrative.

He was a good hand at a yarn. But then to write a yam is, if

you please, much more difficult than to spin one. The pen is a
slow, tedious instrument. We want, in fact, something more rapid
with which to intei'pret our thoughts. While we are painfully
setting down one thing, the next, equally important, escapes us
and is forgotten.

Captain Borlinder felt this, and therefore, very wisely, resolved
upon not writing anything until he had thoroughly mastered the
whole stoiy and told it to himself half a dozen times over. Thus
great novelists, I believe, get the whole of their situations clearly

in their mind, with the grouping of the characters, berore wr ting

a word. And it would be an admirable plan if certain lady novelists

would also foliow the Captain's method, and write nothing before
they are almost word-perfect with their story.

His crew were amazed at the behaviour of their skipper, both
outward and homeward bound. For he paced the quai'ter-deck all

day long, gazing at sky and sea. He struck strange attitudes ; he
shook his head ; he swore at himself sometimes ; he left the
navigation of the ship to the mate ; he seemed to be perpetually
repeating words.

These thmgs were strange. He was not drunk. He even
seemed to drink less than usual ; and, if he had got a touch of
' horrors,' as sometimes happens to jailors after a spell ashore, they
were manifested in a most unusual manner.

On the voyage to Cadiz and back the Captain restricted himself
to mental composition. We all know how difficult it is to describe
a place which you have never seen. One would like to see a
competitive young man's description, say of Rotherhi the, which
nobody but myself has ever visited. That difficulty is, of course,

lessened when your readers are equally ignorant, but immensely
increased by the consideration that perliaps they know the place.
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Now, certainly Lai had not seen any of the islands of Micro-

nesia, or Polynesia. The contemplation of the chart whereon the

countless islands of the Pacific lie dotted among the coral-reefs, the

shoals and atolls of that great sea, only filled her mind with vague

thoughts of palm-trees, soft winds, and brown natives. In those

seas sailed the ships she had heard of, the whalers, the schooners

trading from island to island. On those dots of dry land lived

nien, of whom she had heard, who had grown grey in these lati-

tudes, who cared no more to return to England, who had learned

native ways and native customs. Though Lai had never travelled,

she knew a great deal more than Captain Borlinder, and it might

be embarrassing for him to be asked questions arising out of her

superior knowledge.
Again, there was Captain Zachariasen. Nobody knew where

that old man had not been in his long life of sixty years' sailmg

upon the sea. In his garrulous way, he laid claim to a knowledge

of every port under the sun. Now, supposing he had actually

visited the place fixed on by himself for the scene of Captain

Armiger's exile and death. This, too, would be embarrassing.

It is true that Nick Borlinder was not one of those who place

truth among the highest duties of mankind, but rather considered

the search for enjoyment, in all its branches, as a duty immensely

superior and, indeed, a duty to be ranked foremost among those

imposed on sufi'ering humanity. Yet the worst of lying is that you

have got to be consistent in order to be believed. Random lying

helps no man. It is a mere amusement, a display of cleverness,

intellectual fireworks, the indulgence of imagination. The story,

therefore, must be constructed in accordance, somehow, with pos-

sible facts.

The romancer had provided himscif, not only with a few sheets

of paper, but with a map, and over this he pored continually,

seeking a likely spot for the scene of his Fabulous History. But it

was no°t till his second return voyage that he found himself so far

advanced with the story as to begin committing it to writing.

It is interesting to record further that the Captain on returning

to London sought a bookseller's shop, and enquired after any work

which treated of the Eastern Seas. He obtained a second-hand

copy of an old book—I think by Captain Mundy—and then learned

that the island of New Guinea, which he easily found on the map,

was entirely unknown, and had hardly ever been visited. He
therefore resolved to make New Guinea the scene of Rex Armiger's

landing. At all events. Captain Zachariasen would be unable to

put him to shame in the matter of New Guinea.

He made three voyages to and from Cadiz, bringing home a

vast quantity of sherry, Portugal plums, raisins, oranges, and other

things, and taking out I know not what, except that what he took out

was not worth so much as what he brought home. And as this

appears to be the case with every ship which leaves a British port,

we must be working our way gaily through the national savings.
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and shall all very shortly take refuge in the national workhouse,
so that the dreams of the Socialist will be realised, and all shall be
on the same level. This is a very delightful prospect to contem-
plate, and the position of things reflects the highest credit on both
sides of the House.

It was on October 14, 1879, that Dick, the Malay, came back
and told his tale. It Avas in December following that the Doctor
of the ' Aryan ' brought the message from the sea. On January 2,

Captain Borlinder took his farewell, and sallied forth on that

desperate quest to the Eastern Seas, the description of which was
written between Cadiz and London.

No news came to Rotherhithe all the winter. The ' ArjJ'an

'

returned, and the Doctor came to say that the Company were making
enquiries among the ships trading with the islands for news of a
white man cast away upon one of them. No news had yet been
received.

It was on June 8, 1880, that Captain Borlinder returned from
the East.

He bore in his hand the same red silk pocket-handkerchief
with which he had started, he wore the same blue clothes, in the
same state of preservation, because they were his best ; the same
shiny hat.

He presented himself in the kitchen because it was in the fore-

noon, and Lai was engaged in her usual occupation—namely, tlie

daily pudding. The Patriarch, as usual, sat in the armchair sound
asleep.

She dropped her work and turned pale, seeing that he was
alone.

' Alone !
' she cried.

'Alone,' he answered, in the deepest and most sepulchral notes
which liis voice contained. 'Alone,' he repeated. 'I have been
a long voyage, and have come back—alone. But not empty-handed.
No ; I have brought you news. Yes ; bad news, I grieve to say.'

She sat down and folded her hands, prepared for the worst.
' Go on,' she said ;

' tell me what you have to tell.'

At this juncture Captain Zachariasen awoke and rubbed his eyes
' Ho ! ho !

' he said ;
' here's one of them come back. Well, 1

thought he would be the first. What cheer, mate 1
'

' Bad,' replied the traveller.
' Where's Cap'en Ai-miger ?

'

Captain Borlinder pointed upwards, following the direction of

his finger with one eye, as if that eye of faith could readily discern

Rex among the angels.
' I thought he'd say that ; I told you so, Lai, my dear. Keep

your pluck up, and go tell Cap'en Holstius and Cap'en Wattles.
They must hear the news too.'

' They here 'i

'

Captain Borlinder changed colour. He had not thought of this

possibility.

a
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'In this very house, both of them,' replied the Patriarch.
' Cap'en Wattles he's been backwards and forwards between Liver-

pool and New York and London all the time, with his business,

and Cap'en Holstius, he's just brought to port as fine a cargo of

white deal as you ever see. Yes, they're both about.'

At this point they entered and shook hands.

'And now,' continued the old man, 'let us be comfortable.

Keep your pecker up, Lai, my dear, and give me a pipe. So I toid

you what he would say, Lai. What a thing it is to have the wisdom
of fourscore ! Now, my hearty, pay it out.'

'I have set down on paper,' Captain Borlinder began, 'a Nar-
rative—ahem !—a Narrative of my adventures since I started to find

Cap'en Armiger. If you please, I will read my Narrative.'

He lugged his precious manuscript out of his pocket, unrolled

it, coughed solemnly, and began to read it.

' Stop,' interrupted the Patriarch ;
' did you try Moreton Bay 1

*

'No, I did not.'

Captain Zachariasen shook his head mournfully.
' Go on, my lad, go on,' he sighed ;

' I doubt it's no good.'
' Now, Venerable, keep your oar out,' said Captain Borlinder,

impatiently. ' You and your Moreton Bay ! Lemme go on.'

He looked round him half ashamed of reading his own literary

effort, spread the manuscript upon his knees, flattening it out, and
smoothing down the dogs' ears. Then he began. He was, un-

fortunately, unacquainted with the rules of punctuation, so that

his reading was hardly up to the Third Standard, the point at

which, I believe, most school children stop. But the matter was
clear and precise, so that the manner mattered little.

' I set sail,' he said, ' on January 3 from Southampton aboard

the P. and 0. steamer "Batavia," bound for Singapore, a second-

class passenger.
' We navigated the Bay of Biscay, the weather being fine and

the sea smooth. We had light showers and a breeze off Malta.

We passed through the Canal and down the Red Sea—the weather

being warm for the time of year, but cloudy, with much rain—to

Aden. From Aden we sailed in a furious gale of wind to Point de

Galle, and from Galle with a fair breeze and a smooth sea to Sin-

gapore, where we brought up all standing six weeks after leaving

Southampton.
' At Singapore I began to look about me, making enquiries, but

asking no questions for fear of arousing suspicion.'

' What suspicion 1
' asked Captain Zachariasen.

The reader hesitated. Then he read the passage over again.
' For fear of aiYjusing suspicion.'

It was a phrase he had encountered somewhere or other in a

somewhat limited course of reading, and he set it down, thinking

that it sounded rather well.

' What suspicion ]
'

' If you don't keep your oar out,' he answered, ' we shall never

get along.'
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' Wliat suspicion % ' repeated Captain Zachariasen. * Suspicion

that you wanted to make away with the lad when you found
him?'

'If you was five and forty years younger, my Patriarch,' re-

turned the traveller, 'I'd let you know what suspicion. Now,
Lai, if you'll believe me, my suspicion was that some one else

beside me might tackle this job, and so spile it. I wanted it

finished oif workmanlike. So I cast about. Hold your old jaw,

will you ?

'

He murmured something more in his throat which rumbled and
echoed about the room like suppressed thunder.

' First, I went around the public-houses and hung about the
bars.' Captain Zachariasen grunted. ' But nothing could I learn.

Then I sat upon the wharf and went about the shipping. Mighty
civil, well-spoken skipjjevs they were, as a rule, but they could tell

me nothing, though some of them knew the "Philippine," and one
or two remembered Cap'en Armiger. It will be a comfort to you,
Lai, to reflect that they all spoke well of him as a good sailor, who
could carry his drink like a man.' Here Captain Zachariasen again
grunted. ' So I saw what I had all along suspected, that I should
have to go upon the search myself. First, therefore, I picked up
Buch information as a man can come by as to the cin^rents and the

winds. This done, I laid down the supposed course of the boat,

with such winds and such currents, on the chart. Now, you must
know that Cap'en Armiger made a great mistake. So far from the
current being N.E., and the wind S.W., the current sets in strong

S.W. And the prevalent wind, less it's a monsoon or a cj'clone, is

S.W. too. Wliat the devil are you grunting at now % ' Tliis is to

Captain Zachariasen, who was making tliis sign again.
' Go on, my lad. Go on heaviii'. Sooner we get to the bottom

of the page the better.'

'Very well, then. Grunt and I beg your pardon, Lai.

He's enough to make a bishop swear. Where was I ? Oh ! a
cyclone, in S.W. too. What did I do then? Laid down on the

map the place where that boat would likely make the land, and
then I cast about to get a ship which would land me on that very
identical spot. Sure enough there was a boat in harbour just

about to sail.'

' What trade might she have been in ?
' asked the Patriarch.

' Coal trade,' he replied, promptly. ' I took a passage, bar-

gained to be disembarked and called for again in tliree weeks' time,

and we set sail. Beautiful sailing it is in those seas, and one of

these winter evenings, Lai, when you and me have got nothing to

do, I will tell you such yarns of they islands as will make you long
for to go there yourself. Our course was south of Borneo, and so

into the narrow seas, through the Macassar Straits, north of

Celebes and Gillolo, and so along tlie north-west of New Guinea,
where I'd made up my mind to find Cap'en Armiger. If you've
got a chart auywliere about, any of you, you might follow.'

G 2
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'Never mind the chart, my lad,' said Captain Zachariaaen ;

•go on.'
' Nobody, before me and Cap'en Armiger, had ever landed on

that desolate coast. They set me ashore with six foot or so of

baccy, a pipe, a box of lucifers, a bottle of rum, a gmi, and a

small fishing-net. That, I thought, would be enough to carry me
along for a spell, while I made my enquiries.

' I found the natives black but friendly. They appeared not to

be cannibals. They greatly admired my appearance and manners.

They invited me to stay among them with the gun and be their

king. And, although I was obliged to refuse, they were civil, and

answered all my questions to the best of their capacities, which

are naturally limited.'

Another grunt.
' After a bit I discovered that I had not been mistaken in my

conclusions. Three years before, or thereabouts—because you

cannot expect naked savages to be as accurate as us truth-telling

Cliristians—a wliite man and a Malay had been washed ashore in

an open boat.
' Directly I heard that I pricked up my ears. There might

have been two diherent white men come ashore in an open boat,

but not two pairs of white man and Malay man. That seemed

impossible. So I up and enquired at once where they were.
' They told me that at landing there was a fight, but that they

were taken up-country after the fight with their arms bound to

their sides.' Here Captain Borlinder stopped. ' You remember,

Venerable,' he said, ' how you interpreted that scrimmage shown

by the dumb man ? You were quite right.'

The Venerable grunted again.
' Of course,' the discoverer resumed, ' I made haste to find out

which way they were taken, and it was not long before I started

following their track, led by a native boy who knew the country

well, having been born and brought up there.'

' Where were the rest of the natives born and brought up ?
*

asked Captain Zachariasen. 'Go on, brother. Reel it out.'

' The first day ' Captain Borlinder turned suddenly pale,

as if a weak point had been discovered in his armour, and went on

reading rapidly. ' The first day we made five-and-twenty miles, as

near as I could reckon, going in a bee-line across country, over

hills and valleys where lions, bears, tigers, hyienas, leopards,

elephants, and hippopotamuses roamed free, seeking whom they

may devour ; cross rivers where crocodiles sat with open jaws

snapping at the people as they passed by.'

' It is hot, I suppose, in these latitudes ?
' said Captain

Zachariasen.

'Hottish,' replied the traveller. 'T was given to understand

that it was their summer. Hottish walking. Made a man relish

his rum and water. And I found a pint of cold water with a jack-

towel refreshing on a Saturday night. The next day we made
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thirty knots of sandy desert, where there were camels and os-

triches, and never a drop of water to make a cup of tea with. Tlie

third day we crossed a mountain, twenty-five thousand feet hig]i,

on the sides of which were bears, Avolves, and pemmican. From
the summit we obtained a splendid view right across the China
Seas, and with my glass I could easily make out Hong-Kong.

' On the fourth day, after doing thirty miles good, and living

for a week on the bark of trees and wild roots, we passed through
a thick forest inhabited solely by monkeys and snakes, after which
we emerged upon a town, the like of which I had never expected
to find in the heart of New Guinea. It appeared to consist of a
million and a half of people, as near as I could learn. They go
dressed in white cotton knee-breeches and turbans ; they smoke
cigarettes and drink Jamaica rum ; their manners are pleasant and
their ways hospitable.

' As soon as they saw that a white man had arrived, they
flocked round me and began to ask questions. These I satisfied to

the best of my power and requested to be taken to the king.

They led me, or rather carried me, shouting along the streets, to

the Royal Palace, which is a trifle bigger than the Crystal Palace,

and all made of solid gold.
' Tlie, king is a young man, who wears his crown both day and

night. He is always surrounded by liis guards, and has to be
approached on bended knees.

' After the usual compliments, he invited me to tell him what
I came for.

' I replied that I was sent by the most beautiful girl in Rother-
hithe—at this he seemed pleased, and said he wished she had come
herself—in order to discover what had become of her sweetheart,

named Rex Armiger, wrecked upon his majesty's coast in the
year 1876.

' I confess that I felt sorry, when I had put the question, but
then I had come all the way on purpose to put it. For the king
and all his courtiers immediately bm'st into tears.

' I then learned the whole story.
' Cap'en Ai'miger had, in fact, landed on this shore, as I ex-

pected and calculated. He had been separated from his steward
Dick in a scrimmage on the coast, and had been brought inland to

be presented as a captive to the king. At the court he made him-
self at once a great favourite, being a good shot, which pleased his

majesty, and a good dancer which pleased the ladies. He lived

tlu'ee years with them in great favour with everj^body, and at the
end, though this you will hardly credit, engaged to be married to

the king's sister, being by that time in despair of ever getting

away.
' Unfortunately, only the week before I arrived, he was killed

and devoured by a lion, and the princess was gone off her royal

chump.
' I am truly sorry to be the bearer of such bad news, Lai. You

will own that I done my best.
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' The rest of my log, how I got away, and how I came here
again, would not interest you now. You will, perhaps, like to

hear them yarns in the long winter evenings when we have got

nothing else to do.
' As for poor Cap'en Armiger, I brought away with me one relic

of him—the last cap he ever wore. The king sent it to you by my
hands. He said a great many civil things about my courage in

coming all that way to find my friend, and I had to promise to go
back again. However, that is nothing. Here, then, is Cap'en
Armiger's cap—the cap of the Company.'

He untied the handkerchief and took out a cap with a gold

band and a couple of anchors in silver embroidery upon the front.

It was a uniform cap, that of the Indian Peninsular Company.
Lai received it, and tiu'ned it over in her hand, but with some

doubt, stimulated by Captain Zachariasen's grunts.

The old man reached out his hand for the cap, examined it

carefully, tried it on liis own head, and grunted again.
' What are you grunting for now ?

' asked Cajjtain Borlinder in

great uneasiness.

'Gentlemen,' said Captain Zachariasen to the other two, 'tell

me what you think 1
'

Captain Holstius made answer, like the country gentleman who
read Gulliver's Travels, that he did not believe a woi'd of it. And
why 1 Because no one who had read accounts of those latitudes

could reconcile Captain Borlinder's narrative with the tales of other

travellers.

Captain Wattles shook liis head.
' Coarse work,' he said. 'Very common, and coarse work.'

Upon this Captain Borlinder lost his temper, and behaved like

an officer of his rank when in a rage upon his own quarter-deck.

'You shouldn't ha' thought, brother,' said the old ir.an, holding

out the cap and examining it with contempt, ' that a man of four-

score and odd could be taken in by such a clmnsy jenmiy as yourn.

I'd ha' spun a better yarn myself, by chalks. Two things shall set

you right. First, my lad, this cap, which I suppose, you bought
on your way in Houndsditch, is the cap of a boy of thirteen, a

midshipmite. Now, Cap'en Armiger, like me, had a big head. We
may toss the cap into the tire, Lai, my pretty, because it isn't youj

sweetheart's cap, and never was.' He did toss it into the fire,

where it was innnediately consumed, all except the gold lace which
twisted into all shapes. ' Look at him !

' he added. ' Sails in

gaily with a boy's cap in one hand and a yard and half of lies, made
up Lord knows where, in the other. Another thing.' Captain
Borlinder at this juncture, because he had, in fact, bought that cap
in Houndsditch, presented every appearance of discomfiture.
' Wlien he landed among the blacks, all alone, what language did

he talk with them 1 English 1 He knows no other. What do you
say, Cap'en Wattles ?

'

* Coarse work. Coarse and clumsy work.'
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Captain Borlinder replied in general terms, and endeavouring
to bluster it out, tliat this was hard for a man to bear, this was,
after going through all he had gone through.

But here Captain Wattles gave him the coup de grace.
' I can tell all of you where that precious narrative was written.

For I made it my business to enquire at the London Docks. He
has been all the time aboard his own ship, and he has made three
voyages to Cadiz and back since January. If you doubt, go and
ask his people.'

This was an unexpected one. Captain Borlinder reeled.

Then Lai rose in her wrath.
' Go !

' she cried. ' You are not fit to be under the same roof
with honest people, Go, impudent liar ! Oh, that men can be so

wicked ! He has kept my Rex for six long months more in his

captivity. Go ! let us never see your face again.'

She clenched her hands and pointed to the door with as threaten-

ing a gesture as Medea might have employed.
Captain Borlinder hastened to obey. He crammed the Narra-

tive in his pocket, and his shiny hat upon his head, and walked forth,

saying never a word. And although he has never since set fo(it

upon the southern shores of tlie Port of London, I think he still

sometimes feels over again the humiliation of that moment.
' And now,' said Captain Wattles, ' it is my tm-n. We have lost

more than six months, it is true. I have settled all my business,

and I have got command of a ship which trades among the islands,

a Sydney schooner. I meant to tell you this to-day, not expecting
to find this—this lying lubber here. Why, there ain't a lad of ten
in the States tliat wouldn't put together a better story than that

Coarse and clumsy work.'

CHAPTER VIII.

THE QUEST OF CAPTAIN WATTLES.

The next turn, therefore, fell to Captain Wattles. He^ for his

part, took leave in a quiet and business-like manner, making no
protestations.

' I shall be,' he said, ' off and on about the Carolines, where we
expect to find him. He is not in the regular track of the traders,

else you would have heard from him. He is on none of the islands

touched for pearl and beche de mer—that we may be quite cert-iiu

of ; therefore, I shall try at those places which are seldom visited.

If I find him, good ; if not, I will let you know. 1 don't pretind
to waste my time in looking for a man and nothing else ; I am
going to trade on my own account, and liKjk about me the while.

News runs from island to island in an astonishing way, and we
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shall likely hear about liim. That's all I have to say, Miss Lai,
and here's my hand upon it. Barnabas, the Son of Consolation,
will act up to his name.' So he, too, disappeared.

Then, for a while, the house resumed its usual aspect, and
things went on as before. A letter came in due course from Cap-
tain Wattles. He had arrived at Sydney ai: d was preparing for
departure. Then no more letters.

The time passed slowly. Captain Holstius was away with his

ehip. Tlie life and Hght seemed to have gone from the girl. Only
the old man was left to cheer her continually, and Dick to raise

her courage

.

' I shall live, Lai, my dear,' he said, ' to see Cap'en Armiger
come home again. I have no doubt of that ; and, pretty, I've

been thinking about the mummicker and the end of his story.

Somehow, I doubt whether it wasn't him, and not the Cap'en, they
took off to prison. I wish I could trust that Yankee chap ; he's

worse than the other. Now if the Norweegee could go '

As for Barnabas, there was something in his cold and quiet way
which impressed those who made his acquaintance. Such men,
when they are on the right side, make good generals ; when they
are on the wrong, they provide the picturesque element of history.

Thus in the sixteenth century he would have been invaluable as a
buccaneer, being full of courage and as cool as a melon ; also,

under favourable conditions, he might have developed a fine

religious fanaticism, under the influence of which he would have
hated a Spaniard and a Paj^ist more than even Sir Walter Raleigh
hated him. In the seventeenth century he would have found scope
as a pirate, with Madagascar, the West-Indian and Floridan Keys,
the harbours of Eastern Africa, and nearly all the ports of South
America for refuge ; and the navies of tlie world, witli the rich

galleons of Spain, and the East-Indiamen of England for his booty
;

and all the rogues and murderers afloat, actual or possible, longing

to become part of his crew. In the eighteenth century the trade

of pirate fell into disrepute, by reason of the singularly disagree-

able end which happened to many of its followers. Happily, that

of privateer took its place. In the present century, men like

Barnabas B. Wattles have gone filibustering ; have carried black

cargoes from the West Coast across the Atlantic ; and have gone
blockade-running to Charleston and Galveston. All these exciting

pursuits have come to an end ; and there would seem, at first sight,

little for a sailor to find ready for a willing hand to do, except

perfectly legal pursuits.

There is not much. Still, there is always something. A man
may carry Chinese coolies to Trinidad, Peru, or Cuba. Under
what pretences he inveigles them aboard, what promises he makes
them, and how much he gets for each, no one, outside the trade,

which is a limited company, knows or can discover. You might
Booner hope to learn the secrets of the Rnyal Arch. Again, you
may ship coolies for Re'union. They are British subjects, but they
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are taken on board at Pondicherry, which is a French settlement.

And the like mystery surromids each transaction in Hindoo flesh.

Lastly, there is a delightful pastime still carried on in Polynesia,

known as the Labour Traffic. Opinions differ as to the beneficial

results of a few years of cooliedom in Queensland. For whereas
some authorities say that the Polynesian learns the blessings of

second-hand reach-me-downs, with a smattering of Christianity,

with which to astonish his relatives, the Browns, on his return
;

others declare that the extra garments are discarded as soon as he
lands, the rudiments of the Christian faith forgotten, and only the
taste for rum remains. I know not wliich is right, because in

order to decide the point, one ought to live along with native Poly-
nesians, or with Australian colonists, in order to hear both sides

of the question, and no controversialist has as yet done that. One
thing, however, is quite certain, that the coolies em1>ark for various
reasons, among which no one has as yet pretended to find a desire

to toil on the Queensland cotton and sugar estates. Toil of any
kind is, indeed, the last thing which these children of the
Eijuatorial Pacific desire. Rest is wliat they love, or, if any
exercise, then a languid swim in tepid waters, a dance in the
evening, and the joyous cup. Now to ship these innocents and to

bring them to the market where they may be hired is a profitable,

albeit a dangerous, pursuit.

Tt is never a fault of the American adventurer that he too care-

fully considers the danger. Where there are dollars to be picked
up there is generally danger. The round earth may be mapped
out in difi'erent belts of fertility, so far as dollars are concerned.
Where they most abound and may most readily be gathered there

is such a crowd, with so much fighting and struggling, or there

are so many perils from climate, crocodiles, settlers, snakes, na-
tives, and sharks, that it is only the brave man who ventures
thither, and only the strong man who comes home in safety,

bringing with him the treasures he has fought for. Barnabas B.
Wattles was brave and strong, and he knew the islands of old,

whei'e he had sojourned, though certainly not, as we have once
heard him state, as a missionary. He now saw his way to a neat
stroke of business combined with love. He would prove, not
clumsily, as did his rival, but prove beyond a doubt, the death of

Rex Armiger. Then he would return, carry off the girl with the
money, which he supposed belonged to her, forgetting the existence

of Mrs. Rydquist, and get back to America, where he knew of a
certain dry dock, to possess which was the dream of his soul. It

ma}' be also stated that he firmly believed that the man was dead,

and to find Rex Armiger alive was the last thing which he expected.

Yet this, as you will see, was exactly what he did find.

He took command of his trading schooner, loaded her with the
things which Polynesians love, such as gaudy cottons, powder,
tobacco, rum, and strong perfumes, and set sail.

It is not my purpose to follow the voyage of the ' Fair Maria'
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across the Pacific Ocean, nor to toll of the various adventures which
befel her captain, and the trade he did. Wherever he touched he
made enquiries, but he could hear nothing of a young white man
cast ashore in an open boat. No one knew or had heard of any-

such jetsam.

At last he began to think his search would lead to nothing, and
that all trace of the man was lost. This he regretted, because he
was unfeignedly anxious to send home or bring home proofs of

his death ; so anxious that he had grown perfectly certain that

Rex was dead.

It came to pass, however, after many days that he sighted an
island, an outlying member of a group at which he knew that

traders never touch, because it was too small a place and lay out
of the usual track.

It is very well known that a large number of the Caroline

Islands are composed of certain coral formations called atolls.

These consist of a round ring of rock just appearing above the

surface, enclosing a shallow lagoon, whose diameter varies from a
few yards to a hundred miles, in which lie islands, some of them
large islands with hills, streams, and splendid woods of cocoa-palm,

bread-fruit, durian, and pandang ; whose islanders lead, or would
lead if they knew how, delightful lives in fishing in their smooth
waters, eating the fruits which Heaven sends, and doing no kind of

work. Others there are, small atolls with small lagoons, whose
islets are mere rocks on which grow nothing but the universal

pandang, the screw palm, which serves the people for everything.

Such was this. It was too insignificant even to have a name ; it

was distant about two hundred miles from the group of which it

might be supposed to be a member ; it was simply laid down on
the chart as a ' shoal,' and had, perhaps, never been visited by any
ship since its first discovery.

Moved by some impulse, perhaps a mere curiosity as to the

capabilities of trade and tlie possibility of pearls, Captain Wattles

steered towards this low-lying land.

When his boat lay upon the shallow waters within the reef he
found a group of the inliabitants of the principal islet gathered

upon the beach. They were of the brown Polynesian race, and
were apparently preparing for a hostile reception.

Among them stood, passive, a man almost as brown as them-
selves, but with fair hair and blue eyes. He was a white man ; he
was a young white man ; he was evidently no common beach-comber ;

and Caj^tain Wattles immediately recognised, without any doubt, the

man of whom he was in search. He was dressed in rags ; the sleeves

were torn from his jacket and his bare arms were tattooed ; his

trousers had lost most of their legs ; he wore some kind of sandals

made of the pandang leaf ; his beard was long, his hair was hanging

in an unkempt mass ; his head was protected from the sun by an
ingenious arrangement of another leaf of the same tree. It could

be no other than Rex Armiger.
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A strange feeling, akin to pity, seized on Captain Wattles. He
repressed it, as unworthy of himself. But he did at first feel pity

for him.
The white man stood among the natives afraid to excite their

suspicion by running before them to meet the b(jat : yet his eager-

ness was visible in his attitude, in the trembling of his lips, in the

way in which he looked upon the boat.

He carried a short lance in his hand like all the rest.

Captain Wattles rowed within hailing distance of the shore.

Then he stood up.
' White man, ahoy !

'

The white man said something to his companions, and stepped

forward, but in a leisurely manner, as if he was not at all anxious to

speak the boat.

He came to the water's edge and sat down.

'I am an Englishman,' he said, speaking slowly, because he

was speaking a language he had not used for three years. ' I am
an Englishman. My name is Ai-miger. I was the captain of the

Indian Peninsular ship "Philippine," wrecked on a shoal tliree

years or so ago. I have been living since among these people.'

' Do you know their lingo ?

'

'Yes.'
' Then tell them I am harmless and I want to row nearer land.'

Rex turned to the men and addressed them in their own
language.

They all sat down and waited.
' You may come nearer,' he said ;

' but make no movement that

may alarm them, and do not attempt to land. They are suspicious

since two years ago a ship came down from the Ladrone Islands

ar.d kidnapped twenty of them, including a Malay, cast away
with me.'

Here then was the interpretation of Dick's second pantomimic

fight. He did not escape, he was kidnapped. How he got away
from the Ladrone Islands, how he found his way to England, re-

mains a matter hitherto undiscovered.

Captain Wattles brought up his boat within a few yards of the

beach, but in deep water, holding his men in readiness to give

way.
Sitting in the stern he was able to talk freely with Rex, who

stood at tlie very edge of the water waiting for an opportunity to

leap on board.
' So,' said Captain Wattles, ' you are Cap'en Armiger, are you?'

Rex was astonished at the salutation.
' Why ? Do you know me 1

'

' You see I know your name, stranger. I confess I am sorry to

find you. I thought you were dead. I hardly calculated that I'd

find you, though I certainly did promise to keep one eye open for

you.'
' What promise ?

' asked Rex.
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" I promised We'll come to that directly. Now, what are
those black devils dancing about for 1

'

The natives had jumped to their feet, and were now shaking
clubs and spears in a threatening way.

' They want my assurance,' Rex said, ' that you are not a
black-birder.'

' Honest trading schooner,' replied Captain Wattles. ' Tell

them they may come aboard and see for themselves. What have
they got to sell ?

'

' What should we have on this little island 1 We live on kabobo.
Do you want to buy any 1 What is your name ?

'

' Barnabas B. Wattles, cap'en of the " Fair Maria," lying yonder.
Guess you'd like to be aboard her. Well, business first. Let's

trade something. Got no turtle ?

'

'No.'
' No heclie de mer ? No copra ?

'

* We have nothing.

'

'Very well, then,' said Captain Wattles. 'After business,

pleasure. Mate, I guess you are tired of this gem of the sea—eh ?

'

' So tired,' replied Rex Armiger, ' that if you had not turned up
I believe I should have made a raft out of the pandang leaves and
tried my luck.'

' Then I'm devilish glad we came,' said Captain Wattles. ' The
more so as I have a little bargain to propose before you come aboard
my craft.'

' Any bargain that's fair.'

' I guess this is quite fair and honourable,' the Captain went on.
' You have been a beach-comber upon this island for nigh upon
three years. Three years is a long time. The gell you were in

love with has likely got tired of waiting. Your name is wrote off

the books
;
your ship is long since posted

;
your friends have put

on mourning for you '

' What's the good of so much talk 1 ' interrupted Rex. ' I want
to be taken off this island. What's your bargain ?

'

' Fair and easy, lad. Let me have my talk out.' Captain
Wattles looked at him with a curious expression. ' ^^Tiy, you are

as good as dead already.'
' What do you mean ?

'

' I mean this. There's one or two men who would like you to

be dead. I'm one of those. What's more, I ain't goin', for my
part, to be the means of restoring you to life. No, sir. I don't

exactly wish you dead, and yet I don't want to see you alive in

England.'
This was said with great decision.

Rex listened with amazement.
' What harm have I ever done to you, man ?

' he cried. ' You
wish me dead ?

'

' There's no use keeping secrets between us two,' continued the

strange trader. ' Look here, three years ago, before you got com-
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mand of the "Philippine," you were in love with a certain young
lady who lives at Rotherhithe.'

' Go on. For God's sake, go on.'
' That sweet young thing, sir, whom it's a privilege to know

and a pride to fall in love with, peaked and pined more than a bit,

thinkin' about you and wonderin' where you were.'
' Poor Lai ! dear Lai !

'

' Yes, she was real faithful and kindhearted, that gell. Her
friends, and especially her mother, who takes a kind of pleasure in
reckoning up the dead men she knows located at the bottom of the
briny, gave you up. But she never gave you up. No, never.'

' Poor Lai ! dear Lai !

'

The tears stood in the castaway's eyes as he sat and listened.

Behind him the men of the island stood like wild beasts on the
alert, waiting for the moment of fliglit or attack. And also like

wild beasts, they were never certain whether to fly or to figlit.

' No one like that gell, sir, no one,' continued Captain Wattles
;

' which is all the more reason why other fellows want to cut in.

'

Rex began to understand.
' Among other fellows is myself, Barnabas B. Wattles. Very

good. Now you see why I would rather hear that you were dead
than alive, and why I'm darned disappointed to meet you here.
However, you are on about as desolate a place as I know of,

that's one comfort.'

The fact brought no comfort to Rex, but quite the reverse.
' Mate, I want to tell you the whole story fair and above board.

I will tell you no lies. Therefore, you may trust what I say. And
first let me know how you came here, and all about it.'

Rex told his story. It was all as Lai had divined from Dick's
action. They sighted the island, being then half dead witli hunger,
and with difficulty managed to paddle themselves ashore. They
were seized by the natives, and a consultation was held whether
they should be killed. They were spared.

Life on that island is necessarily simple. The people live en-
tirely on kabobo, which is a sort of rough bread made of the
pandang nut. They have no choice, because there is nothing else

to live upon. It is the only tree that grows upon this lonely land.
Kabobo is said to be wholesome, but it is monotonous.

Rex explained briefly that he had learned to talk with them, and
won by slow degrees tlieir confidence ; that he had taught them a
few simple things, and he was regarded by them with some sort of
aftection ; that, after a year's residence on the island, a ship came
in sight, but did not anchor. That a boat put off", manned by an
armed crew, who, when the people came down to meet them, half
disposed to be friendly, attacked them, killed some, and carried off

others, among whom was the Malay. This made them extremely
siispicious. Since that event nothing had happened ; nothing but
the slow surge of the wave upon the reef and the sigh of the wind
in the pandang trees.
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' Now that you have come,' Rex conduded, ' you who know^
her,' he added cheerfully, though his heart was hea\y in thinking of
the bargain, ' you will take me off tliis island—for her sake.'

' For her sake 1 ' echoed Captain Wattles. ' Man alive ! It is

for her sake that I won't do no such silly thing. No, sir. You
understand that she thinks you're alive. Very good then. Bein'
a faithful gell, she keeps her word with you. Once slie knows you
are dead, why there will be a chance for another chap. And who
Bo likely as the man who came all the way out here to discover that
interestin' fact ? See, pard 1

'

' Good God !
' cried Rex. ' Do you mean that you will leave

me here and say I am dead ?

'

' That is exactly what I am coming to, Cap'en Armiger. I tak'

it, sir, that you air a sensible man, and I have been told that you
know better than most which way that head of yours is screwed on.

You can understand what it is to be in love with that most beauti-
ful creature. What you've got to do is to buy your freedom.'

' How am I to buy my freedom ?

'

' I've thought of this meeting, sir,'—this was a happy invention
of the moment—'and I considered within myself what would be
best. The easiest way out of it, the way most men would choose,
would be to get up a little shindy with those brown devils there
and to take that opportunity of dropping a bead into your vitals.

That way, I confess, did seem to me, at first sight, the best. But
wliy kill a man when you needn't ? I know it's foolish, but I
should like to go back to that young creature without thinking that
she'd disapprove if she knew.'

Rex s]n-ang to his feet. The man who lay there in the stern of

the boat, six feet from the shore, his head upon his hands, calmly
explaining why he did not murder him, was going back to England
to marry Lai—his Lai. To marry her ! He tlirew up his arms
and Avas speechless with rage and horror.

Behind him the savages stood grouped, waiting for any sign from
him to fly or rush upon the strangers with their spears.

The day was perfectly calm, the sea was motionless in the land-

locked water, and, in the calm and peace of the hot noonday, the

words fell upon liis brain like words one hears in a ghastly dream
of the night.

' Yes,' the man went on, ' I want to do what is right, and this is

my proposal, Cap'en Armiger. I know you can be trusted, because
I've made enquiries. Some Englishmen can lie like Rooshans, but
some can't. You, I am told, are one of that sort who can't. Promise
me to drop your own name, not to go back to England for twenty
years at least, never to let out that you are Rex Armiger, to stay

in these seas, and I'll take you aboard my schooner and land you
at Levuka or Honolulu, or wherever you please. Come, you may
even go to Australia if you like. As for names, I'll lend you mine.

You shall have the name of my brother, Jacob B. Wattles, now in
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Abraham's bosom. He won't mind, and if he does, it don't
matter. As for work, there s plenty to get and plenty to do among
these islands. There's the labour traffic ; there's pearl-fishing

;

there's trading. You may live among them, marry among them
;

turn beach-comber for life
;
you may get to Fiji and run a plantation,

Cap'en Armiger . if I were you, I would rather not go back.
' As for this place, now, I don't suppose a man grows to get a

yearning for kabobo for a permanence, and on this darned one-
horse island there doesn't seem much choice outside the pandang
tree. Likewise, those young gentlemen with their toothpicks are
not quite the company you were brought up to, I reckon. Whereas,
except for the missionaries, who spoil everything, I don't suppose
there's better company to be got anywhere in this world than you'll

find in this ocean when I land you on an island worth the name. At
Honolulu, for instance, there's nobblers and cliampagne, and .

Wal, I'd rather live there, or in one or two other islands that
I know, than anywhere in Europe or the States. And so would
you, come to look at things rightly.'

Rex still kept silence, pacing on the narrow beach.
' As for being dead, you've been dead for three years, so that

can't be any objection. Why, man, I give you life ; I resurrect
you. Think of that !

' As for being altered, you are so changed that your own mother
would not know you again. No fear of any old friends recognising
you. And, so far as a few dollars go to start with, say the word
and you shall have them, with a new rig-out.'

Still Rex made no reply.
' There is my offer, plain and open. I'm sorry for you, Cap'en

Amiiger, I re'lly am, because she's oiit an' out the best set-up gell

that walks. But two men can't both have her. And I mean to be
the man that does—not you. And all is fair in love.'

' And if I refuse your offer ?

'

' Then, Cap'en Armiger, you stay just where you now happen
to be. And a most oncomfortable location. Now, sir, make no
error. Since the day that you landed on this island, have you
seen ary a sail on the sea ? No. Ships don't come here. Even
the Germans at Yap know that it's no manner of good coming
here. You are out of the reach of hurricanes, so you can't expect
so much as a wreck. You are hundreds of miles from any land

;

you have got no tools to make a raft, and no provisions to put
aboard her if you could make one

;
you are altogether lonely, and

hopeless, and destitute. Robinson Crusoe hadn't a more miserable
look-out. As for that young lady, you have no chance, not the
least mite of a chance, sir, of seeing her ever again. You have
lost her. Wliy, then, give her another chance, and let me say you
are dead. Cap'en, you can write—that's another of my conditicms
—a last dying will and testament on a bit o' paper, which I will
Bend her. Come, be reasonable.'
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Rex stood still, staring blankly before him. On the one hand,
liberty and life—for to stay upon the island was death ; on the

other, perhaps a hopeless prison.

Yet— Lai P^ydquist ! If she mourned him as one dead, would
it hurt to let her mourn until she forgot him ? He shuddered as he
thought of her marrying the cold-blooded villain before him. Per-
haps she would never many anyone, but go on in sadness all her
days.

I am happy to say that the third course open to him—to give

his parole and then to break it—did not occur to him as possible.

He decided according to the nobler way.
'Go without me,' he said. And then, without a word of re-

proach or further entreaty, he left the beach and walked away, and
was lost among the palm-trees standing thickly upon the thin and
sandy soil.

Captain Wattles gazed after him in admiration.
' There goes,' he said, ' one of the real old sort. Bully for the

British bulldog yet !

'

The group of savages stood still, looking on and wondering.
They suspected many things ; that their white prisoner would rmi
away with the boat ; that the crew might fire upon them or try to

kidnap them. They also hoped a few things, such as that the

white captain would give them things, fine beads, fine coloured

stufl's, or rum to get drunk with. Yet nothing happened. Then
Captain Wattles, seeing that Rex Armiger had disappeared, be-

thought him of something. And he began to make signs to the

black fellows and to show them from the stern of his boat things

wonderful and greatly to be desired, and at the same time he gave
certain directions to his crew.

Thereupon the savages, moved with the envy and desire of those

tilings, did with one accord advance a few yards nearer.

Captain Wattles spread out more things, holding them up in

the sun for their admiration, and making signs of invitation.

They then divided into two groups, of whom one retreated and
the other advanced.

Captain Wattles next displayed a couple of most beautiful knives,

the blades of which, when he opened them, flashed in the sun in a

most siu-jjrising manner. And he pointed to two of the islanders,

young and stalwart fellows, and invited them by gestures to come
into the water and take these knives.

The crew meantime remained perfectly motionless, hands on
oars. Only those experienced in rowing might have observed that

their oars were well forward ready for the stroke.

The advanced group again separated into two more groups, of

which one consisting of a dozen of the younger men, including the

two invited, advanced still nearer, until they were close to the

water's edge, and the others retreated further back. All of them,

both those behind and those in front, remained watchful and sus-

picious, like a herd of deer.
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Presently the two singled out plunged into the water and swam
out to the boat. At tirst they swam round it, Avhile Captain

Wattles continued to smile pleasantly at them and to exhibit the

knives. Also the crew dipped their oars without the least noise,

and with a half stroke, short and sharp, not moving their bodies,

got a little way upon the boat. The swimmers, with their eyea

upon the knives, did not seem to notice this manceuvre. Nor did

they suspect though the oars were dipped again and the boat fairly

moving.
For just then they made up their minds that Captain Wattles

was a kind and benevolent person, and they swam close to the stern

of the vessel and held up their hands for the knives.

It is very well known that the Polynesian natives have long and
thick black hair, which they tie up in a knot at the top of their

heads.

What, then, was the sm'prise of these two poor fellows to find

their top-knots grasped, one by Captain Wattles, and the other by
Ills interpreter, and their own heads held under water till tliey

were half drowned, while the crew gave way and the boat shot out

to sea.

There was a wild yell of the natives on shore, and a rush to the

water. But the boat was too far out for missiles to reach or shouts

to terrify.

'Now,' said Captain Wattles, when the half-drowned fellows

were hauled up the ship's side, ' we didn't exactly want this kind o'

cargo, and I had hoped to have stuck to legitimate trade. AVal !

this will make it very awkward for the next ship which touches

here, and I don't think it will add to Captain Armiger's popularity.

After all,' he added, ' I doubt I was a fool not to finish this job

and have done with it. Who knows but some blundering ship may
hnd out the place by mistake and pick him up 1

'

W^hen the ' Fair Maria ' returned to Sydney, some months later,

the very first tiling Captain Wattles did was to put into the post a
bulky letter.

Like Captain Borlinder he had written a Narrative. Unlike
that worthy's story, this had all the outward appearance of wai-
semhlance. I would fain enrich this history with it at length, but
forbear. Yet it was a production of remarkable merit, combining
so much that was true with so much that was false.

As a basis we may recall the history, briefly touched upon, of

the kidnapping by the ship from the Ladrones.
This story put Captain Wattles upon the track of as good a tale

of adventm-e, ending with the death of Rex Armiger, as was ever

told. Some day, perhaps, with changed names, it may see the

light as a tale for boys.

The local colouring was excellent, and the writer's knowledge of

tlie natives made every detail absolutely correct. It ended by an
appeal, earnest, religious, to Lai's duties as a Cliristian. No

H
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woman, said Captain Barnabas, was allowed to mourn beyond a

term ; nor was any woman (by the Levitical law) allowed to con-

sider herself as belonging to one man, should that man die.

Wherefore, he taught her, it was her bounden duty to accept the

past as a thing to be put away and done with.

'We forget,' he concluded, 'the sorrows of childhood; the

hopes and disappointments of early youth are remembered no more

by healthy minds. So let it be with the memory of the brave and

good man who loved you, doubtless faithfully as you loved him.

Do not hide it, or stifle it. Let it die away into a recollection of

sadness endured with resignation. I would to Heaven that it had

been my lot to touch upon this island, where he lived so long,

before the fatal event which carried him ofi". I would that it had been

my privilege to bring him home with me to your arms. I cannot

do this now. But when I return to England, and call at Seven

Houses, may it be my happiness to administer that consolation

which becomes one who bears my Cliristian-name.'

This was very sweet and beautiful. Indeed, Captain Wattles

had a poetical spirit, and would doubtless have written most sweet

verses had he turned his attention to that trade.

After the letter was posted, he was sitting in a verandah, his

feet up, reading the latest San Francisco paper. Suddenly he

dropped it, and turned white with some sudden shock.

His friends thought he would faint, and made haste with a

nobbier which he drank. Then he sat up in his chair and said

solemnly :

' I have lost the sweetest gell in all the world, through tlie

darndest folly ! Don't let any man ask me what it was. I hacl

the game in my own hands, and I threw it away. Mates ! I shan't

never—no, never—be able to hold my head up again. A nobbier ?

Ten nobblers !

'

The letter reached England in due course, and, for reasons

which will immediately apjjear, was opened by Captain Zachariasen.

He read it aloud right through twice. Then he put it down, and

the skin of his face w^rinkled itself in a thousand additional crow's

feet, and a ray of profound wisdom beamed from his sagacious

eyes, and he said slowly :

' Mrs. Rydciuist, ma'am, I said at first go off that I didn't trust

that Yankee any more than the Borlinder lubber. Blame me if

they ain't both in the same tale. You and me, ma'am, will live

to see !

'

' I hope we may. Captain Zachariasen ; I hope we may. Last

night I lay awake three hours, and I heard voices. We have yet

to learn what these voices mean. Winding-sheets in candles I

never knew to fail, but voices are 'uncertain.'
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CHAPTER IX.

THE GREAT GOOD LUCK OF CAPTAIN HOLSTItTS.

The clumsy cheat of Captain Borlinder brought home to Lai the
sad truth that nobody, except herself and perhaps Captain Holstius,
believed Rex could still be living, Even the Doctor of the
' Arj^an,' who called every time the ship came home, frankly told
her that he could not think it possible for him to be anywhere near
the track of ships without being heard of. The Company had sent
to every port touched by Pacific traders, and to every missionary
station, asking that enquiry should be made, but nothing had been
heard. All the world had given him up. There came a time when
anxiety became intolerable, with results to nerve and bi'ain which
might have been expected had Lai's friends possessed any acquain-
tance with the diseases of the imagination.

' I must do something,' she said one day to Captain Holstius,
who remonstrated with her for doing too much. ' I must be work-
ing ; I cannot sit still. All day I tliink of Rex—all night I see
Rex—waiting on the shore of some far-ofl' land, looking at me with
reproachful eyes, which ask why I do not send someone to take
him away. Li my dreams I try to make him understand—alas !

he will not hear me, and only shakes his head when I tell him that
one man is looking for him now, and another will follow after.

'

Captain Holstius, slowly coming to the conclusion that the girl

was falling into a low condition, began to cast about, in his thought-
ful way, for a remedy. He took a voyage to Norway to think
about it.

Very much to Lai's astonishment, he re-appeared a month
later, without his ship. He told her, looking a little ashamed of
himself, that he had come by steamer, and that he had made a
little plan which, with her permission, he would unfold to her.

'I drew the shortest straw,' he said ;
' otherwise I should have

gone long ago. Now, without waiting for Captain Wattles, who
may be an honest man or he may not be '

'Not be,' echoed the Patriarch.
' I mean to go at once.'

Lai clasped her hands.

'But there is another thing,' he went on. 'Lai, my dear, it

isn't good for you to sit here waiting ; it isn't good for you to be
looking upon that image all day long as well as all night.'

' It never leaves me now,' she cried, the tears in her eyes.
* Why, I see him now, as I see him always while you are talking

—

while we are all sitting here.'

Indeed, to the girl's eyes, the figure stood out clear and distinct.

' See I
' she said, ' a low beach with palm-trees, such as you read
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to me about last year. He is on the sands, gazing out to sea.

His eyes meet mine. Oli, Rex—Rex ! how can I help you ? What
can I do for you ?

'

Captain Holstius shuddered. It seemed as if he, too, saw this

vision.

Captain Zachariasen said that mummicking was apt to spread in

a family like measles.
' Then, Lai dear,' said Captain Holstius, ' hear my plan. I

have sold my share in the ship. 1 got a good price for it—three

hundred pounds. I am ready to start to-morrow. But I fear that

when I am gone you will sit here and grieve worse because I shall

not be here to comfort you. It is the waiting that is bad. So,'

—

he hesitated here, but his blue eyes met Lai's with an honest and
loyal look— ' so, my dear, you must trust yourself to me, and we
will go together and look for him.'

' Go with you ?

'

' Yes
;

go with me. With my three hundred pounds we can

get put from port to port, or pay the captain of a trader to sail

among the Carolines with us on board. I daresay it will be rough,

but ship captains of all kinds are men to be trusted, you know,
and I shall be with you. You will call me your brother, and I

shall call you my sister, if you like.'

To go with him ! Actually to sail away across the sea in quest

of her lover ! To feel that the distance between them was daily

growing less ! This seemed at first sight an impossible thing, more
unreal than the vision of poor Rex.

To be sure such a plan would not be settled in a day. It was
necessary to get permission from Mrs. Rydquist, whose imagination

would not at first rise to the Platonic height of a supposed brother-

hood.
She began by saying that it was an insult to the memory of her

husband, and that a daughter of hers should go ofi" in broad day-

light was not what she had expected or hoped. She also said that

if Lai was like other girls she would long since have gone into

decent crapes and shown resignation to the will of Heaven. That
fair warning with unmistakable signs had been given her ; that,

after all, she was no worse off than her mother ; with more to the

same effect. Finally, if Lai chose to go away on a wild goose

chase, she would not, for her part, throw any obstacle in the way,

but she supposed that \\ev daughter intended to marry Captain

Holstius whether she picked up Rex or not.
' He ought, my dear,' said Captain Zachariasen, meaning the

Norweegee, ' to have been a naval chaplain, such is his goodness of

heart. And as gentle as a lamb, and of such are the kingdom of

heaven. You may trust yourself to him as it were unto a bishop'

s

flftron. And if 'twill do you any good, my pretty, to sail the salt

Beas o'er in search of him, who may be for aught we know, but we
hope he isn't, lying snug at the bottom, why take and up and go.

Aa for the Captaius, I'll keep 'em in order, and witli authority to
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pive a month's warning, I'll sit in the kitchen every morning and
keep 'em at it. Your mother can go on goin' on just the same with
her teapot and her clean handkerchiefs.'

This was very good of the old man, and in the end he showed
himself equal to the task, so that Rydquist's fell off but little in re-

putation while Lai was away.
As for what people might say, it was very well known in Rother-

hithe who and of what sort was Lai Rydquist, and why slie waa
going away. If unkind things were spoken, those who spoke them
might go to regions of ill repute, said the Captains in discussion.

How the good fellows passed round the hat to buy Lai a kit

complete ; how Captain Zachariasen discovered that he had a whole
bag full of golden sovereigns which he did not want, and would
never want ; how it was unanimously resolved that Dick must go
with them ; how the officers of the ' Aryan ' for their share provided
the passage-money to San Francisco and back for this poor fellow

;

how the Director of the Company, who had come with the Secre-

tary to see the ' mummicking, ' heard of it, and sneaked to Rotlier-

hithe unknown to anybody with a purse full of bank-notes and a

word of good wishes for the girl ; how eveiybody grew amazingly
kind and thoughtful, not allowing Lai to be j^ut upon or worried,

so that servants did what they ought to do without being looked
after, and meals went on being served at j^roper times, and
the Captains left off bringing things that wanted buttons ; how Mrs.
Rydquist for the first time in her life received supernatural signs

of encouragement ; and how they went on board at last, accom-
panied by all the Captains—these things belong to the great

volumes of the things unwritten.
All was done at last, and they were in the Channel steam-

ing against a head wind and a chopping sea. They were second-

class passengers, of course ; money must not be wasted. But what
mattered rough accommodation \

All the way across to New York on the ' Rolling Forties ' they
had head winds and rough seas. Yet what mattered bad weather ?

It began with a gale from the south-west in the Irish Sea, which
bucketed the ship about all the way from the Mersey to Queens-
town. The sailors stamped about the deck all night, and there

was a never-ending yo-ho-ing with the dashing and splashing of

the waves over the deck. The engines groaned aloud at the work
they were called upon to do ; the ship rolled and pitched without
ceasing ; the passengers were mostly groaning in their cabins, and
those who could get out could get no fresh air except on the com-
panion, for it was impossible to go on deck ; everything was cold,

wet, and uncomfortable. Yet there was one glad heart on board
who minded nothing of the weather. It was the heart of the girl

who was going in quest of her lover ; so that every moment brought
them nearer to him, what mattered for rough weather ? Besides,

Lai was not sea-sick, nor was her companion, as by profession for-

bidden that weakness.
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"When they left Queenstown the gale, which had been south-

west, became north-west, which was rather worse for them, because

it was colder And this gale was kept up for their benefit the

whole way across, so that they had no easy moment, nor did the

ship once cease her plunging through angry waters, nor did the

Bun shine upon them at all, nor did the fiddles leave the tables,

nor were the decks dry for a moment. Yet what mattered wind
and rain and foul weather ? For every moment brought the girl

nearer to her lost lover.

When Lai stood on the rolling deck, clinging to the arm of

Captain Holstius, and looked across the grey waters leaden and
dull beneath the cloudy sky, it was with a joy in her heart which
lent them sunshine.

' I see Rex no longer in my dreams,' she said ;
' what does

that mean %
'

' It means, Lai,' replied Captain Holstius, who believed pro-

foundly that the vision was sent direct by Providence, ' that he ia

satisfied, because he knows that you are coming.'

Some of the passengers perceiving that here was an extremely
pretty girl, accompanied by a brother—brothers are not generally

loth to transfer their sisters to the care of those who can appreciate

them more highly—endeavoured to make acquaintance, but in vain.

It was not in order to talk with young fellows that Lai was crossing

the ocean.

Then, the voyage having passed through like a dream, they

landed at New York, and another dream began in the long journey

across the continent among people whose ways and speech were
strange.

This is a journey made over land, and there was no more en-

durance other than that of patience. But it is a long and tedious

journey which even the ordinary traveller finds weary, while to

Lai, longing to begin the voyage of search, it was well-nigh intole-

rable. Some of the passengers began to remark this beautiful girl

with eyes that looked always westward as the train ploughed on its

westward way. She spoke little with her companion, who was not

her husband and did not seem to be her brother. But from time

to time he unrolled a chart for her, and they followed a route upon
the ocean, talking in undertones. Then these passengers became
curious, and one or two of them, ladies, broke through the American
reserve towards strangers and spoke to the English girl, and dis-

covered that she was a girl with a story of surpassing interest. She
made friends with these ladies, and after a while she told them her

story, and how tlie man with whom she travelled was not her brother

at all, and not even her cousin, but her very true and faitliful friend,

her lover, more loyal tlian Amadis de Gaul, who had sold all that he
had and brought the money to her that she might go herself to seek

her sweetheart. And then she told what reason she had to believe

that Rex was living, and pointed to the Malay who had brought the

message froiii the sea, and was as faithful to her as any bull-dog.
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They pressed her hands and kissed her ; they wished her God-
speed upon her errand, and they wondered what hero this hjver of
hers could be, since for his sake, she could accept without offer of
reward the service, the work, the very fortune of so good and un-
seliish a man.

He was no hero, in truth, poor Rex ! nor was he, I think, so
good a man as Captain Holstius ; but he was her sweetheart, and
ehe had given him her word.

Yet, although she talked, although the journey was shortened
by the sympathy of these kind friends, it was like the voyage, a
strange and unreal dream ; it was a dream to be standing in the
sunshine of California ; a dream to look upon the broad Pacific ; a
dream that her brother stood beside her with thoughtful eyes and
parted lips, looking across the ocean on which their quest was to be
made.

' Yes, Lai,' he murmured, pointing where westward lie the
lands we call Far East, ' yonder over the water, are the Coral Islands.

They are scattered across the sea for thousands of miles, and on
one of them sits Captain Armiger. Doubt not, my dear, that we
shall find him.'

Now it came to pass that the thing for which a certain English
girl, accompanied by a Norwegian sea-captain, had come to San
Francisco became noised abroad in the city, and even got into the
papers, and interviewers called u})on Captain Holstius begging for

particulars, which he supplied, saying nought of his own sacrifices,

nor of the money, and how it was obtained.

The story, dressed up in newspaper fashion, made a very pretty
column of news. It was copied, with fi^esh dressing up, into the
New York papers, and accounts of it, -^ith many additional details,

all highly dramatic, were transmitted by the various New York
correspondents— all of whom are eminent novelists—to the London
papers. The story was copied from them by all the country and
colonial papers, whence it came that the story of Lai's voyage, and
the reason of it became known, in garbled form, all over the
English-speaking world. But, as a great qtiantity of most interest-

ing and exciting things, including the Irish discussion, have hap-
pened during this year, public interest in the voyage was not
sustained, and it was presently forgotten, and nobody enquired
into the sequel.

This, indeed, is the fate of most interesting stories as told by
the papers. An excellent opening leads to nothing.

But the report of her doings was of great service to Lai in San
Francisco. In this wise. Among those who came to see the beautiful

English girl in search of her sweetheart was a lady with whom she had
travelled from New York, and to whom she had told her story. This

lady brought her husband. He was a rich man just then, although
he had recently spent a winter and spring in Euroj)e. A tinancial

operation, which was to have been a Bonanza boom, has since then
Bttiashed him up ; but he is beginning again in excellent heart,
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none the worse for the check, and is so generous a man that hb
deserves to make another pile. He is, besides, so full of courage,
resource, quickness, and ingenuity that he is quite certain to make
it. Also, he is so extravagant that he will most assiu-edly lose

it again.
' MissRydquist,' he said, ' my wife has told me your story. Be-

lieve me, young lady, you have everybody's profound sympathy,
and I am here, not out of curiosity, because I am not a press man,
but to tell you that perhaps I can be of some help to you if you
will let me.'

' My dear,' said his wife, interrupting, ' we do not know yet
whether you will let us help you, and we are rather afraid of ofl'er-

ing. May we ask whether—whether you are sure you are rich

enough for what may turn out a long and expensive voyage 1
'

' Indeed,' said Lai, ' I do not know. Captain Holstius sold his

share in a ship, and that brought in a good deal of money, and
other friends helped us, and I think we have about five hundred
pounds left.'

' That is a good sum to begin with,' said the American. ' Now,
young lady, is yoiu-—your brother what is reckoned a smart sailor ?

'

'Oh yes.' Lai was quite sure about this. 'Everybody in the

Commercial Docks always said he was one of the best seamen
afloat.'

' So I should think. Now then. A week or two ago—so that it

seems providential—I had to take over a trading schooner as she

stands, cargo and all. She's in the bay, and you can look at her.

But—she has no skipper.'
' Now,' said his wife, ' you see how we might help you, my

dear. My husband does not care where his ship is taken to, nor
where she trades. If it had not been for this accident of your
arrival, he would have sold her. If Captain Holstius pleases, he
can take the command, and sail wherever he pleases.'

This was a piece of most astonishing good fortune, because it

made them perfectly independent. And, on the other hand, it was
not quite like accepting a benefit and giving nothing in return, be-

cause there was the trading which might be done.

In the end, there was little profit from this source, as will

be seen.

Therefore they accepted the offer with grateful hearts.

A few days later they were sailing across the blue waters in a

ship well manned, well found, and seaworthy. With them was a

mate who was able to interpret.

Then began the time whichwill for ever seem to Lai the longest and
yet the shortest in her life, for every morning she sighed and said,

' Would that the evening were here !
' and every evening she longed

for the next morning. The days were tedious and the nights were
long. Now that they are all over, and a memory of the past, she

recalls them one by one, each with its little tiny incident to mark
and separate it from the rest, and remembers all, with every hour,
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Baying, 'This was the fortieth day before we found him,' and
' Thirty days after this day we came to the island of my Rex.'

Tlie voyage, after two or three days of breeze, was across a

smooth sea, with a fair wind. Lai remembers the hot sun, the

awning rigged up aft for her, the pleasant seat that Captain Holstiua

arranged for her, where she lay listening to the plash of the water

against the ship's side, rolling easily with the long waves of the

Pacific, watching the white sails filled out, while the morning
passed slowly on, marked by the striking of the bells.

It seemed, day after day, as her eye lay upon the broad stretch

of waters, that they were quite alone in the world ; all the rest was
a dream ; the creation meant nothing but a boundless ocean, and a

single ship sailing slowly across it.

In the evening, after sunset, the stars came out—stars she had
never seen before. They are no brighter, these stars of the

equator, than those of the North. They are not so bright ; but,

seen in the cloudless sky from the deck of the ship, they seemed
brighter, clearer, nearer. Under their light, in the silence of the

night, the girl's heart was lifted, while her companion stood beside

her and spoke, out of his own fulness, noble thoughts about great

deeds. She felt humbled, yet not lowered. She had never known
this man before ; she never suspected, while he sat grave and
silent among the other Captains, how his brain was like a well

undefiled, a spring of sweet water, charged with thoughts that only

come to the best among us, and then only in times of meditation

and solitude.

Thinking of those nights, she would now, but for the sake of

Rex, fain be once more leaning over the tafFrail, listening to the

slow and measured words of this gentle Norweegee.
As for Dick, he knew perfectly what they left England for, and

why they came aboard this ship. At night, when they got into

warm latitudes, he lay coiled up on deck, for'ard ; all day long he

stood in the bows, and gazed out to sea, looking for the land where
they were cast ashore.

It matters little about the details of the voyage. The first land

they made was Oahu, one of the Sandwich Islands. They put in

at Honolulu and took in fresh provisions. Then they sailed again

across a lonely stretch of ocean, where there are no islands, where
they hailed no vessel, and where the ocean soundings are deepest.

Then they came into seas studded with groups of islands most
beautiful to look upon. But they stayed not at any, and still Dick
stood in the bows and kept his watch. Sometimes his face would
light up as he saw, far away, low down in the horizon, a bank of

land, which might have been a cloud. He would jjoint to it, gaze

patiently till he could make it out, and then, as if disappointed,

would turn away and take no more interest in it.

If you look at a map you will perceive that there lies, north of

New Guinea, a broad open sea, some two thousand miles long, and

five or six hundred in breadth. The sea is shut in by a group of



106 THE CAPTAINS' ROOM.

islands, great and small, on the south, and another group, all small,

on the north. There are thousands of these islands. No one ever

goes to thein except missionaries, ships in the heche de mer trade,

and ' blackbirders.' On some of them are found beach-combers,

men who make their way, no one knows how, from isle to isle, who
are white by birth, but Polynesian in habits and customs, as

ignorant as Pagans, as destitute of morals and culture as the

savages among whom they live. They have long since imparted

their own vices to the peoj^le, and, as a matter of course, learned

the native vices. They are the men who have relapsed into bar-

barism. All over the world there are found such men ; they live

among the lands where civilised men have been, but where they

do not live. On some of these islands are missionary stations with

missionary ships.

It was among these islands that they expected to find their

castaway, or at least to hear something of him. And first Captain

Holstius put his helm up for Kusaie, where there is a station of

the American mission.

Kusaie, besides being a missionary station, occupies a central

situation among the Carolines ; if you look at the map you will see

that it is comparatively easy of access for the surrounding islands.

Unfortunately, however, communication between is limited. In

the harbour there lay the missionary schooner, and a brig trading

in heche de mer. She had returned from a cruise among the

western islands. However, she had heard nothing of any such

white man living among the natives. Nor could the missionaries

help. They knew of none who answered at all to the description

of Rex. But there were many places where they were not per-

mitted to land, the people being suspicious and jealous ;
and there

were other places where tiaders had set the people against them so,

that they were sullen and would give no information. There Avas

a white man, more than one white man, living among the islands

in the great atoll of Hogoleu. There was a white man who had

lived for thirty years on Lugunor, and had a grown-up family of

dusky sons and daughters. There were one or two more, but they

were all old sailors, deserters at first, who had run away from their

ships, and settled down to a life of ignoble ease under the warm
tropical sun, doing nothing among the people who were contented

to do nothing but to breathe the air and live their years and then die.

One of them, an old beach-comber of Kusaie, who knew as much

as any man can know of this great archipelago, gave them advice.

He said that it was very unlikely a castaway would be killed even

by jealous or revengeful islanders. No doubt he was living with

the natives, but the difficulty might be to get him away ; that the

temper of the people had been greatly altered for the worse by the

piratical kidnapping of English, Cliilian, and Spanish ships ;
and

he warned them, wherever they landed, to go with the utmost show

of confidence, and to conceal their arms, which they must, how-

ever, carry.
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From Kusaie they' sailed to Ponap^, where the American
missionaries have another station. Here they stayed a day or two
on shore, and were hospitably entertained by the good people of

the station, their wives making much of Lai, and presenting her

with all manner of strange fruit and flowers. Here the girl, for

the first time, partly comprehended what beautiful places lie about

this world of ours, and how one can never rightly comprehend tlie

fulness of this earth which declareth everywhere the glory of its

Maker. There are old mysterious buildings at Ponape', the builders

of wliich belong to a race long since extinct, their meaning as long

since forgotten as the people who designed them. They stand

among the woods, like the deserted cities and temijles of Central

America, a riddle insoluble. As Lai stood beside those mysterious

buildings with an old missionary, he told her how, thousands of

years before, there was a race of people among these islands who
built great temples to their unknown gods, carved idols, and hewed
the rock into massive shapes, and who then passed away into

silence and oblivion leaving a mystery behind them, whose secret

no one will ever discover. Lai thought the man who told her this,

the man who had spent contentedly fifty years in the endeavour to

teach the savages, who now dwelt here, more marvellous and more
to be admired than these mysterious remains, but then she was no
archaeologist.

Then with more good wishes, again they put out to sea.

They were now in the veiy heart of the Caroline Archipelago.

Nearly eveiy day brought them in sight of some island. Dick, the

Malay, in the bows, would spring to his feet and gaze intently

while the land slowly grew before them and assumed definite

proportions. Then he would sit down again as if disappointed, and
shake his head, taking no more interest in the place. But, indeed,

they could not possibly have reached the island they sought. That
must be much farther to the west, somewhere near the Pelew Islands.

' See, Lai,' said Captain Holstius for the hundredth time over

the chart, * if Piex was right as to the current and the wind, he
may have landed at any one of the Uliea Islands, or on the Swedes,

or perhaps the Philip Islands, but I cannot think that he drifted

farther east. If he wa« wrong about the currents, which is not
likely, he may be on one of the Pelews, or on one of the islands south

of Yap. If he had landed on Yap itself, he would have been sent

home in one of the Hamburg ships, long ago. Let us try them all.'

For many weeks they sailed upon those smooth and sunny
waters, sending ashore at every islet, and learning nothing.

Lapped in the soft airs of the Pacific, the ship sailed slowly, making
from one island to another. Lai lay idly on the deck, saying to

herself, as each land came in sight, ' Haply we may find him here.'

But they did not find him, and so they sailed away, to make a
fresh attempt.

Does it help to name the places where they touched ? You may
find them on the map.
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They examined every islet of the little groups. They ventured
within the great lagoon of Hogoleu, a hundred miles across, where
an archipelago of islets lies in the shallow land-locked sea, clothed
with forest. The people came ofl" to visit them, paddling in canoes
of sandal-wood ; there were two or three ships put in for pearls
and Mche de mer. Then they touched at the Enderby Islands, the
Royalist Islands, the Swede Islands, and the Uliea Islands.

'Perhaps,' said Captain Holstius, as they sighted every one,
' he may have drifted here.'

But he had not.

To these far-off islands few ships ever come. Yet from time to
time there appears the white sail of a trader or a missionary
schooner, or the smoke of an English war-vessel. The people are
mostly gentle and obliging, when they recognise that the ship does
not come to carry them off as coolies. But to all enquiries there
was but one answer—that they had no white man among them,
unless it was some poor beach-comber living among them and one
of themselves. They knew nothing of any boat. Worse than all,

Dick shook his head at eveiy place, and showed no interest in tho
enquiries they prosecuted.
A voyage in these seas is not without danger. They are shallow

seas, where new reefs, new coral islands, and new shoals are
continually being formed, so that where a hundred years ago was
safe sailing, there are now rocks above the surface, and even
islands. There are earthquakes too, and volcanic eruptions. There
are islands where plantations and villages have been swallowed up
in a moment, and their places taken by boiling lather ; in the seas
lurk great sharks, and by the shores are poisonous fish. The
people are not everywhere gentle and trustful ; they have learned
the vices of Euroj^e and the treacheries of white men. They have
been known to surround a becalmed sliip and massacre all on board.
Yet Captain Holstius went among them undaunted and without
fear. They did not offer him any injury, letting him come and go
unmolested. Trust begets trust.

So they sailed from end to end of this great archipelago and
heard no news of Rex.

Then their hearts began to fail them.
But always in the bows sat Dick, searching the distant horizon,

and in his face there was the look of one who knows that he is near
the place which he would find.

And one day, after many days' sailing—I think they had been
out of San Francisco seventy-five days, they observed a strange
thing.

Dick began to grow restless. He borrowed the captain's glasses

and looked through them, though his own eyes were ahnost as good.
He rambled up and down the deck continually, scanning the
horizon.

' See,' cried Lai, ' he knows the air of tliis place ; he has been
here before. Is there no land in sight ?

'
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' None,' He gave her the glass. ' I see the line of sea and the

blue sky. There is no land in sight.'

Yet what was the meaning of tliat restlessness ? By some sense

unknown to those who have the usual five, the man who could

neither hear or sjieak knew very well that he was near the place

they had come so far to find.

Captain Holstius showed his companion their position upon the

chart.

'We are upon the open sea,' he said. 'Here are the Uliea

Isles two hundred miles and more from anywhere. A little more
and we shall be outside the shallow seas, and in the deep water

again. Lai, we have searched so far in vain. He is not in the

Carolines, then where can he be ? Nothing is between us and the

Pelews excepting this little shoal.

The charts are not always perfect. The little shoal, since the

chart was laid down, had become an atoll, with its reef and its lagoon.

It was early morning, not long after sunrise.

While they were looking upon the cliart, which they knew by
heart, the Malay burst into the cabin and seized Lai by the hand.

He dragged her upon the deck, his eyes flashing, his lips parted, and
pointed with both hands to the horizon. Then he nodded his

head and sat down on deck once more, imitating the action of one

who paddles.

Lai saw nothing.

The captain followed with his glasses.

' Land ahead,' he said slowly, ' off the starboard bow.'

He gave her the glasses. She looked, made out the land, and
then ofi'ered the glass to Dick, who shook his head, pointed, and
nodded again.

' We have found the place,' cried Lai ;
* I know it is—I feel it

is—Oh, Rex, Rex, if we should find you there !

'

As the ship drew nearer, the excitement of the Malay increased.

It became certain now that he had recognised the place, of which
nothing could be seen except a low line of rock with white water

breaking over it.

The day was nearly calm, a breath of air gently floating the

vessel forward
;
presently the rock became cleai'ly defined ; a low

reef, of a horseshoe shape, surrounded, save for a narrow entrance,

a large lagoon of perfectly smooth water ; within the lagoon were
visible two, or perhaps three islands, low, and spparently with

little other vegetation than the universal pandang, that beneficent

palm of the rocks which wants nothing but a little coral sand to

grow in, and provides the islanders with food, clothing, roofs for

their huts, and sails for their canoes.

As soon as Dick saw the entrance to the lagoon he ran to the

boats and made signs that they should lower and row to the land.

'Let him have his way,' said the captain ; 'he shall be our

leader now. Let us not be too confident, Lai, my dear, but I verily

believe that we have found the place, and, perhaps, the man.'
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They lowered the boat. The first to jump into her was the

Malay, who seated himself in the bows and seized an oar. Then he
made signs to his mistress that she should come too.

They lowered her, and she sat in the stern. Then the captam
got in, and they pushed oif.

' What do you say, Lai 1 ' asked Holstius, looking at her

anxiously.
' I am praying,' she replied, with tears in her eyes. ' And I am

thinking, brother,' she laid her hand in his, ' how good a man you

are, and what reward we can give you, and what Rex will say

to you.'
' I need no reward,' he said, ' but to know and to feel that you

are happy. You will tell Rex, my dear, that I have been your

brother since he was lost. Nothing more, Lai, never anything else.

That has been enough.'

She burst into tears.

' Oh ! what shall I tell him about you ? what shall I not tell

him 1 Shall I in very truth be able to tell him anything—to speak

to him again ? Kiss me, before all these men, that they may
know how much I love my brother, and how grateful I am, and

how I pray that God will reward you out of His infinite love.'

She laid her hand on his while he stooped his head and kissed

her forehead.
' Enough of me,' he said ;

' think now of Rex.'

By this time they were in the mouth of the lagoon. The boat

passed over a bar of coral, some eight feet deep, and then the

water grew deeper. In this beautiful and remote spot Lai was to

find her lover. All the while the Malay looked first to the islands

and then back at his mistress, his face wreathed with smiles, and

his eyes flasliing with excitement.

The sea in this lagoon was perfectly, wonderfully transparent.

The flowers of the seaweeds, the fish, the great sea slugs—the

Mches de mer—collected by so many trading vessels ; the sharks

moving lazily about the shallow water were as easily visible as if

they were on land. This small land-locked sea was, apparently,

about three miles in diameter, bounded on all sides by the r'ng of

narrow rocks, and entered by one narrow mouth. The islets,

which had been visible from the ship, were four in number. The
largest one, of irregular shape, appeared to be about a mile and a

half long, and perhaps a mile broad ; it was a low island, thinly set

with the pandang, the screw palm, which will grow when nothing

else can find moisture in the sandy soil ; there were no signs of

habitation visible. The other three islands, separated from the

larger one, and from each other, by narrow straits, were quite

small, the largest not more than two or three acres in extent.

The place was perfectly quiet ; no sign of life was seen or heard.

Dick pointed to the large island, which ran out a low bend of

cape towards the entrance of the lagoon. His face was terribly in

earnest, he laughed no longer ; he kept looking from the island to
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his mistress and back again. As they drew nearer, he held up his

finger to command silence.

Tlie men took short strokes, dipping their oars silently, so that

nothing was heard but the grating of the oars in the rowlocks.

On rounding the cape they found a narrow level beach of

sand stretching back about a hundred feet. This was the same
place where, live months before. Captain Wattles held his confer-

ence with the prisoner,
' Easy !

' cried the captain.

The boat with her way on slowly moved on towards the shore.

There seemed on the placid bosom of the lagoon to be no current

and no tide, nor any motion of the waters. For no fringe of hang-
ing seaweed lay upon the rocks, nor was there any belt of the flot-

sam which lies round the vexed shores where waves beat and winds
roar. Strange, there was not even the gentle murmur of the

washing wavelet, which is never still elewhere on the calmest day.

All held their breaths and listened. The air was so still that

Lai heard the breathing of the boat's crew ; the boat slowly moved
on towards the shore. The Malay in the bows had shipped
his oar and now sat like a wild creature waiting for the moment to

spring.
' Hush !

' It was Lai who held up her finger.

There was a sound of distant voices. The place was not, then,

uninhabited.

The boat neared the shore. When it was but two feet or

so from the shelving bank, the Malay leaped out of the bows,
alighting on hands and knees, and ran, waving his arms, towards

the wood.
It was now five months since the offer of freedom was brought

to Rex and refused on condidons so hard. So far the prediction

of Captain Wattles was fulfilled ; no sail had crossed the sea within

sight of the lonely island, no ship had touched there. It was
likely, indeed, that the castaway would live and die there aban-
doned and forgotten. Rex kej^t the probability before his mind ; he
remembered Robinson Crusoe's famous list of things for which he
might be grateful ; he was well ; the place was healthy ; there

was food in sufficiency though rough; and he was not alone, though
perhaps that fact was not altogether a subject for gratitude.

The sun was yet in the forenoon, and Rex, inventor-general of

the island, while perfecting a method of improving the fishing by
means of nets made of the pandang fibre, was startled by the

rush of twenty or thirty of the people, seizing clubs and spears,

and shouting to each other.

The rush and the shout could mean but one thing—a ship in

Bight.

He sprang to his feet, hesitated, and then went with them.
He saw, at first, nothing but a boat close to land, and a figure

running swiftly across the sandy beach.

What they saw from the boat, v\as a group of very ferocious
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natives, yelling to one another and brandishing weapons, intent,

no doubt, to slay and destroy every motlier's son. They were
darker of hue than most Polynesians ; they were tsittooed all over

;

their noses and ears were pierced and stuck with bits of tortoise-

shell for ornament ; their abundant and raven-black hair waa
twisted in knots on the top of their heads.

And among them stood one with a long brown beard ; he wore
a hat made out of a palm-leaf ; his feet were bare ; his clothes were
shreds and rags ; his bare arms were tattooed like the islanders'

arms ; his hair was long and matted ; his cheeks, his hands, arms,
and feet were bronzed ; he might have passed for a native but for

his face and hair.

It was exactly what Captain Wattles had seen, but that the men
were iiercer.

When they saw from the boat the white man, they grasped
each other's hands.

' Courage, Lai,' said Captain Holstius. ' Courage and caution.*

When Rex, among the natives, saw and recognised Dick, his

faitliful servant, running to greet him and kissing his hand ; when
he saw the people suddenly stop their shouts, and gather curiously

about their old friend, who had been kidnapped long before with
their own brother, he stared about him as if in a dream.

Then Dick seized his master's hand and pointed.

A ship was standing off the mouth of the lagoon ; a boat was on
the beach; and in the boat But just then Captain Holstius leaped

ashore, and a girl after him. And then—then—the girl followed

the Malay and ran towards liim with arms outstretched, crying :

'Rex! Rex!'
This must be a dream. Yet no dream would throw upon his

breast the girl of whom he thought day and night, his love, his

promised wife.
' Rex ! Rex ! Do you not know me 1 Have you forgotten 1

'

For a while, indeed, he could not speak. The tiling stunned
him.

In a single moment he remembered all the past ; the long

despair of the weary time, especially of the last three months ; the

dreadful prospect before him ; the thought of the long years

creeping slowly on, unmarked even by spring or autumn ; the lone-

liness of his life ; the gradual sinking deeper and deeper, unto the

level of the poor fellows around liira ; living or dead no one would
know about him

;
perhaps the girl he loved being deceived into

marrying the liar and villain who had sat in the boat and offered

him conditions of freedom—he remembered all these things. He
remembered, too, how of late he had thought that there might
come a time when it would be well to end everything by a plunge

in the transparent waters of the lagoon. Two minutes of struggle

and all would be over. Death seemed a long and conscious sleep.

To sleep unconscious and without a waking, is nothing. To sleep

conscious of repose, knowing that there will be no more trouble, ia

the imaginary haven of the suicide.
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Then he roused himself and clasped her to his heart, crying :

' My darling ! You have come to find me !

'

But how to get away ?

First, he took the ribbons from Lai's hat and from her neck,

and presented them to the cliief, saying a few words of friendship

and greeting.

The finery pleased the man, and he tied it round his neck,

saying that it was good. The Malay he knew, and Rex he knew,

but this phenomenon in bright-coloured ribbons he did not under-

stand. Could she, too, mean kidnapping.

Meantime the boat was lying close to the beach, and beside the

bow stood Captain Holstius, motionless, waiting.

'Lai,' said Rex. 'Go quietly back to the boat and get in.

Take Dick and make him get into the boat with you. I will follow.

Do nothing hurriedly. Show no signs of fear.'

She obeyed ; the people made no attempt to oppose her return
;

Captain Holstius helped her into the boat. Unfortunately Dick

did not obey. He stood on the beach waiting.

Then Rex began, still talking to the people, to walk slowly

towards the boat. He was promising to bring them presents from the

ship ; he begged them to stay where they were, and not to crowd

round the boat ; he bade them remember the bad man who stole

two of their brothers, and he promised them to find out where they

were and bring them back. They listened, nodded, and answered

that what he said was good.

When he neared the boat they stood irresolute, grasping the

idea that they were going to lose the white man who had been

among them so long.

I believe that he would have got off quietly but for the zeal of

Dick, who could not restram his impatience, but sprang forward

and caught liis old master in his strong arms, and tried to carry him
into the boat.

Then the islanders yelled and made for the beach all together.

No one biit Lai could tell, afterwards, exactly what happem d

at this moment.
It was this. Two of the islanders, who were in advance of

the rest, arrived at the beach just as Dick had dragged his mastir

into the boat. Captain Holstius had pushed her off and was

standing by the bows, up to his knees in water, on the point of

leaping in. Li a moment more they would have been in deep

water.

The black fellows, seeing that they were too late, stayed their

feet, and poised their spears, aiming them, in the blind rage of the

moment, at the man they had received amongst themselves and

treated hospitably—at Rex. But as the weapons left their hands,

Captain Holstius sprang into the boat, and standing upright, with

outstretched arms, received in his o-\vn breast the two spears which

would have pierced the heart of Rex. The action, though so swift

I
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as to take but a moment, was as deliberate as if it had been deter-

mined upon all along.

Then all was over. Rex was safely seated in the stem beside

his sweetheart ; Dick was crouching at his feet ; the boat was in

deep water ; the men were rowing their hardest ; the savages

were yelling on the beach ; and at Lai's feet lay, pale and bleed-

ing, the man who had saved the life of her lover at the price of his

own.
She laid his pale face in her lap ; she took his cold hands in her

own ; she kissed his cold forehead, while from his breast there

flowed the red blood of his life, given, like his labour and his

substance, to her.

He was not yet quite dead, and presently he opened his eyes

—

those soft blue eyes which had so often rested upon her as if they

were guarding and sheltering her in tenderness and pity. They
were full of love now, and even of joy, for Lai had got back her

lover.
' We have found him, Lai,' he murnmred— ' we have found

him. You will be happy again—now—you have got your heart's

desire.'

What could she say 1 How could she reply ?

' Do not cry, Lai dear. What matters for me—if—only—you

—

are happy 1
'

They were his last words.

Presently he pressed her fingers ; his head, upon her lap, fell

over on one side ; his breath ceased.

So Captain Holstius, alone among the three, redeemed his

pledge. If Lai was happy, what more had he to pray for upon tliis

earth. What mattered, as he said, for him 1

At sundown that evening, when the ship was imder way
again and the reef of the lonely unknown atoll low on the horizon,

they buried the Captain in the deep, wliile Rex read the Service

of the Dead.
The blood of Captain Holstius must be laid to the charge of his

rival ; the blood of all the white men murdered on Polynesian shores

must be laid to the charge of those who have visited the island in

order to Kidnap the people, and those who have gone among them
only to teach tliem some of the civilisation out of which they have

extracted nothing but its vices.

As regards this little islet, the people know, in some vague way,

that they have had living among them a man who was superior to

themselves, who taught them things, and showed them certain

small arts, by which he improved their mode of life ; if ever, which

we hope may not be their fate, they fall in with the beach-combers

of Fiji, Samoa, or Hawaii, they will easily perceive that Rex
Armiger was not one of them. They will remember that he was a

person of such great importance that two chiefs came to see him
;

one of them carried off two of their people, the other, with whom
was a great princess, carried off their prisoner himself.
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In a few years' time the story will become a myth. Some uf

the missionaries are great hands at collecting folk-lore. They will

land here and will presently enquire among the people for legends

and traditions of the past. They will hear how, long, long ago
(many years ago), they had living among them a white person,

whose proper sphere—by birth—was the broad heaven ; how he
stayed with them a long time (many moons) ; how one after the

other white persons came to see liim, both bad and good ; for some
kidnapped their people and took them away to be eaten alive ; how
at last a goddess, all in crimson, blue, and gold, came with a male
deity and took away their guest, who had, meantime, taught them
how to make clothes, roofs, and bread, out of the beneficent pan-

dang ; how the companion was killed in an unlucky scrimmage ;

and how they look forward for their return—some day.

The missionaries will write down this story and send it home ;

wise men will get hold of it, and discuss its meaning. They will

be divided into two classes ; those who see in it a legend of the

Bun-god, the princess being nothing but the moon, and her com-
panion the morning star ; the other class will see in the story a
corruption of the history of Moses. Others, more learned, will

compare this legend with others exactly like it in almost all lands.

It is, for instance, the same as the tale of Guinevere returning for

Arthur, and will quote examples from Afghanistan, Alaska, Tierra

del Fuego, Borneo, the valleys of the Lebanon, Socotra, Central

America, and the Faroe Isles.

Five weeks later Lai was married at San Francisco. The mer-
chant who lent her the schooner gave her a country house for her
honeymoon.

'She ought,' said Rex, 'to have married the man who gave her
himself, all his fortune, and his veiy life. I am ashamed that so

good a man has been sacrificed for my sake.'

'No, sir,' said the Californian ;
' not for your sake at all, but

for hers. We may remember some words about laying down your
life for your friends. Perhaps it is worth the sacrifice of a life to

have done so good and great a thing. If there were many more such
men in the world, we might shortly expect to see the gates of Eden
open again.'

' Unfortunately,' said Rex, ' there are more like Captain
Wattles.'

' Yes, sir ; I am sorry he is an American. But you can boast

your Borlinder, who is, I believe, an Englishman.'
The account of Lai's return and the death of Captain Holstius

duly appeared in the San Francisco papers. It was accompanied by
strictures of some severity upon the conduct of Captain Barnabas
B. Wattles, who was compared to the skunk of his native countiy.

It was this account, with these strictures, which the Son of

Consolation found in the paper after posting his packet of lies.

Further, a Sydney paper asked if the Captain Barnabas ±J.

i2
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Wattles, of the 'Fair Maria,' was the same Captain Wattles who
behaved in the wonderful manner described in the Californian
paj)ers.

He wrote to say he was not.

From further information received, it presently appeared to

everybody that he was that person.

He has now lost his ship, and I know not where he is nor what
occuiDation he is at present following.

It remains only to suggest, rather than to describe, the joyful

return to Seven Houses. We may not linger to relate how Mrs.
Rydquist, who still found comfort in wearing additional crape to

her widow's weeds for Rex, now kept it on for Captain Holstius,

calling everybody's attention to the wonderful accuracy of her pre-

dictions : how Captain Zachariasen first sang a Nunc dimittis,

loudly proclaiming his willingness to go since Lai was happy again
;

and then explained, lest he might be taken at his word, that per-

haps it would be well to remain in oi^der to experience the fulness

of wisdom wliich comes with ninety years. He also takes great
credit to himself for the able reading he had given of the nmm-
micking.

The morning after their arrival. Rex, looking for his wife,

found her in the kitchen, making the pudding with her old bib
on, and her white arms flecked with flour, just as he remem-
bered her three years before. Beside her, the Patriarch slept in

the wooden chair.
' It is all exactly the same,' he said ; ' yet with what a difierence ?

And I have had three years of the kabobo. Lai, you are going to

begin again the old housekeeping ?

'

She shook her head and laughed. Then the tears came into

her eyes.
' The Captains like this pudding,' she said. ' Let me please

them once more. Rex, while I stand here looking through the
window, at the trees in the churchyard and through the open door
into the garden, and when I listen to the noise of the docks and
the river, and for the wliite sails beyond the church, and watch the
dear old man asleep there beside the fire, I cannot believe but that
I shall hear another step, and turn round and see beside me, with
his grave smile and tender eyes. Captain Holstius, standing as he
used to stand in the doorway, watcliing me without a word.'

Rex kissed her. He could hear this talk without jealousy or
pain. Yet it will always seem to him somehow, as if his wife has
missed a better husband than himself, a feeling which may be
useful in keeping down pride, vain conceit, and over masterfulness

;

vices which mar the conjugal happiness of many.
' He could never have been my husband,' the young wife went

on in her happiness, thinking she spoke the whole truth; 'not
even if I had never known you. But I loved liim, Rex.'



'LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY,'

CHAPTER I.

ALL THE PEOPLE STANDING.

When the sun rose over northern England on a certain Sunday
early in May—year of grace 1764—it was exactly four o'clock in

the morning. As regards the coast of Northumberland, he sprang
with a leap out of a perfectly smooth sea into a perfectly cloudless

sky, and if there were, as generally happens, certain fogs, mists,

clouds, and vapours lying about the moors and fells among the
Cheviots, they were too far from the town of Warkworth for its

people to see them. The long cold spring was over at last ; the
wallflower on the castle wall was in blossom ; the pale primroses
had not yet all gone ; the lilac was preparing to throw out its

blossoms ; the cuckoo was abroad ; the swallows were returning
with tumultuous rush, as if they had had quite enough of the sunny
south, and longed again for the battlements of the castle and the
banks of Coquet ; the woods were full of song ; the nests were full

of young bird^, chirping together, partly because they were always
hungry, partly because they were rejoicing in the sunshine, and all

the living creatures in wood and field and river were hurrying,
flying, creeping, crawling, swimming, running, with intent to eat

each other out of house and home.
The eye of the sun fell upon empty streets and closed houses

—

not even a poacher, much less a thief or burglar, visible in the
whole of Northumberland ; and if there might be here and there a
gipsies' tent, the virtuous toes of the occujjants peeped out from
beneath the canvas, with never a thought of snaring hares or
stealing poultry. Even in Newcastle, which, if you come to think
of it, is pretty well for wickedness, the night-watchmen slept in

their boxes, lanterns long since extinguished, and the wretches
who had no beds, no money, and slender hopes for the next
day's food, slept on the bunks and stalls about the market.
Nothing stirred except the hands of the church clocks : and
these moved steadily ; the quarters and the hour were struck.

But for the clocks, the towns might have been so many cities
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of the dead, each house a tomb, each bed a silent grave. The
Northumbrian folk began to get up—a little later than usual because

it was Sunday—first in the villages and farmhouses, next in the small

towns ; last and latest, in Newcastle, which was ever a lie-abed city.

Warkworth is quite a small town, and a great way from New-
castle. Therefore the peojjle began to get up and dress about

live. There were several reasons which justified them in being so

early. Even on Sunday morning pigs and poultry have to be fed,

cows to be milked, and horses to be groomed. Then there is the

delightful feeling, peculiar to Sunday morning, that the earlier you
get up, the longer you may lean with your shoulder against the

door-post. Some men, on Sundays and holy-days, like to lie at

full-length upon the grass, and gaze into the depths of the sky, till

thirst impels them to rise and seek solace of beer. Some love to

turn them in their beds as a door turneth upon its hinges ; some
delight to sit upon a rail ; but the true Northumbrian loveth to

stand with his shoulder hitched against a door-post. The attitude

is one which brings repose to brain and body.

There is only one street in Warkworth. At one end of it is the

church, and at the otlier end is the castle. The street runs ui^hill

from church to castle. In the year 1764, the castle was more

ruinous than it showed in later years, because the keep itself stood

roofless, its stairs broken, and its floors fallen in—a great shell,

echoing thunderously with all the winds. As for the walls, the

ruined gateways, the foundations of the chapel, the yawning vaults,

and the gutted towers, they have always been the same since the

destruction of the place, the wallflowers and long grasses grew

upon the broken battlements ; blackberries and elder-bushes

occupied the moat ; the boys climbed up to perilous places by

fragments of broken steps ; the swallows flew about the lofty keep
;

*lie green woods hung upon the slopes above the river, and the

vinding Coquet rolled around the hill on which the castle stood

—

a solitary and deserted place. Yet in the evening there was one

corner in which the light of a fire could always be seen. It came

from a chamber beside the great gateway—that which looks upon

the meadows to the south. Here lived the Fugleman. He had

fitted a small window in the wall, constructed a door, built up the

broken stones, and constituted himself, without asking leave of my
Lord of Northumberland, sole tenant of Warkworth Castle.

I think there has always been about the same number of people

and houses in Warkworth. If you reflect for a moment you will

perceive that this must be so, partly because there is no room for

any more on the river-washed peninsula upon which the town is

built, and partly because while the same trades are practised for

the same portion of country there must be the same number of

craftsmen, and no more. You may expect, for instance, in every

town, a shop where you can buy all the things which you must

have yet cannot make for yourself, such as sugar, treacle, tape,

cotton stufi's, flannel, needles, and thread. In country towns the
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number of things which can be made at home—and well made too

—is more than dwellers where there are shops for everything would
understand. In Warkworth, for example, there is a blacksmith—
a man of substance, because everybody wants him and would pay

him well ; there is a carpenter and wheelwright, also a man to be

respected, not only for his honourable craft, but also for the fields

and meadows which he has bought ; a tailor—but he is a starveling,

because most people in Northumberland repair, if they do not

make, at home ; a cobbler, who has two apprentices and keeps both

at work, because nobody but a cobbler can get inside a boot, to

make or mend it ; and a barber, who also has two apprentices.

There is no baker, because all the bread is baked at home, which is

one, among many reasons, why country life in this eighteenth

century is so delightful ; there is no brewer, because everybody,

down to the cottager, brews his own beer—the old stingo, the

humming October, and the small beer for the maids and children.

Yet, for the sake of companionship, conversation, song, and the

arrangement of matches, there must be an ale-house, with a settle

round three sides of the room and another outside ; and for the

quality there must be an inn. There need be no place for the

buying and selling of butter, eggs, milk, or cream, because people

who have no cows are fain to go without these luxuries, or else to

beg and borrow. There need be no butcher, because the farmers

kill and send word to the gentry when beef or mutton may be had.

There is no apothecary, because every woman in the parish knows
what are the best simples for any complaint and where to find them

.

There is no bookseller, because nobody at Warkworth ever wanted
to read at all, and very few know how ; one excepts the Vicar

—

who may read the Fathers in Greek and Latin—and his Worship
]Mr. Cuthbert Carnaby, Justice of the Peace, who reads ' The
Gentleman's IMagazine,' to which he once contributed a description

of Warkworth. There is, in fact, a singular contempt for literature

in the town, and it is, I believe, a remarkable Northumbrian
characteristic. There are no undertakers, because in this county

people have grown out of the habit of dying, so that except in

Newcastle, where people fight and kill each other, the trade can

only be carried on at a loss ; and there are no lawyers, because the

townsfolk of Warkworth desire to have nothing to do with law, and
are only concerned with one of the many laws by which good order

is maintained in this realm of England—that, namely, which
forbids the landiiig of Geneva and brandy on the banks of the

Coquet without vexatious and tedious ceremonies, including

payment of hard money. If you, who live in great towns, consider

the trades, crafts, and mysteries by which men get a living in these

latter days, you will presently understand that most of them are

unnecessary for the simple life.

When the first comers had looked up the street and down the

street, straight through and across each other, and examined the

sky and inspected the horizon, and obtained all possible informa-
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tion about the weather, they gave each other the good-morning,
and asked for opinions on the subject of hay. Then one by one
they went back to their houses—which are of stone, having very
small windows with bull's-eye glass in leaden casements, and red-

tiled roofs—and presently came out bearing with them their break-

fast, such as two or three kned-cakes, or a chunk of three weeks'

old bread, or a slice of bread-and-dripping, or bread and fat pork,

or a pewter platter of bread and beef even, with a great pewter

mug of small ale. They consumed their breakfast side by side in

good fellowship, standing on the cobble-stones or leaning against

the door-posts, taking time over it : first a mouthful and then a

di'ink, then a period of reflection, then a remark, and then another

mouthful. They mostly had the Northumbrian face, which I am
told is the Norwegian face—an oval shape, with soft blue eyes

;

with the face goetli a gentle voice and a slow manner of speech.

They are a folk born by nature with so deep a love of life that

they desire nothing better than to stretch out and prolong the

present. Time, who is an inexorable tyrant, will not allow so

much as a single moment to be stretched. Yet, by dint of slow

motion, slow speech, a steady clinging to old customs, never doing

to-day anything different from what you did yesterday and the

day before, always talking the same talk at the same times, so

that every duty of each reason has its formula, wearing the same
clothes, eating the same food, sitting in the same place, and avoid-

ing all temptation to change, it is quite astonishing how the sem-

blance of sameness may be given to time so that the whole of life

sliall seem, at the end of it, nothing but one delightful moment
stretched out and prolonged for three-score years and ten.

After breakfast, for two hours by the clock they fell to stroking

of stubbly chins and to wondering when the barber would be ready.

This could not be until stroke of nine at least, because he had to

comb, dress, and powder first the Vicar's wig for Sunday. Heaven
forbid that the Churcli should be put off with anything short of a

wig newly combed and newly curled ! And next the wig of his

Worship Cuthbert Carnaby, Esquire, Justice of the Peace and
second cousin to his lordship the Earl of Northumberland, newly
succeeded to the title. When this was done the barber addressed

himself to the chins and cheeks of the townsfolk, and this Avith

such dexterity and despatch that before the church-bell began he

had them all despatched and turned off. And then their counte-

nances were glorious, and shone in the sun like unto the face of a

mirror, and felt as smooth to the enamoured finger as the chin and
cheek of a maid. Thus does Art improve and correct Nature.

The savage who weareth beard knows not this delight.

It was a day on which something out of the common was to

happen ; a day on which expectation was on tiptoe ; and when at

ten o'clock the first stroke of the church-bell began, all the boys

with one and the same design turned their steps—slowly at first,

and as if the business did not greatly matter, yet should be seen
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Into—towards the church-yard. They were all in Sunday best

;

their hair smooth, their hands white, their shoes brushed and their

stockings clean ; they moved as if drawn by invisible ropes ; as if

they could not choose but go ; and whereas on ordinaiy Sundays
not a lad among them all entered the church till the very last toll

of the bell, on this day they made straight for the porch at the
first, and this, although they knew that if they once set foot

within it, they must pass straight on without lingering, into the
church, and so take their seats, and have half an hour longer to
wait in silence and good-behaviour, with liability to discipline.

For a rod is ever ready in church as well as at home, for the back
of him who shows himself void of understanding. The Fugleman,
who wielded that rod, was strong of arm ; and no boy could call

himself fortunate, or boast that he had escaped the scourge of

folly till the service was fairly done.
As regards the girls, who were still in the houses, at the first

stroke of tlie bell they, too, hastened to put the finishing touch,
with a ribbon and a white handkerchief, to the Sunday frock.

And then, a good half an hour before the time, which was truly

wonderful, they, like the boys, hastened to the church. At the
first stroke of the bell the men, too, proceeded to equip them with
the Sunday church-going clothes, which were very nearly the same
in all weathers, to wit, every man wore his wide horseman's coat,

his long waistcoat with sleeves, his thick woollen stockings, and
his shoes, with steel buckles or without, according to their station.

Thus attired they turned their faces all to the same point of the
compass, and heavily, yet with resolution and set purpose, rolled

down the hill into the church-yard.
Out in the fields, and in the fair meadows, and down the river-

side, and along the quiet country paths, and among the woods
which hang above the winding of the Coquet, the sound of the
bell quickened the steps of those who were leisurely making their
way to church, so that every man put best foot for'ard, with a
' Hurry up, lad ! Lose not this morning's sight ! Be in time !

Quick, laggard !
' and so forth, each to the other ; those who were

on horseback broke into a trot, and laughed at those who were
afoot ; the old women cried, alas ! for their age, by reason of which
limbs are stiff and folks can go no faster than they may, and so
they miglit be too late for the best part of the show ; the old men
cursed the rheumatism which stiffened their knees, and bent their
hips, and took the spring out of feet which would fain be elastic

still, wherefore they must perhaps lose the first or opening scene.
And the boys and girls who were with them took hands, and in-

stead of walking with the respectful slow step which should mark
the Sabbath, broke away from the elders, and raced, with a whoop
and a holla, across the grass, a scandal to the mild-eyed kine, who
love the day to be hallowed and kept holy.

At Morwick Mill, Mistress Barbara Humble would not go to

church, though her brother did. Nor would she let any other of
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the household go, neither her man nor her maid, nor the stranger,

if any, that was within her gates ; but at half-past ten of the
clock she called them together, and read aloud the Penitential

Psalms and the Commination Service.

The show, meantime, had begun. At the first stroke of the
bell there walked forth from the vestry-room a little procession of

two. First came a tall spare man of sixty or so, bearing before

him a pike. He was himself as straight and erect as the pike he
carried ; he wore his best suit, very magnificent, for it was his old

uniform kept for Sundays and holidays : that of a sergeant in the
Fourteenth, or Berkshire, Regiment of Foot, namely, a black

three-cornered hat, a scarlet coat, faced with yellow and with
yellow cuffs, scarlet waistcoat and breeches, white gaiters and
white cravat. On the hat was in silver the White Horse of his

regiment, and the motto 'Nee aspera terrent.' He walked slowly

down the aisle with the i:»recision of a machine, and his face was
remarkable, because he was on duty, for having no expression

whatever. You cannot draw a face or in any way present the

effigy of a human face which shall say nothing ; that is beyond the

power of the rudest or the most skilled artist ; but some men have
acquired this power over their own faces—diplomatists or soldiers

they are by trade. This man was a soldier. He was so good a
soldier that he had been promoted, first to be corporal, then to be
sergeant, and lastly to be Fugleman, whose place was in the front

before the whole regiment, and whose duty it was to lead the exer-

cises at the word of command with his pike. In his age and re-

tirement he acted as the executive officer in all matters connected
with the ecclesiastical and civic functions of the town, whether to

lead the responses, to conduct a baptism, a funeral, or a wedding,
to set a man in tlie stocks and to stand over him, to cane a boy for

laugliing in church, to put a vagrant in pillory and stand beside

him ; to tie up an offender to the cart-tail and give him five dozen
;

or, as in the present case, to wrap a lad in a white sheet, and re-

main with him while he did public penance for his fault. He
was constable, clerk, and guardian of the peace.

The boy who followed him was a tall and lusty youth, past

sixteen, who might very well have passed for eighteen : a boy with

rosy cheeks, blue eyes, and brown hair ; but his eyes were down-
cast, his cheek was flushed with shame because he was clad from
head to foot in a long white sheet, and he was placed so clothed,

for the space of half an hour, while the bells rang for service in

the church porch, and then to stand up before all the congregation

to ask pardon of the people, and to repeat the Lord's Prayer aloud

in token of repentance.

The porch of Warkworth Church is large and square, fifteen

feet across, with a stone bench on either side. The boy was
stationed within tlie porch on the eastern side, and close to the

church door, so that all those who passed in must needs behold

him. At his left hand stood the Fugleman, pike grounded and
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head erect, looking straight before him, and saying nothing except

at the beginning, when discipHne for a moment gave way to friend-

ship, and he murmured :
' Heart up. Master Ralph ! What odds

is a white sheet ?

'

Then he became rigid, and neither spake nor moved. As for

the penitent, he tried to imitate the rigidity of his companion, but
with poor success, for his month trembled, and his eyes sank, and
his colour came and went as the people, all of whom he knew,
passed him with reproachful or pitying gaze. The church and the

porch and the churchyard were all eyes ; he was himself a gigantic

monument of shame.
When the boys walked—as slowly as they possibly could

—

through the porch, they grinned and nudged each other. But for

the stern asj^ect of the Fugleman they would have laughed aloud
and danced with joy. They had, however, to move on and take
their places in the church, and those were few indeed who were so

privileged as to command a view through the open doors of the

porch and its occupants.

When the men of the village ranged themselves as in a small

amphitheatre round the porch, the younger ones, in a hoarse
whisper said each to his neighbour :

' Oho ! ha ! yah !
' After

which they remained gazing with mouth agape.

The tlu'ee inteijections are capable of many meanings, and may
indicate a great variety of feeling. Here was a lad found out and
convicted on the clearest evidence and confession : he had made
fools of the Avhole town ; here he was before all, undergoing the
sentence pronounced upon him by his Worship, Mr. Carnaby ; and
a sentence so seldom pronounced as to make it an occasion for

wonder ; and the offender was not a gipsy or a vagrom man, or

one of themselves, but young Ralph Embleton of Morwick Mill
;

and the offence was not robbing, or pilfering, or cheating, or

smuggling, or beating and striking, but quite an unusual and even
it romantic kind of offence, for which there was no name even

;

and an offence not falling within any law. Therefore their faces

were fixed in an immovable gaze, and their mouths remained wide-
open—some twenty or thirty mouths in all—like unto fly-traps.

Wlien the gii'ls, for their part, walked through the porch they
looked at the ofiender with eyes of pity, and one or two shed tears,

because it seemed dreadful that this tall and handsome lad should
be compelled to stand up before all in guise so shamefid. Yet he
had caused many to tremble in their beds. But the elder women
stopped as they passed and wagged their heads with frowns, and said :

' Oh, dear, dear ! . . . . Alack and alas !..... Tut, tut ! . . . .

Fye for shame ! . . . . This is the end of wickedness. . . . Ah,
hinneys ! .... Oh ! oh ! . . . . Look you now. . . . Heigh,
laddie ! -did a body ever hear the like ?' and so forth, with grateful

rustle of skirts, and so virtuously into the church. A noble
example, indeed, for their own boys. Better one such illustration

of the punishment which overtakes offenders than fifty patterns of
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the peace and tranquillity in wliich the good man begins and ends

his days. Yet we humans are so foolish and perverse that we
sometimes find vice attractive and the ways of virtue monotonous,
and give no heed even to the most dreadful examples.

Towards the close of the ringing there entered the church,

walking majestically through the lane formed by the rustics, Mr.
Cuthbert Carnaby, Justice of the Peace, with Madam his good
lady. He was attired in a full wig and a purple coat with laced

ruffles, laced cravat, a flowered silk waistcoat, and gold buckles in

his shoes; in his hand he carried a heavy gold-headed stick, and
under his arm he bore his laced hat ; his ample cheeks were red,

and red was his double chin. Though his bearing was full of

authority, his eyes were kind, and when he saw the boy standing

in the porch, he felt inclined to remit the remainder of the punish-

ment.
' So, Ralph,' he said, stopping to admonish him, ' thy father

was a worthy man ; he hath not lived to see this. But courage,

boy, and do the like no moro. Shame attends folly. Thou art

young ; let this be a lesson. After punishment and repentance

cometh forgiveness ; so cheer up, my lad.'

' Ralph,' said his wife, vv'ith a smile in her eyes and a fi-own on

her brow, ' I could find it in my heart to flog thee soundly, but

thou art pvmished enough. Ghosts indeed ! and not a maid would
go past the castle after dark for fear of this boy ! Let us hear no
more about ghosts.'

She shook her finger—they both shook their fingers—she

adjusted her hoop, and entered the church. The boy's heart felt

lighter ; Mr. Carnaby and Madam would forgive him. His Wor-
shij^ went on, bearing before him his gold-headed stick, and walked

up the aisle to his pew, a large room within the chancel, provided

with chairs and cushions, curtains to keep oft" the draught, and a

fireplace for winter.

After Mr. Carnaby there walked into the porch a man dressed

in good broadcloth with white stockings, and shoes with silver

buckles. And his coat had silver buttons, which marked him for

a man of substance. His cheeks "were full and his face fiery, as if

he was one who, although young, lived well, and his eyes were

small and too close together, which made him look like a pig. It

was Mathew Humble, Ralph's cousin and guardian.

At sight of him the boy's face flushed and his lips parted ; but

he restrained himself and said nothing, while the Fugleman gave

him an admonitory nudge with his elbow.

The man looked at Ralph from top to toe, as if examining into

the arrangements, and anxious to see that all was properly and
scientifically carried out.

' Ta-ta-ta !
' he said with an air of dissatisfaction. ' What is

this 1 Call you this penance ? Wliere is the candle 1 Did liis

Worship say nothing about the candle 1
'

' Nothing,' replied tha Fugleman with shortness.
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• He ought to have carried a candle. Dear me ! this is irregular.

This spoils all. But Ah !—bareheaded '—he stood as far back

as the breadth of the porch would allow, so as to get the full uti'ect

and to observe the picture from the best point of view— ' in a long

wh-ite sheet ! All ! bareheaded and in a long white sheet ! Oh,

what a disgraceful day ! These are things. Fugleman, which end

in the gallows. For gai Embleton, too ! If the old man can see it

what will he think of the boy to whom he left the mill 1 And to

beg pardon '—he smacked his lips with satisfaction
—

' to beg pardon

of the people ! Ah, and to repeat the Lord's Prayer in the church

—

the Lord's Prayer—m the church aloud ! the Lord's Prayer—in

the church—aloud—before all the people ! Ah ! Dear me—dear

me!'
He wagged his head, as if he could not tear himself away from

the spectacle of so much degradation. Then he added with a smile

of perfect satisfaction a detail which he had forgotten :

' Standing, too ! The Lord's Prayer— in the church—aloud

—

before all the people—standing ! This is a pretty beginning,

Fugleman, for sixteen years.'

If the Lord's Prayer in itself were something to be ashamed of

he could not have spoken with greater contempt. The boy, how-

ever, looking straight up into the roof of the porch, made no

answer nor seemed to hear.

The speaker held up both hands, shook his head, sighed, and

slowly withdrew into the church.

Then there came down the street an old lady in a white cap, a

white apron, a shawl, and black mittens, an old lady with a face

lined all over, with kind soft eyes and white hair, but her face was

troubled. Beside her walked a girl of twelve or thereabouts,

dressed in wliite frock and straw hat trimmed with white ribbon,

and white cotton mittens, and she was crying and sobbing.
' Thou mayest stand up in the church,' said the old lady, ' when

he repeats the Lord's Prayer, but not beside him in the porch.'

'But I helped him,' she cried. 'Oh, I am as bad as he ! I

am worse, because I laughed at him and encouraged him.'
' But thou hast not been sentenced,' said the old lady. ' It is

thy punishment, child—and a heavy one—to feel that Ralph bears

thy shame and his own too.'

' I was on one side of the hedge when Dame Ridley dropped

her basket,' the cliild went on, crying more bitterly. 'I was on

one side and he was on the other. Oh ! oh ! oh ! She said there

were two ghosts—I was one.'

Wlien they reached the porch the girl, at sight of the boy in

the sheet, ran and threw her arms about his neck and kissed him,

and cried loud enough for all witliin to hear :

' Oh, Ralph, Ralph, it is wicked of them !

'

These words were heard all over the churcii, and Mathew
Humble sprang to his feet, as if demanding that the speaker should

be carried off to instant execution for contempt of court. AH eyes
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were turned upon his Worship's pew, and I know not what would
have happened, because his periAvig was seen to be agitated aiid

the gold head of his stick appeared above the pew ; but luckily

just then the bells clashed all together, frightening the swallows
about the tower so that they flew straight to the castle and stayed
there, and the Vicar came out of the vestry and sat down in the
reading-desk, and, as was his custom, surveyed his church and
congregation for a few minutes before the service began.

It is an old church of Norman work, in parts patched up and
rebuilt from time to time by the Percies, but there are no monu-
ments of them. The Vicar's eyes fell upon a plain whitewashed
building, provided with rows of ancient and worm-eaten benches,
worn black by many generations of worshippers. The choir and
the music sat at the west end. In front of the chancel was a square
space in which was set a long stool. While the Vicar waited the
Fugleman marched up the aisle, followed by the boy in the sheet,

and both sat on this stool of repentance. Then the Vicar rose—he
was a benignant old man, with white hair-—and began to read in a
full and musical voice how sinners may repent and find forgiveness.

But the people thought he meant his words to apply this morning
especially and only to the boy in the sheet. This made them feel

surprisingly virtuous and inclined to sing praises with a glad heart.

So, too, with the lessons, one of which dealt with the fate of a
wicked king. All the people looked at the boy in the sheet, and
felt that under another name, it was his own story told before-

hand, prophetically ; and when they stood up to sing in thanks-
giving, their gratitude took the form of being glad that they were
not upon the stool. When the Psalms were read the people paid
unusual attention, letting the boy have the benefit of all the peni-

tential utterances, but taking the joyous verses to themselves. And
the Litany they regarded as composed, as well as read, exclusively for

this convicted sinner. Among the elder ladies there was hope that
the offended ghosts might—some at least—be present in the church
and see this humiliation, which would not fail to dispose their

ghostlinesses to a benevolent attitude, and even influence the
weather.

It seemed to the boy as if that service never would end. To
the congregation it seemed, on account of this unusual episode, as if

there never had been a service so short and so exciting.

When the Commandments had been recited, Ralph almost
expected to hear an additional one, ' Thou .shalt not pretend to be a
ghost,' and be called on to pray, all by himself, for an inclination

of the heart to keep that injunction. But the Vicar threw away
the opportunity and ended as usual with the tenth command-
ment.

He gave out the psalm, and retired to put on his black gown.
The music—consisting of a violin, a violoncello, and a clarionet

—

struck up the tune, and the choir, among whom Ralph ought to

have been, hemmed and cleared their voices. The Northumbrians,
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ae is well known, have good voices and good ears. The tune waa
' Warwick,' and the psalm was tliat which began :

Lord, in the morning; thou shalt hear
My voice ascend to thee.

The boy trembled because the words seemed to refer to the part

he was about to play. His own voice would, immediately, be asceaa-
ing high, but all by itself. He saw the face of his cousin, Mathew
Humble, iixed upon him with ill-concealed and malignant joy.

Why did Mathew hate him with such a bitter hatred 1 Also he saw
the face of the girl who had been his partner ; her eyes were full

of tears ; and at sight of her grief his own eyes became humid.
He did not take any part at all in the hymn.
When it was finished the Vicar stood in his pulpit waiting ; his

Worship stood up in his pew, his face turned towai'ds the culprit
;

in his hand his great gold-headed cane. All the people stared at

the culprit with curious eyes, as boys stare at one of their com-
panions when he is about to be iiogged. Just then the girl left her
seat and stepped deliberately up the aisle, and stood beside the boy
in the sheet. And the congregation murmured wonder.

The Fugleman touched the boy's shoulder and brought his pike
to 'tention.

' Say after me,' he said aloud. Then to the congregation he
added :

' And all the people standing.'

*I confess my fault,' he began.
' I confess my fault,' repeated boy and girl together.
' And am heartily sorry, and do beg forgiveness.'

And then the Lord's Prayer.
The boy spoke out the words clearly and boldly, and with his

was heard the girl's voice as well, but both were nearly drowned by
the loud voice of the Fugleman.

It was over then. All sat down ; the girl beside Ralph on the
stool of repentance, and the sermon began.

The sermon which the Vicar read had nothing to do with the
penance just performed ; it was a learned discourse, which would
be afterwards published, showing the Divine origin of the Hier-
archy ; it was stufl'ed full of references to the Fathers, and convic-
tion was conveyed to hearers' hearts (in case the arguments were
difficult to follow) by quotations of Greek in the original. His
Worship fell fast asleep ; all the men in the church followed his

example ; the boys pinched and kicked each other, safe from the
Fugleman for once : the women and the girls alone kept their eyes
open, because they had on their best things, and with fine clothes

go good manners, and the feminine sex loveth above all things to

feel well dressed and therefore compelled to be well behaved. Even
the Fugleman allowed his eyelids to drop, but never relinquished

his pike ; and the girl, holding Ralph fast by the hand, wondered
if they would ever, as long as they lived, these two, recover from
the dreadful disgrace of that morning.
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Wlien the Vicar had drubbed the pulpit to the very end of his
manuscript, and the service was over, the three stood up again and
remained standing till the people were all gone.

'Come, lass,' said the Fugleman when the church was empty,
'we can all go now. OS with that rag, Master Ralph.'

He unbent ; liis face assumed a human expression ; he laid

down the pike.
' What odds, I say, is a white sheet ? Wliy, think 'twas a show

for the lads which they haven't had for many a year. And May
nigh gone already, and never a man in the stocks yet, and the
I)illoiy rotting for want of custom, and never a thief flogged nor a
bear-baiting. If it 'twasnt for the cocks of a Sunday afternoon and
the wrestling, there would have been nothing for the poor fellows
but your ghosts to keep 'em out of mischief. And, lad,' he pointed
in the direction of the mill, ' your cousin means more mischief.
It was him that laid the information before his Worship.'

' Oh !
' said Ralph, clenching his fists.

' Aye, him it was, and his Worship thought it mean, but he
was bound to take notice, for why, says his Worship, "he can't let

this boy frighten all the maids out of their silly senses. Yet, for

his own cousin and his guardian " that's what his Worship said.'
' Oh !

' Again Ralph clenched his fists.

' Should I, an old soldier, preach mutiny 1 Never. But seeing
that your cousin is no rightful oflicer of yourn, nor yet commissioned
to carry pike in your company, why I, for one '

'What, Fugleman?'
' I, for one, if I was a well-grown boy, nigh upon seventeen, the

next time he gave orders for another six dozen, or even three dozen,
I would ask him if he was strong enough to tie up a mutineer.'

The boy nodded his head.
' Cousin thof he be, ' continued the Fugleman, ' captain or lieu-

tenant is he not.'

The boy had by this time divested himself of his sheet, and
stood dressed in a long brown coat and plainly-cut waistcoat ; he,

too, wore silver buckles to his shoes, like his cousin, but not silver

buttons ; liis hair was tied with a black ribbon, and liis hat was
plain, without lace or ornament.

When his adviser had finished, he walked slowly down the
empty church, hand-in-hand with the girl.

In the porch he stopped, threw his ai'm round her neck, and
kissed her twice.

' No one but you, Drusy,' he said, ' would have done it. I'll

never forget it, never, as long as I live. Go home to Granny, my
dear, and have your dinner.'

' And will you go home, too, Ralph ?

'

' Yes, I am going home. I've got to have a talk with Mathew
Humble.'

Left alone in the church, the Fugleman sat down irreverently

on the stejis of the pulpit, and laughed aloud.
' Mathew Humble,' he said, ' is going to be astonished.'
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CHAPTER II.

THE ASTONISHMENT OF MATHEW HUMBLE.

By this time the people had dispersed quadrivious—that is to say,

north, south, east, and west ; and were making their way home-
wards, their appetites for dinner keener than usual. Penance,
conisidered as a Sunday show, hath no fellow ; it is even sujierior to
the stocks, which is a week-day show. You may not pelt a man in
a white sheet with rotten eggs, it is true ; but the same objection
applies to the stocks. Of course, it cannot compare with a good
pillory, which is rare, especially when eggs are plentiful and rotten
apples lying under every tree ; or with a really heartfelt whipping
of a vagabond or gipsy at the cart-tail, which is, unfortunately,
rarer still. Among simple people there is a feeling that the greater
the pain endured by the subject, the greater is the pleasure of the
onlooker. Just in the same way did the Roman ladies discuss
among themselves before the play whether it was more desirable to
Bee Hercules—represented by the young Herr Hermann newly
arrived from the Rhine—burning to death in a shirt of pitcli ; or
Scsevola—done to the life by that gallant captive, Owen ap Rice,
from Britain—thrusting his bare arm into a clear tire and keeping
it there till the hand was burnt off j or Action—played with spirit

by Joseph Ben Eleazar, the swift-footed Syrian—pursued and torn
to pieces by the hounds of Dian.

Ralph walked quickly past some of these groups, who fell back
to right and left, and looked at him curiously. On ordinary
Sundays he would have a pleasant word with all, a kiss for the
children, and a challenge for the boys. To-day he passed them
without a word, with head erect, eyes flashing, and clenched list.

He was not thinking of salutations ; he was thinking what he
should do : how he should begin his mutiny : what would be the
issue of the fight. Whatever the result, there would be joy in
bringing, if only for once, hand, fist, or stick into contact with the
face or figure of his cousin. It was he, was it, who informed
against him to his Worship ? It was no other than his cousin who
had compassed this most disagreeable of mornings. And now,
doubtless, he waited, with a great cane, his arrival at home, in
order to administer another of those ' corrections ' of which he was
so fond. Hitherto, Ralph had submitted quietly ; but he had
been growing ; he was within a month of seventeen ; was it to be
endured that he should be beaten and flogged like a cliild of ten,
because his cousin hated him 'I

The girls, as he strode past them regardless, looked at him
with great pity, because they knew—everybody knew—what awaited
liim. And Mathew Humble such a hard mau ! Poor lad ! Yet
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those who mock spirits and fairies never fail to have cause for

repentance in the long run ; and punishment had fallen swiftly

upon Ralph. Perha^^s, after this, he would respect the things

which belong to the other world.

Heavens ! one might as well sit among the ruins of Dunstan-
burgh after dark and pretend to be the Seeker ; or within the chapel

of Dilston at midnight and pretend to be Lady Derwentwater'j
troubled spirit ; and then hope to escape scot-free. Yet, poor lad !

and Mathew so hard a man !

What Ralph said to himself—justifying rebellion, because he
was a conscientious lad—was this :

' His Worship said tliat the

penance would be enough ; who was Mathew, then, to override the

decision of the court 1 Also, he was past the age of flogging, being

now able to hold his own against most—whether at quarterstafl',

singlestick, or wrestling—young men older than himself ; lastly,

since Mathew had played this trick, he wanted revenge. But
Mathew was his guardian ; very well, then let him learn But
here he broke down, because he could not, for the moment, think

of any lesson which his own rebellion would be likely to teach his

cousin.

When Ralph left the fields and turned into the lane leading

down to the river, he began to look about among the trees and
underwood as if searching for something. Presently he espied a

long 2)liant alder-branch in its second year of growth which seemed
promising. He cut it to a length of about three feet, trimmed off

leaves and twigs, and balanced it critically with a tentative flourish

or two in the air.

'As thick as my thumb,' he said, 'and as heavy as his cane.

Blow for blow. Cousin Mathew. This will curl round his shoulders

and leave its marks upon his legs.'

Morwick Mill stands upon the River Coquet, about two miles

from Warkworth. You can easily get to it by following the banks
of the river, which is perhaps the best way, though sometimes you
must off" shoes and stockings, and wade across knee-deep to the

other side.

The mill consists of a square house upon the edge of the river,

with a great wheel on one side ; and almost all the water of the

river is here diverted so as to form a sufflcient power for the

mill-wheel. At the back of the mill, which is also a substantial

dwelling-house, is a great careless garden, with pigsties and linneys

for cattle, and vegetables, and fruit-trees ; and at the side are two
or three cottages, where live the people employed at the mill. All

the fields which lie sloping up from the river-side belong, as well,

to the owner of the mill. The owner at this moment was no other

than the scapegrace Ralph ; and his cousin, Mathew Humble, was
his guardian, who had nothing at all in the world of his own but a

little farm of thirty acres. The tliought of this great inheritance,

compared with his own meagre holding, filled the good guardian's

heart with bitterness, and Ms arm, when it came to correction,
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with a superhuman strength. He would be guardian for four years
more ; then he would have to give a strict account of his guardian-
ship ; and the burden of this obligation, though he had only held
the post for tw(j years, filled him with such wrath and anxiety that
he was fain, when he did think upon it, which was often, to pull
the cork out of a certain stone jar and allay his anxieties with a
dram of strong waters. He was very anxious, because already the
accounts were confused ; the stone jar was always handy ; therefore,
he had become swollen about the neck and coarse of nose, which
was a full and prominent feature, and flabby, as well as fiery, about
the cheeks. In these times of much drinking many men become
pendulous of cheek and ruddy of nose at forty or so, but few at
six-and-twenty. Mathew was not, at this time, much more than
six-and-twenty ; say ten years older than Ralph.

The kitchen, dining-room, and sitting-room of Morwick Mill
was a large low room, with one long window. At the sides of the
ro..m, and between the great joists, were hanging sides of bacon
and hams, besides pewter-pots and pewter-dishes, brightly polished
wooden platters, china cups, brass vessels, whips, bridles, a loaded
blunderbuss, cudgels, strings of onions, dried herbs of every kind,
and all the thousand things wanted for the conduct of a household.
At one end was a noble fire of logs burning in an ample chinuiey,
and before the fire a great piece of beef roasting, and now, to
outward scrutiny and the sense of smell, ready to be dished. A
middle-aged woman, full, comely, and good-natured of aspect, Avaa
engaged in preparation for that critical operation. This was
Prudence, who had lived at the mill all her life.

She looked up as Ralph appeared in the doorway, and shook
her head, but more in pity than in reproach. And she looked
sideways, by way of friendly warning, in the direction of the table,
at which sat another woman of difierent appearance. She was,
perhaps, five or six and thirty, with thin features and sour
expression, not improved by a cast in her eye. This was Barbara,
sister of Mathew Humble, and now acting in the capacity of
mistress of Morwick Mill, for her brother was not married. She
had open before her the Bible, and she had found a most beautiful
collection of texts appropriate to the case of Fools in the Book of
Proverbs. The table was laid for dinner, with pewter plates and
black-handled knives and steel forks. The beer had been drawn,
and stood in a great brown jug, foaming with a venerably silver
head. Ralph observed without astonishment that the plate set for
him contained a piece of dry bread, ostentatiously displayed. It
was to be his dinner.

This pleasing maiden, Barbara, who regarded the boy with an
affection almost as great as her brother's, that is to say, with a
malignity quite uncouuaon, first pointed with her lean and sknmy
forefinger to the page before her, and read aloud, shaking her head
reproachfully :

'"As a man who casteth firebrands, arrows, and death, so is

k2
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the man that deceiveth lois neighbour, and saith, Am I not in

Bport 1

"

'

Solomon must surely have had Ralph in his mind.
Then she pointed with the same finger to a door opposite, and

said, a smile of satisfaction stealing over her countenance :

' Go to your guai-dian. Go to receive the wages of sin.'

' Those,' said Ralph, with a little laugh, feelmg confidence in
his alder-branch, 'are not a flogging, on tliis occasion, but a
fight.'

Before she heard his words, or had begun to ask herself what
they might mean, because she was so full of satisfaction with her
texts, he had flung his hat upon a chair, and gone to the next
room. If Barbara had been observant, she might have remarked,
besides these extraordinary words, a certain brightness of the eyes
and setting of the mouth which betokened the spirit of resistance.

Tlie inner room was one occujjied and used by Matliew alone.

It contained all the papers, account-books, and documents con-
nected with the proi^erty and business of the mill. Here, too, was
the stone jar already referred to. The decks had been, so to speak,
cleared for action, that is to say, the table was thrust into the
corner, and upon it lay the sacred instrument with which Mathew
loved to correct his ward. This promoter of virtue, or dispenser of

consequences, was a strong and supple cane, than which few instru-

ments are more highly gifted with the power of inflicting torture.

Ralph knew it well, and had experienced on many occasions the
full force of this wholesome quality. He saw it lying ready for use,

and he reflected cheerfully that the alder-branch, partly up his left

sleeve and partly in his coat-pocket, would be more supple, equally

heavy, and perhaps more efficacious regarded simply as a pain
producer.

When the boy appeared, Mathew rose and removed his wig and
coat, because the work before him was likely to make him warm.
He then assumed the rod, and ordered Ralph to take ofi" his coat

and waistcoat.
' This day,' he said, 'you have disgraced your family. I design

that you shall have such a flogging as you will not readily forget.'

He then remembered that he would be more free for action without
his waistcoat. A man can thi'ow more heart into liis work. ' Such
a flogging,' he repeated as he removed it, 'as you will remember
all your life.'

' Well, cousin,' said Ralph, ' Mr. Carnaby said that the penance
was the iiunishment. I have done the penance.'

' Silence, sir ! Do you dare to argue with your guardian ?
' He

now began to roll up his shirt-sleeves so as to have his arms quite

bare, which is an additional advantage when one wants to put out

ail one's strength. ' I shall flog the flesh off your bones, you young
villain !

'

But he paused, and for a moment his jaws stuck, and he was
speechless, for his cousin, instead of meekly placing himself in po-
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Bition to receive the stupendous flogging intended for him, was
facing him, resolution in his eyes, and a weapon in his hands.

' Flogging for flogging. Cousin Mathew,' said Ralph ;
' flesh for

flesh. Strip my bones, I strip yours.'

Mathew now observed for the first time—it was a most unfor-
tunate moment for making the discovery—that Ralph was a good
two inches taller than himself, that his arm was as stout, and thai

his weapon was of a thickness, length, and pliability which might
make the stoutest quail ; also he remarked that his shoulders were
surprisingly broad, and his legs of length and size quite out of the
common. And it even occurred to him that he might have to
endure hardness.

' Flesh for flesh,' said Ralph, poising the alder-branch.
' Villain ! Would you break the Fifth Commandment?

'

Ralph shook his weapon, making it sing merrily and even
thii'stily through the air, but made no reply.

' Lay down the switch.'

Ralph raised it above his head as one who is preparing to strike.
' Down on your knees, viper, and beg for pardon.'
'Flesh for flesh, Mathew,' said Ralph.
' You will have it then, young devil. I will kill you !

'

Mathew rushed upon his cousin, raining blows as thick as hail

upon him. For the moment his weight told and the boy was
beaten back. Swish. ' Viper ! ' Swish—swish—'twas a terrible

cane. ' I will teach you to rebel.' Swish—swish—'twas a cane of
a suppleness beyond nature. ' I will give you a lesson.' Swish-
swish. ' I will break every bone in your body.' Swish—the end
of the cane found out every soft place—there were not many

—

upon Ralph's body.
But then the tables were turned, for the boy, recovering from

the first confusion, leaped suddenly aside, and with a dexterous
movement of the left foot caused his cousin to stumble and fall

heavily. He struggled, struck, kicked, and lashed out—but he
did not get up again. A very important element in the fight was
strangely overlooked by Mathew before he began to attack. It
was this, that whereas he was himself out of condition, the boy
was in splendid fettle, sound of wind as well as limb. So furious
was Mathew's first assault that, brief as was its duration, no sooner
was he tripped up than he perceived that his wind was gone, and
though he could kick and struggle, yet if he half got up he was
quickly knocked down again. And while he kicked and struggled,
this young viper, this monster of ingratitude, was administering
Buch a punishment as even he, Mathew, had never contemplated
for Ralph.

' Have you had enough ?
' cried the boy at last, out of breath.

' I will murder you, I will Oh, Lord !
' For the punish-

ment began again.

'Stripping of flesh,' said Ralph. 'This you will remember,
cousin, all your life.'
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The alder-branch was like a flail in the lad's strong arm. The
rapidity, the precision, the delicate perception of tender places,

took away the sufferer's breath. There was no sound place left in

the whole of Mathew's body.
' Have you had enough 1 ' cried Ralph.
' I will flay you alive for this—I will. Oh, oh ! I have had

enough.'
* Then,' said Ralph, with one final eflbrt, the effect of which

would be, by itself, felt for a week and more, 'get uj).'

Mathew rose, groaning.
' We have had the last of punishments,' said the boy. 'I will

fight you any day you please, but I will take no more punishments
from you.' He threw down his stick, and put on his coat and
waistcoat, with some tenderness, however, for the first part of the
battle had left its marks.

Now outside, the two women were listening, one with com-
placency, and the other with pity. And the first was ready with
the Bible still open at the Book of Proverbs, which contains quite

an armoury of texts good to hurl at a young transgressor. The
second, with one ear turned to the door of Mathew's room, went
on dishing the beef, which she presently placed upon the table.

There was unusual delay in the sound which generally followed

Ralph's visits to that room. No doubt Mathew was commencing
with a short Commination Service. Presently, however, there

was a great trampling of feet, with the swish, swish of the cane

—

Mathew's first charge.
' Lord ha' mercy ! ' cried Prudence,
' "The rod and reproof give wisdom," ' read her mistress from

the Book.
Then they heard a heavy fall, followed by a heavier, faster,

more determined swishing, hissing, and whistling of the instrument,

till the air was resonant with its music, and it was as if all the boys
in Northumberland were being caned at once.

' Lord ha' mercy !
' repeated Prudence. ' He'll murder the boy.

'

'"A reproof,"' read the other from her place, '"entereth
more into a wise man than a hundred stripes into a fool."

'

There was a pause, and then a sound of voices, and then
another terrific hailstorm of blows.

Both women looked aghast. Was the punishment never to

end?
Then Prudence rushed to the door.
' Mistress,' she cried, ' you may look on while the boy is cut to

pieces—I can't and won't.'

She opened the door. Heavens ! what a sight was that which
met her astonished eyes. The boy, cut and bruised about the face,

was standing in the middle of the room, smiling. The man was
on his hands and knees, slowly rising ; his shirt was torn off his

back : his shoulders were cut to pieces ; he was covered with weals
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and bruises ; his face, scarred and seamed with Ralph's cruel alder-

branch, was dreadful to look upon. He seemed to see nothing
;

he groaned as he lifted himself up ; he staggered where he stood.

Presently he put on his coat with many groans and muttered

curses, and Prudence observed that all the while he regarded the

lad with looks of the most extreme terror and rage. Presently

she began to understand the situation.

' Are you hurt, Master Ralph 1 ' she asked.

'No ; but Mathew is,' said Ralph.
' Mathew,' cried his sister, as the victim of the rebellion staggered

into the room, ' what is this ?

'

He sank into his armchair with a long deep groan, and made
no reply.

' Why, what in the world. Master Ralph ?
' asked the servant.

But the lad had gone. He went upstairs to his own room
;

made up a little bundle of things which he wrapped in a hand-

kerchief, picked out the thickest and heaviest of his cudgels, and

then returned to the kitchen.
' Give me my dinner,' he said.

Barbara had brought out her brother's wig and put it on now,

but he still sat silent and motionless. He was in such an agony of

pain all over, and his nervous system had sustained so terrible a

shock that he could not speak.
' Give me my dinner,' Ralph repeated.

Barbara pointed to the crust of bread. She was appalled by

this mutiny, but she preserved some presence of mind, and she

remembered the bread. Then she sat down again before the Bible

and began to read, like a clergyman while the plate goes round.
'" It is as sport to the Fool to do miscliief."

'

Prudence, the beef being already sei-ved, laid a knife and fork

for each.

'"A Fool's mouth,"' Barbara said, as if she was quoting

Solomon, ' " calleth for roasted beef and a stalled ox. Bread and

water until submission and repentance." '

The young mutineer made no verbal reply. But he dragged

the dish before his own plate, and began to carve for liimself,

largely and generously.
' Mathew !

' cried Barbara, springing to her feet.

' Let be—let be,' said Mathew ;
' let the young devil alone. I

will be even with him somehow. Let be.'

' Not the old way, cousin,' replied Ralph with a nod. He then

helped himself to about a pint or so of the good old October, and

began, his appetite sharpened by exercise, to make the beef dis-

appear in large quantities. Mathew looked on, saying nothing.

The silence terrified his sister. What did it mean? And she

perceived, for the first time, that their ward had ceased to be a

boy and must henceforth be treated as a man. It was a fearful

thought. She shut her Bible and sat back with folded hands,

waiting the issue.
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In course of time even a hungry boy of seventeen has had
enough. Ralph lifted his head at last, took another prolonged

pull at the beer, and told Barbara, politely, that he had enjoyed a

good dinner.

Then he turned to his cousin and addressed him with a certain

solemnity.
' Cousin,' he said, 'you have always hated me, because my

uncle left the mill to me instead of to yourself. Yet you knew
from the beginning that his design was for me to have it. I have

done you no wrong. You have never lost any opportunity of

abusing me before my face and behind my back. You became,

unhappily for me, my guardian. You have never neglected any

chance of flogging and beating me, if you could find a cause. As
regards the ghost business, I was wrong. I deserved punisliment,

but was it the province of a cousin and a guardian to go and lay

information before the Justice of the Peace 1 I shall be seventeen

come next month. In four years this mill and the farm will be

my own. But if I remain with you here I can expect nothing but

hatred and ill-treatment as far as you dare. You have given me
plougliboy's work without a ploughboy's wage, and often without

a ploughboy's food. As for flogging, that is finished, because I

think you have no more stomach for another fight.'

Mathew made no reply whatever, but sat with his head upon
his hands, breatliing heavily.

' I am tired of ill-treatment,' Ralph went on, ' and I shall go

away.'
' Whither, boy ?

' asked Barbara.
' I know not yet. I go to seek my fortune .'

' Go, if you will,' said Mathew ;
' go, in the devil's name

;
go,

whither you are bound to go : long before four years are over vou

will be hanging in chains.'

Ralph laughed and took up his bundle.
' Farewell, Prudence,' he said ;

' thou wast ever kind to me.'

The woman threw her arms about his neck and kissed him with

tears, and prayed that the Lord might bless him. And, as he walked

forth from the house, the voice of Barbara followed him, saying :

' " A whip for the horse, a bridle for the ass, and a rod for the

Fool's back."'

The Fugleman was sitting in the sun before his door in the

castle, smoking a pipe and inclined to be drowsy, when Ralph

appeared with his startling news.

As regards the flogging, the old soldier made light of it.

Nothing can be done in the army without the cat. Had not he

himself once received three hundred all by a mistake, because they

were meant for another man, who escaped. Did he, therefore, bear

malice against his commanding oflicer ? No. But the villainy of

Mathew, first to lay information and then to make an excuse for a

flogging just for pleasure, and to gratify liis own selfish desire to
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be continually flogging, why, that justified the mutiny. As for the
details of the fight, he blamed severely the inexperience in strategy
shown by first knocking down the enemy. He should have expected
better things of Ralph, whose true policy would have been to harass an
annoy his adversary by feints, dodges, and unexpected skirmishes.
This would not only have fatigued him, but, considering his short-
ness of breath, would have worn him out so that he would in the
end have fallen an easy prey, and been cudgelled without resistance
till there was not a sound place left. Besides, it would have made
the tight more interesting, considered as a work of art.

However, doubtless the next time—but then he remembered
that the boy was going away.

' To seek my fortune. Fugleman,' Ralph said gaily. 'Look after

Drusy for me, whUe I am away.'
' Aye—aye,' the Fugleman replied ;

' she shall come to no harm.
And as for money. Master Ralph %

'

' I've got a guinea,' he replied, ' which my uncle gave me tliree

years ago.'
' A guinea won't go far. Stay, Master Ralph.' He went into

his room and came back with a stocking in his hand. ' Here's all

I've got, boy. It is twenty guineas. Take it all. I shall do very
well. Lord ! what with the rabbits and the pheasants '

' Nay,' said Ralph, ' I will not take your savings neither.'

But, presently, being pressed, he consented to take ten guineas
on the understanding that when he came back (his fortune made)
the Fugleman was to receive twenty. And then they parted with
a mighty hand- shake.

Half-way down the street Ralph passed Sailor Nan, who was
sitting on a great stone beside her door, smoking her short black pipe.

' Wliither bound, my lad ?' she asked.
'lam bound to London,' he replied. 'lam off to seek my

fortune.'
' Come here, I will read thy fortune.'

Like most old women, Nan could read a lad's fortune in the
lines of his hand, or by the cards, or by the peeling of an apple.

' A good cruise,' she said, ' with fair wind aft and good weather
for the most part. But storms belike on leaving port. There's a
villain, and fighting and foreign parts, and gold, and a good wife.
Go thy ways, lad. Art no poor puss-faced swab to fear fair fighting.

Go thy ways. Take and give. Trust not too many. And stand
by all old shipmets. Go thy ways.'

He laughed and left her. Yet he was cheered by her kindly
prophecy.

He crossed the old bridge and presently found himself outside
the green palings of Dame Hetherington's house. The girl who
had joined liim in church was in the garden. He whistled, and she
came running.

' I am come to say good-bye, Drusy,' he said j
' I am running

away.'
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' Oh, Ralph, whither 1 And you have a cruel blow upon your
face.'

'I have fought Mathew,' he said, 'and I have beaten him. This
scar upon my face is nothing compared with the scars over his. I

believe he is one large bruise. But I can no longer endure his ill-

treatment and Barbara's continual reproaches. Therefore I am
resolved to remain no longer, but shall go to London, there to seek
my fortune as thy father did, Drusy.

'

They talked for half an hour, she trying to persuade him to

stay, and he resolved to go. Then he went with her into the
house, where he niust needs tell all the story to Dame Hetherington,
who scolded him, and bade Mm get home again and make submis-
sion, but he would not.

Then Drusilla remembered that her father would gladly aid any
lad from Northumberland, and sat down and wrote a letter very
quickly, being dexterous with her pen, and gave it to Ralph
to carry.

' You will find him,' she said, ' at the sign of the Leg and Star

in Cheapside. Forget not that address. Stay, I will write it outside

the letter. Give it him Avith my respect and obedience. Oh,
Ralph, shall you be long before you have found your fortune and
are back to us ?

'

' Nay,' said Ralph, ' I know not what may be my fortune. I go
to find it, like many a lad of old.'

Then, after many fond farewells, Ralph kissed her and trudged

away manfully, while Drusy leaned her head over the garden-gate

and wept and sobbed, and could not be consoled.

CHAPTER in.

HOW RAXPH SOUGHT rORTU>T;.

A YOiryG man's walk from Warkworth all the way to London
cannot fail to be full of interest and adventure. There is, however,

no space here to tell of the many adventures which befell this lad

upon his journey. As for bad roads, he might have expected them,
except that he was young and ignorant and expected nothing, so

that each moment brought him some surprise, and each day taught

him some new experience. As for the people to be met upon the

roads, probably, had he known what to expect, he would have
stopped short and sought fortune at Newcastle, Durham, or York,
rather than have pressed on to London. But he was brave and
full of hope. As to the roadside inns and the bedroom companions,

he was astonished afterwards that he managed to get through all

without having his weasand cut for the sake of his scanty stock of

guineas, so desperate were some of the villains whom he encountered.

Nevertheless, even among the most desperate of rogues, there is
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hesitation about muixler, and even about robbing; lads and persons

of tender years.

He stowed away his money within his waistcoat, keeping in his

pocket nothing but two or three shilUngs for the daily wants
;
yet

it seemed as if every man that he met had sinister designs upon

him. If it was a solitary gipsy lying on the grass by the wayside,

he rose to meet tlie boy as he went by, and looked highway robbery

with resolution, yet refrained when he met equal resolution in the

eyes of the wayfarer, and a stout stick in strong hands, and broad

siaoulders. If itwas a pair of soldiers on the way to join their regiment,

they stopped him, being two brave and gallant dare-devil heroes, and
recommended the turning out of pockets, or else . They swore

terribly, these brave fellows, but a back-hander right and left with

the cudgel, and then a light pair of heels, relieved the wayfarer of

this danger, and left the heroes swearing more terribly than before,

and lamenting the waste of good front teeth.

When he got near Durham he fell upon a party of pitmen out

of work, and therefore parading the road, which is the manner of

pitmen, one knows not what for except for mischief. These gentle-

men of the underground, who have neither religion nor education,

and are, in fact, more savage and heartless than North-American

savages, began to set upon the boy out of pure sport, as if they felt

that somebody must be damaged in order to keep up their own
spirits. They handled him roughly, not for the sake of robbing

him, but because he was young and unprotected, just as on Sundays

they throw at cocks ; and it would have gone badly with him but

for one among them who seemed to be a leader, and with many
frightful imprecations bade his fellows let the boy alone. So they

went on their godless way, and he went his, not much the worse for

a roll in the dust.

As for the mounted highwaymen, they passed him or met him,

riding in splendour, and scorned to fly at such small game as a

country boy walking along the road. Substantial farmers riding

home from market and tradesmen with money in their pockets

were their prey. But Ralph met them in the evenings at the

country inns, where they hardly pretended to disguise their pro-

fession, and bragged and swaggered among the admiring rustics

over their punch, as if there were no such things as gallows and
rope.

Worse than the highwayman was the common foot-pad, the

cowardly and sneaking villain who would rob a little child of a six-

pence—aye, and murder it afterwards to prevent discovery, and
feel no remorse. When these road vagabonds accosted the boy
it was with intent to rob him, even of the coat upon his back

;

whereupon he either fought or else ran away. He fought so

bravely with so stout a heart and so handy a cudgel, and he ran

60 fast, that he came to no harm ; more than that, he left

behind him on the road half-a-score desperadoes at least, who
bore upon their gloomy countenances for life the marks of liis
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cudgel, and swore to have his blood whenever they might meet
with him again.

The road was not, however, a long field of battle for the lad,

like his Progress to Christian the Pilgrim, nor did he meet with

ApoUyon anywhere. There were waggoners to talk with, friendly

hawkers, whom the people call muggers, and faws, or tinkers, who
are too often robbers and pilferers ; also farmers, their wives and
daughters, cattle-drovers, carriers, honest sailors, who would scorn

to rob upon the highway, on their way to join ship, and pleasant

little country towns every eight or ten miles, where one could rest

and talk, and drink a tankard of cool small beer. Then, as it was
early summer, when there are fairs going on in many places, the

roads in some parts were full of the caravans and the show people,

whom Ralph found not only a curious and interesting folk, but also

friendly, and inclined to conversation with a stranger who was not

a rival ; who was ready to offer a tankard ; who admired without

Btint or envy the precious things they had to show, and who
watched with delight unbounded and belief profound, the curious

tricks, arts, artifices, and accomplishments by which they secured a

precarious livelihood. In this way Ralph was so fortunate as to

make personal acquaintance with the Pig-faced Lady, the Two-
headed Calf, the Bous Potamos of Amphibious Beef (stufled, but a

most prodigious monster), and the Italian who played the pipe with

his hands, the cymbals with his elbow, the triangle with his knees,

and the bells with his head, while he made a most ingenious set of

fantoccini dance with his right foot. All this the wonderful Italian

would do, and he was not proud. Then there was the accomplished

Posture Master, who had no joints at all in any of his limbs, but

only flexible hinges turning every way, and could put arms, legs,

head, fingers, and toes in any position he pleased. He had a

monkey who had been taught to imitate him, but with stiffness.

Ralph also was presented to an Albino or Nyctalope, a most illus-

trious lady, vrl\\ hair a silvery white, and skin of incomparable

clearness, but uncertain of temper ; there were the wrestlers,

boxers, and quarterstaff players, honest fellows and staunch

drinkers, who went round from fair to fair to display their skill,

fight with each other Uke Roman gladiators, and pick up the

prizes ; there were the conjurers and magicians, who palmed
things wherever they pleased as if they were helped by a devil or

two ; the seventh son, who read the future for all comers, and
whose boast was that he was never wrong ; the bear-leaders and
badger-baiters ; the flyer through the air, who made nothing of

descending from a steeple-top on a rope with fireworks on his

hands and feet ; the dancers on the tight or slack rope ; the

thrower of somersaults ; the itinerant cock-fighter, who would fight

his cock against all comers for a guinea a side ; the horse-dealer
;

the quack doctor, and his Merry- A.ndrew ; the pedlar with his

pack ; the cheap book-seller, and the ballad-crier, with many more
of the great tribe of wanderers. Ralph walked with them along
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the road, and heard their stories. He also learned some of the

Btrange language in which they talked to each other when minded
not to be understood by the bystanders.

When they came to their destination, and set up their canvas

booths, he stayed too, and enjoyed the fun of the fair. At seven-

teen there is plenty of time to make your fortune, and why grudge a

few days spent in watching the humoms of a country fair ? To be

sure it cost some money, but he had still a good many of his

guineas left, and no one coidd think a shilling or two ill-spent if

one could see Pizarro acted in the most enthralling manner, or hear

the most charming singer in the whole world, dainty with ribbons,

and a saucy straw hat, sing, "Twas a Pretty Little Heart,' or ' Ben
Bowsprit,' or ' Ned, You've no Call to Me.' Besides, there were
the sports. Ralph played the cudgels one day and got a broken
head, and won a ' plain hat, worth sixteen shillings,' but no one
would give him more than four shillings and twopence for it ;

also

he tried a fall, but was thrown by one mightier than himself in the

Cumberland back-stroke ; and he bowled for a cheese but did not

win ; and he longed to run in a sack but thought it beneath the

dignity of a full-grown man. Also, there were lotteries
;
you could

put in and draw everywhere all day long ; there were prizes of six-

pence, and prizes of ten pounds : he put in : sometimes he won,
but oftener lie lost, which is generally the way with sportsmen and
those who wait upon the Goddess of Chance. At this Capua, or

Pai-adise of Pleasures, which was then, and is still, called

Grantham, Ralph had well-nigh taken a step which would have
made his story much less interesting to us, though perhaps fuller of

incident. For he made acquaintance—being a youth of innocent

heart, and apt to believe in the nonesty and virtue of everybody

—

with the company of players. Now it happened, first, that the

troop were sadly in want of a young actor, if only to play up
to the manager's daughter ; and secondly, that this young lady,

who was as beautiful as the day and as vivacious as Mrs. Brace-

girdle (she afterwards became a most famous London actress, and
married an aged earl), cast eyes of favour on the handsome lad,

longed very much for him to play Romeo to her Juliet, or Othello

to her Desdemona, or any other part in which the beauty of a

handsome woman is set oft' by the beauty of a handsome fellow, a

thing which very few actresses can understand : they tliink, which
is a great mistake, that it is better for them to be the only well-

favoured creature on the stage. Wherefore the manager took

Ralph aside privately, and oft'ered him refreshment, either ale, or

rumbo, or Barbadoes water, with tobacco if he chose, and had
serious conversation with him, providing all his victuals and those

as abundant as the treasury would allow, and a salary—say five

shillings a week, to begin in a few months, as soon as he had
learned to act, and to teach him the rudiments ; and the honour
and glory of playing principal parts ; and his own daughter to play

up to
J
and a i)ossible prospect of appearing at Drury Lane.
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It was a tempting offer ; the stage—even the stage in a bam

—

Beemed splendid to the lad ; the voice and manner of the manager
were seductive ; more seductive still was the voice of his daughter.
When she lifted her great eyes and met his he trembled and could
not say her nay ; when she laid her pretty hand upon his, and
begged him to stay with them and be her Romeo, what could he
reply ? Yet he remembered in time that he was on his way to seek
his fortune ; that the troop were obviously out at elbows, all

horribly poor, and apparently badly fed ; that to fall in love with
an actress was not the beginning he had contemplated ; and that
Drusy, for her part, would certainly not consider a strolling actor's

life as the most honourable in the world. He took a resolution :

he would think no more upon those limpid eyes ; he hardened his

heart ; he would fly. He did fly ; but not before the young
actress, who was already beyond his own age, and ought to have
known better, had laid her arms round his neck, and kissed fare-

well, with many tears, to her first love who would not love her in

return. But her father was not displeased, and said, speaking more
from a business point of view than out ofpaternal tenderness, that she
would act the better for the little disappointment, and that it does
them good, when they are young, to feel something of what they
are always pretending. Said it put backbone into their attitudes,

and real tears in their eyes. Nothing on the stage so diflicult

as real tears, except a blush, which cannot be had for love or
money.

Thus it happened that it was four or five weeks before Ralph
got to London.

He arrived by way of Highgate. He reached the top of

Highgate Hill at four in the afternoon. Here he sat down to rest,

and to look upon the city he had come so far to see. There had
been rain, but the clouds had blown over, leaving a blue sky, and
a bright sun, and a clear air. He saw in the distance the towers
and steejjles of London ; his long journey was done ; the fortune lie

came to seek was—where was it l All the long way from Warkworth
it seemed to him that when he reached London he would immedi-
ately find that thing known as fortune in some visible and tangible
form, waiting to be seized by his strong young hands. Yet now
that he saw before him the City of the Golden Pavement it seemed
as if, perhai:)S—it was a chilling thought—he might not know or
recognise, or be able to seize this fortune when he actually saw it.

What is it like—Good Fortune 1 In other words, he began for the
first time to experience the coldness of doubt which sometimes falls

upon the stoutest of us. His cheek was by this time burned a
deeper brown ; his hands were dyed and tanned by the June sun

;

his coat and waistcoat were stained with travel and with rain ; his

shoes were worn tlu'ough the soles ; in his pocket jingled the last

two of his eleven guineas. When they were gone , he reflected with
dismay, what would have to be done I But it was not a time to sit

and tliink. Every fortune must have its beginning ; every young
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adventurer must make a start ; every Dick Whittington must enter

the City of London. He rose, seized his bundle, and set off down
the hill, singing to keep up his spirits, with as much alacrity as if

he were only just starting on his way from Warkworth, and as if

his heart was still warmed by the recollection of his cousin's bruises.

The way from Highgate to London lies along a pleasant road

between tall hedges. On either side are fields and woods, and here

and there a gentleman's seat or the country box of a successful

citizen. Presently the boy reached Highbury, where the road

bends south, and he passed Islington, with its old church and its

narrow shady lanes thick with trees. On his right he saw a great

crowd in a garden, and there was music. This was Sadler's Wells.

Soon after tlois he arrived at Clerkenwell Green, and so by a maze
of streets, not knowing whither he went, to Smithfield, where he
found himseK in the midst of the crowd which fills all the streets

of the city from dawn till night. Such a crowd, men so rough, he
had never seen before. They seemed to take pleasure in jostling

and hustling each other as they went along. It gave occasion for

profane oaths, strange threats, the exhibition of courage, and the

provocation of fear. If they carried loads they went straight ahead,

caring nothing who was in the way. Some were fighting, some
were swearing, some were walking leisurely, some were hastening

along as if there was not a moment to be lost. There were open
shops along one side ; on another side was a great building, but

what it was Ralph knew not. The broad open space was covered

with pens and hurdles for cattle, and at the corners were booths

and carts from which all kinds of things were sold. A man in a

long black gown, with a tall hat and a venerable white beard, stood

upon a platform in one place, a clown beside him, holding some-
thing in his hand and bawling lustily. When he was silent the

clown turned somersaults. Ralph drew nearer and listened. He
was selling a magic balsam which cured wounds as well as diseases.

'Only yesterday, gentlemen,' the quack was saying, 'at four in the

afternoon, a young nobleman was brought to me run through the

body. He bought the balsam, gentlemen, and is already recovered,

though weak from loss of blood.' ' Buy ! buy ! buy !
' shouted the

clown. The people looked on, laughed, and went their way. Yet
some stayed and bought a box of the precious ointment. Then
there was a woman selling gin from a firkin or small cask on a cart.

Her customers sat upon a stool and drank this dreadful stuff,

which, as tiie ingenious Hogarth has shown, makes their cheeks
pale and their eyes dull. And there was a stall in which well-

dressed city ladies sat eating sweetmeats, march pane, and China
oranges, while outside stood a cow, and a woman beside her crying,
' A can of milk, ladies ! A can of red cow's milk !

' The boy
looked about nere a while, and passed on, wondering what great

holiday was going. He knew not where he was, but that he was in

London town. He was to find the sign of the ' Leg and Star ' in

Cheapside. Perhaps he would see it as he walked along. If not,
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he would ask. Meantime the novelty of the crowd and the noise

of the streets pleased him, and he walked slowly with the rest.

He would wait until there passed some gentleman of grave

appearance of whom he could ask the way. But he was in no
hurry. He went on, and although he knew not where he was, he
walked through Giltspur Street, past Cock Lane (where afterwards

appeared the ghost). On his left he saw Newgate, and so through
Great Old Bailey to Ludgate Hill, where, indeed, for the magnifi-

cence of the people and the splendour of the shops he was indeed

astonished. There were few of the rude jostling people here.

Most were gentlemen in powdered wigs, ruffles, and gold-headed

canes, being the better . class of citizens taking the air in the

evening before supper, or ladies in hoops and silks, with gold

chains, fans, and gloves, walking with their husbands or their lovers,

very beautiful to behold. The shops, not yet shut for the day, had
all sorts of signs swinging from the wall. There were the ' Frying
Pan and Drum,' the 'Hog in Armour,' the 'Bible and Swan,' the
' Whale and Crow,' the ' Shovel and Boot,' the ' Razor and Strop,' the
' Axe and Bottle,' the ' Spanish Galleon,' the ' Catherine Wheel,' and

a hundred others. But he saw not the sign of the ' Leg and Star.'

It was growing late. The boy was hungry and tired. He
looked in at a coffee-house, but the company within, the crowds of

fine gentlemen—some drinking coffee, wine, and brandy, and some
smoking pipes—and the gaily-dressed young women who stood

behind the counter, frightened him. He did not dare go in and
call for a cup of coffee ; besides, he had never tasted coffee. Then
he passed a barber's shop, and thought he might ask of the barber,

because at Warkworth the barber was everybody's friend, and
perhaps this city barber might take after so good an example. He
looked in at the open door, but quickly retreated. For witliin the

shop were two or three gentlemen in the hands of the apprentices
;

and one, whose bald head was wrapped in a handkerchief, was
singing some song which began, ' Happy is the child whose father

has gone to the devil,' wliile the barber himself, with an apron on
and a white nightcap, sat in a chair playing an accompaniment on
a kind of guitar. So Ralph went on his way, wondering what next

he should see in London, and where tliis fortune of his might be

found. Presently there came slowly along the street a venerable

gentleman in an ample wig and a full black gown. He seemed to

have a benevolent countenance. Ralph stopped him, and, pulling

of!" his hat, ventured to ask this reverend divine if he would con-

descend to tell him the shortest way to the sign of the ' Leg and

Star ' in Cheapside.
' Stay, young man,' said the clergyman ;

' I am somewhat hard

of hearing.'

He pulled out and adjusted very slowly an ear-trumpet, into

which Ralph bellowed his question. His reverence then removed

the instrument, replaced it in his pocket, and shook liis finger at

the boy.
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*So young,' he said, 'yet already corrupted! Boy, bethink

thee that Newgate is but in the next street.'

With these words he went on his way, and left the lad greatly

perplexed and humbled, and wondering what it was that he was
flupijosed to have said.

It was, in short, seven of the clock when he found himself at

the place whither he was bound. He had been wandering for an
hour and a half, looking about him, and at last ventured to ask

the way of a servant-girl, who seemed astonished that he should

not know so simple a tiling as the most expeditious road to Cheap-
«ide, seeing that it was only the other side of Paul's. But she told

him, and he presently found himself in the broad and wealthy
street called Cheapside.

The ' Leg and Star ' was on the south side, between Bread Street

and Bow Church. It was a glover's shop, and because it was grow-
ing late, the boxes of gloves were now taken from the window, and
the apprentices were putting all away. Ralph stopped and looked
at the sign, then at the fetter—which was not a little crumpled
and travel-stained—and again at the sign. Yes, it must be the

house, the sign of the 'Leg and Star,' in Cheapside.

At the door of the shop stood a tall and jjortly man, between
fifty and sixty years of age, with large red cheeks and double chin.

He was dressed in plain broadcloth and tye-wig, but he wore ruffles

and neckcloth of tine white linen laced, as became a substantial

citizen. Ralph knew it could be none other than Mr. Hetherington,
wherefore he took off his hat and bowed low.

' What is thy business, young man ?
' asked the master glover.

' Sir, I bear a letter from your honour's daughter, now staymg
at W^arkworth, in Northumberland.'

' My daughter ! Then, prithee, boy, who are you ?

'

' My name is Ralph Embleton, and '

' Thou art the son, then, of my old friend, Jack Embleton ?

Come in, lad, come in.' He seized the boy by the arm and dragged
him into the house and across the shop to the sitting-room at the

back. ' Wife ! wife ! ' he cried. ' Here is a messenger from Drusy
with a letter. Give me the letter, boy. And tliis is young Ralph
Embleton, son of my old friend and gossip. Jack Embleton, with
whom I have had many a fight in the old days. Poor Jack ! poor
Jack ! WeU, we live. Let us be thankful. Make the boy
welcome

;
give him supper. IMake him a bed somewhere. What

art thou doing in tliis great place, lad ? So the letter—aye ! the

letter.'

He read the superscription, and slowly opened it and began to

read :

' Dear and Hon'd Parents—The bairer of this is Rafe, who has
run away from cruell treetment, and wants to make his fortune in

London. He will tell you that I am well, and that I pray for your
helthe, and that you will be kind to Rafe.—Youi" loving and dutiful

d'ter, ' Dkusxlla.'
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'So,' went on the merchant, 'cruel treatment. Who hath
cruelly ill-treated thee, boy ?

'

' I have run away, sir,' he said, ' from my cousin Mathew
Humble, because he seeks every opportunity to do me a mischief.

And, since he is my guardian, there is no remedy but to endure or

to run away.'
' Ah, Mathew Humble, who bought my farm. Sam Embleton

married his father's sister. Did your Uncle Sam leave Morwick
Mill to Mathew ?

'

' No, sir ; he left it to me.'
' And Mathew is your guardian ? Yet the mill is your own, and

you have run away from your own projierty % Morwick Mill is a

pretty estate. It likes me not. Yet you would fain seek your

fortune in London. That is well. Fortune, my lad, is only to be

made by men of resolute hearts, like me.' He expanded as he
spoke, and seemed to grow two feet higher and broad in proportion.
' And strong arms, like mine '—he hammered his chest as if it had
been an anvil,— ' and keen eyes, like mine. Weak men fail and
get trampled on in London. Cowardly men get set on one side,

while the strong and the brave march on. I shall be, without

doubt, next year, a Common Councilman. Strong men, clever

men, brave men, boy, march, I say, from honour to greater honour.

I shall become Alderman in two or three years, if Providence so

disposes. There is no limit to the exalted ambitions of the London
citizen. You would climb like me. You would be, some day, my
Lord Mayor. It is well. It does you credit. It is a noble ambition.'

Meantime a maid had been spreading the table with supper, and,

to say the truth, the eyes of the boy were turned upon the cold

meats with so visible a longing, that the merchant could not

choose but observe his hunger. So he bade him sit and eat. Now,
while Ralph devoured his supper, being at the moment one of the

hungriest lads in all England, the honest glover went on talking

in grand, if not boastful language, about himself and his great

doings. Yet, inexperienced as he was, Ralph could not but

wonder, because, although the merchant was certainly past fifty

years of age,the great things were all in the future. He would become
one of the richest merchants in London ; he would be Lord Mayor;

he would make his daughter a great heiress ; he designed that she

should marry a lord at least. At this announcement Ralph blushed

and his heart sank. One of the reasons, said the merchant, why
he kept her still in Northumberland was that he did not wish her

to return home until they were removed to a certain great house

which he had in his mind, but had not yet purchased.
_
She should

go in silk and satin ; he would give such great entertainments that

even the king should hear of tliem ; London was ever the city for

noble feasting. And so he talked, until the lad's brain reeled for

thinking of all these splendours, and he grew sad in thinking how-

far off Drusilla would be as, one by one, all these grandeurs

became achieved.
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Another thing he observed : that while the husband talked in

his confident and braggart way, the wife, who was a thin woman,
Bat silent and sometimes sighed. Why did she sigh % Did she want
to live on in obscurity ? Had she no ambition ?

Then the merchant filled and lit a pipe of tobacco, and pro-

ceeded to tell Ralph how he would have to begin upon this ambitious

career in search of fortune. Fii'st, he would have to be an appren-

tice. 'I was myself,' said Mr. Hetherington, 'an apprentice,

though who would think it now % ' As an apprentice, he would
sweep and clean out the shop, open it in the morning, and shut it

at night, wait upon the customers all day, run errands, obey duti-

fully his master, learn the business, watch his master's interests,

behave with respect to his betters, show zeal in the despatch of

work, get no holidays or playtime, never see the green fields except

on Good Fridaj^s, take for meals what might be given him, which
would certainly not be slices ofi' the sirloin, and sleep under the

counter at night. In short, the shoji would be his work-room, his

parlour, his eating-room, and his bed-room.

The boy listened to his instructions with dismay. Was this the

road to fortune ? Was he to become a slave for some years %

But—after ? His apprenticeship finished, it appeared that he
might, if he could find money, open a shop, and become a master.

But most young men, he learned, found it necessary to remain in

the employment of their masters for some years, and in some cases

for the wliole term of their natural lives.

He did not consider that he had already such a fortune as would,
if laid out with judgment, enable him to open a shop or to buy a
partnership. He forgot at the time that he was the owner of Mor-
wick Mill. It seemed to him, being so young and inexperienced,

that he had run away from his inheritance, and abandoned it to

Mathew. He, too, might therefore have to remain in a master's

emploj'ment. This was fine fortune, truly, to be a servant all your
days. And the boy began already even to regret his Cousin
Mathew's blows and Barbara's cruel tongue.

His pipe finished, the merchant remembered that at eight his

club would meet, and therefore left the lad with liis wife.
' Boy,' she leaned over the table and whispered eagerly as soon

as her husband was gone, ' have you come up to London without
money to become a merchant %

'

'Indeed, madam,' he replied, ' I know not what I may become.'
'Then fly,' she said; 'go home again. Follow the plough,

become a tinker, a tailor, a cobbler—anything that is honest.

Trade is uncertain. For one who succeeds a dozen are broke
;
you

know not, any moment, but that you also may break. Your for-

tune hangs upon a hundred chances. Alas ! if one of these fail,

there is the Fleet, or may be Newgate, or Marshalsea, or ^Miite-

cross Street, or tlie King's Bench, or the Clink—there are jilenty

of places for the bestowal of poor debtors—for yourself, and for

your vv'ife and innocent children ruin and starvation.'

l2
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* Yet,' said Ralph, ' Mr. Hetherington is not anxious.*
' He leaves anxiety,' she replied bitterly, ' to his wife.'

Then she became silent, and spoke no more to the boy, but sat

with her lips working as one who conversed with herself. And
from time to time she sighed as if her heart was breaking.

In the morning the merchant was up betimes, and began again

upon the glories of the city.

' Art still of the same mind ?
' he asked. * Wilt thou be like

Wliittington and Gresham, and me, also one of those who climb the

tree?'

Then Ralph confessed with a blush—which mattered nothing,

so deep was the ruddy brown upon his cheek—that he found city

honours dearly bought at the price of so much labour and confine-

ment.
' Then,' said his adviser in less friendly tones, * what will

you do ?

'

Ralph asked if there was nothing that a young man may do
besides work at a trade or sit in a shop.

' Why, truly, yes,' Mr. Hetherington replied with severity ;
' he

may become a highwayman, and rob upon the road, taking their

money from honest tradesmen and poor farmers—a gallant life

indeed, and so he will presently hang in chains, or be anatomised

and set up in Surgeons' Hall. There is the end of your fresh air

for you.'

'But, with respect, sir,' Ralph persisted, 'I mean in an honest

way.'
'If he is rich enough he may be a scholar of Cambridge, and

so take orders, or he may become a physician, or a la-\vyer, or a
schoolmaster, or a surgeon, and go to sea in His Majesty's ships

and lead a dog's life, or a soldier and go a fighting
'

' Let me be a soldier,' cried the boy.
' Why, why ? But you must first get His Majesty's commission,

and to get this you must beg for letters to my Lord Tliis and my Lord
That, and dangle about great houses, praying for their influence,

and bribe the lacqueys, and then perhaps never get your commis-
sion after all.'

This was discouraging.

'Rolling stones, lad,' said the great merchant, 'gather no
moss. Better stand quiet behind the counter, sweep out the shop,

serve customers, and keep accounts, and perhaps some day be
partner and grow rich.'

But Ralph hung his head.
' Then how can I help thee, foolish boy 1 Yet, because I knew

thy father, and for Drusy's sake Stay, would you go to

India r
To India ! Little, indeed, of the great doings in India reached

the town of Warkworth. Yet Ralph had heard the Vicar talking

with Mr. Camaby of Colonel Clive and the famous battle of Plassy.

To India ! His eye flashed.
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'Yes, sir ; I would willingly go to India.'
' My worthy friend, Mr. Nathaniel Silvertop, is in the service

of the Comjjany. Come, let us seek his counsel.'

They walked, the boy being much astonished at the crowd, the

noise, and the never-ceasing business of the streets, down Clieap-

side, through the Poultry, past the new Mansion House and the

Royal Exchange, into Cornliill, where stands the Honourable East
India Company's House, a plain solid building, adorned with
pillars of the Doric order. Mr. Hetherington led the way into a
great hall, where was already assembled a crowd of men who had
favours to ask of the directors, and finding a servant he sent his

name to Mr. Silvertop.

Presently, for nothing was done in undignified haste in this

house, Mr. Silvertop himself—a gentleman of three score, and of

grave appearance—descended the stairs. To him Mr. Hetherington
unfolded his business.

Here, he said, was a young fellow from Northumberland, heir

to a small and pretty estate, but encumbered for three or four years

to come with a guardian, whose affection he appeared to have un-
fortunately lost, so that it would be well for both to remain apart;

but he was a young gentleman of roving tastes, who would fain

see a little of the world, and—but this he whispered—a brave
and bold fellow.

]\Ir. Silvertop regarded the lad attentively.
' Our writers,' he said solemnly, ' go out on small salaries.

They seldom rise above four hundred or five hundred pounds a
year at the most. Yet—mark this, young gentleman—so great are

their chances in India that they sometimes come home at forty,

or even less, with a hundred—aye, two hundred thousand pounds.
Think upon that, boy ! So great a tiling it is to serve this

Honourable Company.'
The boy's eyes showed no emotion. A dull dog, indeed, he

seemed to Sir. Silvertop, not to tremble at the mere mention of so

vast a sum.
' Leave him here, my good friend,' said Mr. Silvertop. ' I

have business, but I will return and speak with him again. He
can walk in the hall and wait.'

JMr. Hetherington went his way, and Ralph waited.

After an hour or so, he saw Mr. Silvertop coming down the
stairs again. He was escorting, or leading to the door, or in some
way behaving in respectful and deferential fashion to a tall and
splendid gentleman, brave in scarlet, wearing a sash and a sword
and a gold-laced hat. At the foot of the stairs, Mr. Silvertop

bowed low to this gentleman, who joined a little group of gentle-

men, some of them also in scarlet. He seemed to be the chief

among them, for they all behaved to him with the greatest respect.

Then Mr. Silvertop looked about in the crowd, and spying Ralph,
beckoned him to draw near and speak with him.

'So,' said Mr. Silvertop, 'you are the lad. Yes, I remember.

'
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Ralph thought it strange that he should not remember, seeing that

it was but an hour or so since Mr. Silvertop had spoken last with
him. ' You are recommended hy my friend Mr. Hetherington.
Well, I know not—we are pestered with applications for our writer-

Bhips. Every runaway'—Ralph blushed—'every out-at-elbows

yomiger son '—the great gentleman in scarlet, who was close at

hand, here turned his head and looked at the lad with a little in-

terest— ' every poor curate's brat who can read and cypher wants
to be sent to India.'

' You cannot, sir,' said the gentleman in scarlet, ' send too many
Englishmen to India. I would that the whole country was ruled

by Englishmen—yet not by quill-drivei'S.'

He added the last words in a lower voice, yet Ralph heard
them.

Mr. Silvertop bowed low, and turned again to the boy.
' A writership,' he continued, ' is the greatest gift that can be

bestowed upon a deserving lad. Remember that, and if—but I

cannot promise. I would oblige my friend if I could—but I will

not undertake anything. With my influence—yet I do not say for

certain ; a vsTitership is a greater matter than you seem to think

—

1 might bring thy case before the directors. Is thy handwriting
fair, and thy knowledge of figures absolute ?

'

Ralph blushed, because Iiis handwriting was short of the clerkly

standard.

'I thank you, sir,' he said, 'but I love not writing. I would
rather carry a sword than a pen.'

' Ta-ta-ta,' replied Mr. Silvertop, whose influence lay wholly in

the mercantile department of the company. ' We waste om" time.

A Bword ! I know naught of swords. Go thy ways, boy—go thy

ways. Is London City, think you, a place for the carriage of

swords ! Go, take the king's shilling, and join a marching regi-

ment. I warrant you enough of swords and bayonets.'

Ralph bowed and turned away sadly. The gentleman in scarlet,

who had apparently been listening to the conversation, followed

him to the doors with thoughtful eyes.
' A lad who would rather handle a sword than a pen,' he said.

* Are there many such lads left in this city of trade and greed ?

'

They looked, at the ' Leg and Star,' that day, for the return of

the young Northumbrian in time for dinner. But he came not
;

nor did he come at night ; nor did he ever come. No one knew
whither he had gone or what had become of him, and much Mr.
Hetherington feared that in this wicked town he had been enticed

by some designing wretch to his destruction.
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CHAPTER IV.

dkusilla's story.

I WAS bom in Cheapside, almost beneath the bells of Bow, on
October 5, in the year of grace 1753, being the fifth and youngest

child of Solomon Hetherington and Prudence his wife. My fatlier

was a citizen and glover, a Member of the Honoui-able Company of

Glovers, his ambition being always to be elected, before becoming
Lord Mayor, Master of his Company. These ambitions are laud-

able in a city merchant, yet, alas ! they are not always attained, and
in my unhappy father's case they were very far from being reached,

as you shall presently hear.

There is, I am told, some quality in the London air which
cause th the city, in spite of much that is foolish as regards cleanli-

ness, to be a healthy place, and favourable to children. So that,

for my own part, though I was brought up in the very centre and
heart of the city, with no green fields to run in, nor any gardens

save those belonging to th(e Drapers' Company, I, as well as my
brothers and sisters, was a healthy and well-faring child up to the

age of eight, when I, with all my brothers and sisters, was afflicted

with that scourge of mankind, small-pox. Tliis dreadful disease,

to the unspeakable grief of my parents, killed their four eldest

children, and spared none but myself, the youngest, and a girl. To
lose tlu'ee strong and promising boys, the hope of the house, as

well as a girl of fom-teen, already beginning to be useful, was a most
dreadful thing, and I wonder that my mother, who passionately

loved her boys, ever recovered cheerfulness. Indeed, until her dying
day she kept the annual recurrence of this day, which robbed her
of her children—for they all died on the same day—in pi'ayer and
fasting and tears. Yet I was left, and, by fm-ther blessing of

Heaven, I recovered so far that, although I was weakly and ailing

for a long time, I was not marked by a single spot or any of those

ugly pits, which sometimes ruin many a woman's beauty and thereby
rob her of that choicest blessing, the love of a husband. So dif-

ferent, however, was I from the stout and hearty girl before the
small-pox, that my parents were advised that the best chance to

save my life—this being for the time their chief and even their

only hope—was to send me into the country, there to live in fresh

pure air, running in the sun, and fed on oatmeal porridge, good
milk, fat bacon, and new-laid eggs.

Then my father bethought him of his own mother who lived far

away indeed from London, namely at Warkworth, in Northumber-
land. And he proposed to my mother that they should take this

long journey, carrying me with them, and leave me for a while in

charge of my grandmother ; which being done, and my health show-
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ing signs of amendment, tliey were constrained to go back to their

i>wn business, leaving me in good hands, yet with sorrowful hearts,

because they were going home without me. And for six or seven
years I saw them no more.

No girl, to be sure, had kinder treatment or more indulgent
governess than myself. My grandmother, Dame Hetherington

—

though not a lady by birth, but only a farmer's daughter—lived in

the house which stands outside the town, beyond the bridge, among
the trees. You may know it by its garden and green railings. It

is a small house, yet large enough for the uses and wants of an old

lady and a single serving-maid. She was then about seventy years

of age, but this is considered young in Northumberland, and I have
seen many ladies from London and the south country, or even out

of Scotland, who at fifty were not so active. She lived upon an
annuity, forty pounds a year, which her son bought for her when
he sold liis father's farm of tliirty acres ; it was bought by Mathew
Humble. As for the cottage, it was also my father's, and the Dame
lived in it, rent free.

It was the Dame, my grandmother, who taught me all household
things, such as to spin, to sew, to darn, to hem, to knit, to em-
broider, to bake and brew, to make puddings, cakes, jellies, and
conserves, to compound skilfully cowslip, ginger, and gooseberry

wine ; to clean, sweep, dust, and keep in order my own and all the

other rooms in the house. It was the Vicar's wife who undertook
—there being no school in the town, save a humble Dame's school

—

to teach me reading, writing, cyphering, together with my Catechism
and the Great Scheme of Cluistian Redemption, of which, being

the daughter of pious parents, I already possessed the rudiments.

There were not many books to read in the house, because my grand-

mother did not read ; but there were the Bible, the Apocrypha, the

Pilgrim's Progress, a book of Hymns and Pious Songs, and a
bundle of the cheap books which tell of Valentine and Orson, Dick
Whittington, the last Appearance of the Devil, and the latest

Examples of Divine Wrath against fools and profligates.

But because the Dame, my grandmother, was a wise woman,
and reflected that I was sent away from London in order to recover

my health and grow strong, I was allowed and encouraged to run
about in the open air as much as possible, so that, as this part of

England is quite safe, and there are here few gipsies (who mostly

stay on the other side of Cheviot) nor any robbers on the road—
nor, indeed, any road at all to signify—I very soon grew to know
the whole country within the reach of a hearty girl's feet.

There is plenty to see, though this part of Northumberland is

flat, while the rest is wild and mountainous. Firstly, there are the

ruins of the old castle, about which it is always pleasant for a child

to run and climb, or for a grown person to meditate on the vanity

of earthly things, seeing that this pile of ruins was once a great and
stately castle, and this green sward was once hidden beneath the

feet of fierce soldiers, who now are dust and ashes in the grave-yard.
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From the castle one looks down upon the Coquet, which would
ever continue in my eyes the sweetest of rivers, even were I to see
the far-famed Tiber, or the silver Thames, or the great Ganges, or
the mysterious Nile, or even the sacred Jordan. It winds round
the foot of the hill on which the castle is built. There is one spot
upon its banks where I have often stood to watch the castle rising;

proudly—albeit, in ruins—above the hill, and wholly reflected in
the tranquil waters below. It was my delight to scramble down
the banks and to wander fearless along the windings of the tortuous
stream, watching the brightness of its waters, now deep, now broad,
now silent, now bubbling with the fish leaping up and disappearing,
and the woods hanging on the rising bank. If you sat quite quiet,

moving not so much as a finger, you might, if you were lucky,
presently see a great otter swimming along in the shadow of the
bank, and you would cei'tainly see a water-rat sitting in the sun.
But if you move so much as an eyelid the rat drops into the water
like a stone. Or if you crossed the river, which you can very easily

do in some parts by taking off your shoes and stockings and wading,
you could go visit the Hermitage. There is the little chapel in

which the hapless solitary prayed, and the figure wliich he rudely
sculptured, and even the stone bed on which he lay and the steps

of the altar worn by his knees. But children think little of these
things, and to me it was only a place where one could rest in cool
shade when the sun was hot, or seek shelter from the cold blast of

the winter wind.
Higher up the river was Morwick Mill, where Ralph Embleton

lived with his uncle.

Or, again, if instead of crossing the bridge and going up to the
castle, you walked across the fields which lay at the back of the
garden—wild and barren fields covered with tufts of coarse grass

—

you came, after half a mile or so of rough walking, to the sea-shore,

fringed with low sand-hills. It was an endless joy to run over these
hills and explore their tiny valleys and peaks of twenty feet high at

least. Or one could wander on the sands, looking at the waves, an
occupation which never tires, or watching sea-gulls sailing with
long white wings in the breeze, or the little oxbirds on the sands.

If you walked down instead of up the river, you came, after three
miles, to its mouth and the little town of Amble, where every man
is a fisherman.

Beyond the town, half a mile out to sea, lies the little island of

Coquet. Ralph once rowed me across the narrow channel, and we
explored the desert island and thought of Robinson Crusoe, which
he had read and told me. But this was before the time when we
took to pretending at ghosts.

In those days, which seem to have been so happy, and I dare
say were, Ralph was free, and could come and go as pleased
him best, save that he went every morning to the Vicar, who
taught him Latin and Greek, and sometimes remembered—but in

kindly moderation—the advice of Solomon. The reason of tliis
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freedom was that his uncle, with whom he lived, loved the lad

greatly, and intended great things for him, even designing that

he should become a great scholar and go to Cambridge. For onco
there was a member of his family who took to learning and rose

from being a poor scholar in that university, which has ever been a
kindly nurse or foster-mother of poor scholars, to be a Doctor of

Divinity and a Bishop. But my Ralph was never to be a Bishop,

nor even a Doctor of Divinity. And a sad change was to happen
at the mill.

Everybody was our friend in those days, from Mr. Cuthbert
Carnaby, Justice of the Peace, and the Vicar, down to Sailor Nan
and her lodger, Dan Gedge, the Strong Man. Everybody had a
kind word for Ralph, and nobody told me then how wicked it was
to run about with a boy of such unnatural depravity. This, as you
will see, was to come. He was a tall boy for his years, and he was
six years older than myself, which proves how good-natured he
must have been, for few boys of fifteen or sixteen care for the com-
panionship of a girl of nine or ten. As for his face, it has always

been the dearest face in the woi'ld to me, and always will be, so

that I know not wliether other people would call it a handsome
face. His eyes were eager, as if—which was the case—he always
wanted to be up and doing. They were blue eyes, because he was
a Northumberland lad, yet not soft and dreamy eyes, as is too

often the case with the people of the north. His face was oval and
his features regular. He carried his head thrown back, and walked
erect with both hands ready, as if there was generally a fight to be
expected, and it was well to be prepared. To be sure, Ralph was
one of those who love a fight and do not sulk if they are beaten,

but bide a bit and then on again.

On Sunday afternoons, who so ready as he at quarterstaff or

wrestling, or any of the manly sports ? As regards the cock-fighting,

bull-baiting, and dog-fighting, with which our common people so

love to inflame their passions and to destroy their sensibility,

Ralph would none of it, because he loved dogs, and, indeed, all

animals. But at an otter-hunt he was always to the front. He was
not fond of books and school-learning, yet he loved to read of

foreign lands and of adventures. The Vicar lent him such books,

and he told me, long before I thought that he too would become
such an one himself, of Pizarro, Cortes, Raleigh, and Francis Drake
(not to speak of Robinson Crusoe and Captain Gulliver), and of

what great things they did and what fine places they visited. A
brave boy always, whose heart leaped up when he heard of brave
things.

AU the town, I have said, were our friends. But of course we had
some who were more with us tlian others. For instance, what should

we have been without the Fugleman 1 To those who do not know
him he was the chief terror of the town, being so stern and lean in

appearance, so stiff' and upright, and, besides, oflicially connected

with such things as stocks, whipping-post, pound, and pilL^rj* :

names of rebuke. To Ralph and to me he was a trusted and
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thoughtful friend, almost a playfellow. His room at the gateway
of the castle, to which he had fitted a door and a window of glass in

a wooden frame, was full of things curious and delightful. He had
eggs strung in long festoons round the walls, and could tell us where
to look for the nests in spring ; he had a ferret in a box ; he had
fishing-rods and nets ; he had trajis for wild fowl, and for rabbits

;

he had a fowling-piece, and he could tell us stories without
end of his campaigns. Why, this brave fellow, who was for

thirty years and more in the Fourteenth Berkshire Regiment,
could tell us of the great review held on Salisbury Plain by
his Majesty Iving George the First, of pious memory. He could
tell us of the famous Siege of Gibraltar, when the regiment was
commanded by Colonel Clayton, and of the battle of Dettingen,
where that gallant officer was killed ; of Culloden and the Young
Pretender. A brave regiment ahvays and strong in Protestant
faith, though much given to drink, and only kept in paths of

virtue by strict discij^line and daily floggings.

Had it not been for the Fugleman—and Sailor Nan, of whom
more anon—I for one should never have learned about foreign

places at all, any more than the rest of us in Warkworth. Now,
indeed, having heard him talk about them so often, I seem to know
the phlegmatic Dutch and the slow German, and the Frenchmen
with their love of glory, and the Spaniards with their Pajjistical

superstitions, and the cruel ways of the Moors, because the Four-
teenth were once at Tangiers.

Ralph, of course, knew much more than I, because he was more
curious, being a boy, and asked many more questions, being always,

as I have said ah-eady, thirsty for information concerning other
people. No one else in Warkworth had been abroad, not even
Mr. Carnaby, though gentlemen of good birth, hke himself, some-
times made the grand tour in their youth, accompanied by tutors.

Yet INIr. Carnaby said that they often learned more wickedness
than good, and would have been better at home. No one else

talked about foreigners or knew anything of them, finding sufficient

subject for conversation in the weather and the events of the day
in to\vn and countiy side. I do not except Sailor Nan, although
she had sailed over many seas, because a person who only goes to

sea remains always, it seems to me, in one spot.

Northumberland ig enough, indeed, for the Northumbrians.
To begin with, there is no part of England where there is so much
left to be told by the old women, who are ever the collectors and
treasurers of things gone by and old stories. ^Vhy, men are as

wasteful of their recollections as of their money, and were it not for

the women, the past would perish. It seems to me as if the Dame
could never come to an end with the tales she told me, the songs she
sang me (in a pretty voice still, though a little cracked with age), the
proverbs she had for every occasion, and the adventures of many people
with ghosts and fairies. There was the story of the Loathly Worm
of Bamborough, to begin with, and the terrible tale of Sir Guy the

Seeker. I have stood amid the ruins of Dunstanburgh and
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wondered where might be the door through which he entered

when he found the beautiful lady. Then there was the story of

the farmer who found King Arthur and all his knights in an en •

chanted sleep, under Sewing Shields Castle. He saw waiting for

the first comer a sword and a horn. He drew the sword, indeed,

but was too terrified to blow the horn.

Oh, woe betide that evil day
On which the witless wight was bom,

Who drew the sword, the garter cut,

But never blew the bugle-horn.

There was the story of the simple man of Ravensworth who
died, and was dead for twenty-four hours, during which he was
permitted to see both Heaven and Hell, and was sent back to earth

to tell the Bishop that he must prepare for death. There was the

storj' of the other simple countryman who had a dream of treasure.

In his dream he saw the place where the treasure lay. It was

in a triangular space made by three great stones beneath the

ground. That simple man was so foolish as to tell his dream.

Again the dream came to him. This time he got up early in the

morning and went out, spade in hand, to dig. Alas ! he was too

late. Someone else had been there before him, guided by the

first dream, and all that was left was the triangular space made
by the three great stones. There was the other treasure-story con-

nected with the name of Nelly the Knocker. Nelly the Knocker
was the ghost of an old woman. She came every evening at dusk,

and she stationed herself before a great stone standing by the

road-side near a farm. Here she knocked with a hammer. Every-

body had seen her—no one was afraid of her ; the rustics were so

used to her that they passed her without a shudder, though, of

course, no one ventured quite close to her ; her tapping was heard

a long way off. One day two men thought they would dig under

the stone, to see if anything was there. They dug, and they found

a great pot full of gold coins. So that Nelly the Knocker was

justified of her knocking. But she came no more. There was still

anotlier story of treasure : how it lay buried under a great stone,

and how those who would dig for it were frightened away by a

figure in white which seemed to fly from under it, no one having

courage to remain after the appearance of that figure. There were,

lastly, the stories of the fairies who were brought into the country

by the Crusaders, never having been heard of before. I have since

•wondered how they were brought : whether in boxes, or in cages,

or in what other way. Those of Northumberland have yellow hair
;

they live in chambers under green hills; they have a great day of

meeting every year—namely, on the eve of Roodsmass, called by
some Hallowe'en. The cliief mischief they do—it is, to be sure, a

very great mischief—is to steal the babies (wherefore at reaping-

time it is most dangerous to leave their little children under the

hedges) and to substitute changelings.
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' My dear,' said the Dame, gravely, ' I have known such a
changeling. His name was Little Hobbie o' the Castleton ; he was
a dwarf, and wratliful by disposition, insomuch that he would draw
his gully upon any of the boys who offended him. But his legs

were short, whereby he was prevented from the wickedness of

murder, or at least striking and wounding.'
There was also the Brown Man of the Moors, but one feared him

not at Warkworth, where there are no moors. And there was the
fearful Ghost of Black Heddon, known as Silky, becaiise she always
appeared dressed in silk ; a stately dame, the sight of whom terrified

the stoutest.

These are only a few of the tales with wliich my childish head
was filled, and though I know that scoffers may laugh, in an age
which aflects with incredible boldness to disbelieve even the most
sacred things, Ave of the country know very well that these things

are too well authenticated not to be true. As regards Silky, for

instance, the man was still living and could be spoken with when I

was a girl, who, being then a youth of tender years, proposed to

personate the figure in white wliich sometimes stood or sat by the
bridge on the road to Edlingham from Alnwick. He put on a
sheet and sat upon the bridge, expecting to frighten passengers.

Lo ! beside him he saw, suddenly, the real ghost, saying never a
word. And at sight of her he fell backwards over the bridge into

the water and broke his leg, so that he went halt to his dying day.

This ought to have been a warning both to Ralph and myself : but,

alas ! it was not.

Sailor Nan, who lived in a cottage up the street between the

church and the castle, had seen many ghosts, but hers were sea-

ghosts, because, though she had sailed in a great many seas, she

had never been ashore—I do not count an hour's run among
grog-shops going ashore—in foreign parts, except at Portobello,

when that jjlace was taken in the year 1739, when she was with
Admiral Burford, being also captain of the foretop, and at the time
about thirty-six years of age ; here, by reason of a wound, her sex

was discovered, so that they disrated her and sent her home. Her
memory being good and her recollections being copious, her house
was much frequented by young people who loved to hear how she
boarded the 'Santa Isabella' when aboard the ' Dorsetshire,' under
Admiral Delaval, or how she was present at the famous cutting out
of the pirate, with the hangings at the yard-arm of the pirate

captain and all his crew, and how the ghost of the carpenter

(unjustly hanged) haunted the main deck. She was at this time

—

I mean at the time when Ralph did penance^about sixty years of

age. She wore a sailor's tlrree-coniered hat, cocked, a thick

woollen wrapper round her neck, and petticoats almost as short as

a sailor's. She wore also thick worsted stockings and men's shoes,

so that it was difficult to understand that she was a woman and not
a man. Her voice could be either rough and coarse like a sailor's,

or thin like a woman's, as she pleased ; round her waist she tied a
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cord, which had a knife at the end of it. She smoked tobacco

continually, and drank as much rum as ever she could get. She
lived chiefly by selling tansy cakes. After she was dismissed from
the navy she married twice. Her first husband was hanged for

selling a stolen pig at Morpeth Fair, and her second hanged himself

—some said on account of his wife's cudgel. ' Hinneys,' she would
Bay, ' it's a fine thing to dee your own fair death.' Her conver-

Bation was full of strange sea oaths, and she was still as strong as

most men are at thirty, with thick brawny arms and sturdy feet, a

woman who feared no man. Besides her tansy cakes she told

fortunes to those who would give her silver, and she grew in her

garden, and sold, marsh and marigold. A tough, hardened old

woman, her face beaten and battered by all kinds of weather, who
sat outside her door on a big stone all day long, winter and summer,
rain, snow, frost, hail, east wind, south wind, sunshine, cloud, or

clear, smoking a black pipe of tobacco, and carrying in her hand
a stick with which she threatened the children when they ran after

her, crying, ' Sailor Nan, Sailor Nan ; half a woman, half a man !

'

But I do not think that she ever harmed any of them. People
came to see her from all the country-side, partly to talk with her,

because she was so full of stories, and partly to look at a woman
who had actually carried a cutlass, handled pike and marlinspike,

been captain of the foretop, brandished a petty ofiicer's rope's-end,

manned a boat, fought ashore side by side with the redcoats, and
valiantly boarded an enemy. In the end she lived to be a hundred
and eight, but she never altered or looked any older, or lost her

faculties, or drank less rum, or smoked less tobacco.

When Ralph was nearly fifteen a great and terrible misfortune

befell him. His uncle, Mr. Samuel Embleton, though not an old

man, died suddenly. After he was buried it was found that he had
left by will Morwick Mill and the farm, his household furniture,

his books, which were not many, and all the money he had in the

world, to Ralph as his sole heir. This inheritance proved at first

the cause of great unhappiness to the boy. For, unfortunately, the

will named Mathew Humble as the guardian and executor, to whum
the testator devised his best wig and his best coat with his second-

best bed and a gold-headed stick. Now it angered Mathew to

think that he, being also nej^hew and sister's son of Samuel
Embleton, of Morwick Mill, was left no part or portion of this

goodly heritage. It would seem that knowing his uncle's design to

send Ralph to Cambridge, and his hope that he would become a

credit to the family and a pillar of the Church, he had hoped and
even grown to believe firmly and to expect it as a right, that the

mill at least, if not the farm, or a portion of it, would be left to

him. It was, therefore, a bitter blow for him to find that he waa
left nothing at all except what he could make or save as guardian

of the heir and administrator of the estate, with free quarters at

the mill, for six years. Surely for a man of probity and common
Bense that would have been considered a great deal.
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He came, with his sister, who was as much disappointed as
himself, in a spirit of rancour, malice, and envy. He regarded the
innocent boy as a supplanter. The first thing he did was to inform
him that he should have no skulking or idleness. He therefore
put a stop to the Latin and Greek lessons from the Vicar, and
employed the boy about the work of the place, giving him the
hardest and the most disagreeable tasks on the farm. For freedom
was substituted servitude ; for liberty, restraint ; for affection and
kindness, harsh language and continual floggings ; while Barbara
with her tongue, that ill-governed weapon of women, made him
feel, for the first time in his life, how idle, how useless, how greedy
a creature he was. The boy bore with all, as meekly as was his
duty, for quite two years. But he often came to me, or to the
Fugleman, with fists clenched, declaring that he would endure this
ill-usage no longer, and asking in wonder what he had done to
deserve it. And at such times he would swear to leave the mill and
run away and seek his fortune anywhere—somewhere in the world.
It was always in his mind, from the first, when Mathew began his
ill-treatment, that he would run away and seek his fortune. In
this design lie was strengthened by the examj^le of my father, who
left the village when a boy of fourteen to seek his fortune, and
found—you shall hear presently what he found. I dissuaded Mm,
as much as I could, because it was dreadful for me to think of
being left without him, or of his running about the country helpless
and friendless. The Fugleman, who knew the world and had
travelled far, pointed out to him very sensibly that he would have
to endure this hardness for a very short time longer, that he was
already sixteen and as tall as most men, and could not for very
shame be flogged much more ; while, as for Barbara's tongue, he
declared that a brave man ought not to value what a woman said

—

let her tongue run as free as the serjeant at drill of recruits—no
more than the price of a rope's end : and, again, that in five years'
time, as soon as Ralph was twenty-one, he would have the right to
turn his cousin out of the mill, which would then become his own
property, and a very pretty property too, where an old friend
would expect to find a pipe and a glass of Hollands or rum. And
he promised himself to assist at the ducking in the river which he
supposed that Ralph would give his cousin when that happy day
should arrive, as well as at the great feast and rejoicing which he
supposed would follow. The result of these exhortations, to which
were added those of my grandmother, was that he remained at
home, and when Mathew Humble cruelly belaboured him, he
showed no anger or desire for revenge, and when Barbara smote
him with harsh words and found texts out of the Bible to taunt
him with, he made no reply. Xor did he rebel even though they
treated him as if he were a common plough-boy and farm drudge,
instead of the heir to all.

I confess, and have long felt sincerely, the wickedness of the
thing which at length brought open disgrace upon poor Ralph and
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drove him away from us. Yet, deserving of blame and punish-

ments as our actions were, I cannot but think that the conduct jf

Mathew in bringing tlie chief culprit—he knew nothing of my
share or of the Fugleman's—before his Worship, Mr. Justice

Carnaby, was actuated more by malice than by an honest desire to

bring criminals to punishment. Besides, he had for some months
before this been spreading abroad wicked rumours about Ralpli,

saying, among other false and malicious things, that the boy was
idle, gluttonous, lying, and even thieving, insomuch that the
Vicar, who knew the contrary, and that the boy was as good a lad

as ever walked, though fond of merriment and a little headstrong,

openly rebuked him for malice and evil-thinking, saying plainly

that these things were not so, and that, if they were so, Mathew
was much to blame in blabbing them about the country, rather

than trying to correct the lad's faults, and doing his best to hide
tliem from the general knowledge. Yet there are some who always
believe what is spoken to one's dispraise, and sour looks and un-
friendly faces were bestowed upon the boy, while my grandmother
was warned not to allow me to run wild with a lad of so notorious

a bad character. This is all that I meant when I said just now
that at first all were our friends.

When Ralph was gone I took little joy in anything until I got

my first letter from him, which was not for a very long time
afterwards.

Now, one day, as I was walking sorrowfully home, having sat

all the afternoon with the Fugleman, I saw Sailor Nan beckoning to

me from her stone outside the door.
' Child,' she said, ' where's your sweetheart 1

'

' Alack,' I replied, ' I know not, Sailor Nan.'
'Young maids,' she went on, 'must not puke and pine because

they hear nothing for awhile of the lads they love. Be of good
cheer. Why, I read him his fortune myself in his own left hand.
Did my fortunes ever turn out wrong ? As good a tale of luck and
fair weather as I ever read. Come, child, give me thy hand ; let

me read your lines too.'

It is strange how in the lines of one's hand are depicted before-

hand all the circumstances of life, easy to be read by those who
are wise. Yet have I been told that it is not enough to learn the
rules unless you have the gift.

' He will come back, ' she repeated, after long looking into the

hand. ' Now, your own hand. Here is a long line of life—yet

not as long as my own. Here is the line of marriage—a good line
;

a happy marriage ; a fortunate girl—yet there will be trouble. Is

it an old man ? I cannot rightly read. Something is in the way.
Trouble, and even grievous trouble. But all to come right in the

end.'
' Is my fortune,' J asked, ' connected with the fortune of

Pwalph ?

'

She laughed her rough, hoarse sea-laugh.
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* If it is an old man, or if it is a young man, say him nay.

Bide your old love. If he press or if he threaten, say him nay.

Bide your old sweetheart.

• There was an old man came over the lea,

Heigho ! but I won't have 'un

;

Came over the lea,

A courtin' to me,
Wi' his old gray beard just newly shaven.'

She crooned out the words in a cracked and rusty voice, and

pushed my hand away rouglily. Then she replaced her pipe in

her mouth and went on smoking the tobacco which was her chief

food and her cliief solace, and took no further heed of me.

CHAPTER V.

A SECOND WHITTINGTON'.

It becomes not a young girl to pronounce judgment openly (what-

ever she may think) upon the conduct of her elders, or to show

resentment, whatever they may think fit to do ; so that when
Mathew Humble came to see my grandmother on certain small

affairs wluch passed between them—concerning the sale of a pig,

or I know not what—it was my duty, though my heart was aflame,

to sit, hands in lap, quiet and mum, when I would rather. Heaven
knows, have been boxing his ears and railing him in such language

as I could command, for I certainly could never forget, while this

man, with the fat red cheeks and pig's eyes, was drinking my
grandmother's best cowslip wune, as if he had been the most virtu-

ous of men, that it was through him—though this my grandmother

knew not, for I never told her—that Rali>h had been betrayed to

his Worship, and so been brought to public shame ; that it was

this man who had beaten the boy without a cause, and that it was

his sister who daily sought out hard words and cruel texts, as wtill

as coarse crusts, with which to torture my Ralph. I remembered,

as well, that it was this man who had been soundly cudgelled and

flogged by the boy he had abused so shamefully.

'You have heard nothing, I dare say, IVIr. Mathew,' asked the

Dame, for it was now two months after the poor lad's flight, ' of

our young runaway, whom we in this house greatly lament and
wish him well ?

'

' Nothing as yet,' replied Mathew, Then he drank off the rest

of his glass, and went on with much satisfaction :
' I fear '—yet he

looked as if he hoped— ' that we shall hear nothing until we hear

the worst, as provided by the righteous laws of this country.

What, madam, can be expected of one so dead and hardened unto

M
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conscience as to offer violence and to turn upon his guardian, and
take him while off his guard and unawares with bludgeons and
cudgels?'

The whole town had heard by this time and knew very well
how Ralph, before his flight, refused to be flogged, and fought his

guardian and vanquished him, insomuch that grievous weals were
raised and bruises sad to tell of. It was Mathew's version that

he was taken by surprise. Otherwise, he said, it was nothing but
Heaven's mercy prevented him from grievously wounding and
hurting the boy, who ran away for fear and dared not come back.

0})inion was divided : for some called shame on Mathew for flog-

ging so tall and strong a lad—almost a man—and others declared
that stripes, and those abundant and well laid on, alone could
meet the deserts of one guilty of bringing ghostly visitors into

discredit, because, should such practices continue, no ghost, even
one who came to tell of buried treasure, would be sure of his

—

or her—reception, and might be scoffed at as an impostor, instead

of being received with terror and the fearful knocking together of

knees.

But mostly the general opinion was in favour of the boy and
his flight ; the folk rejoiced that Mathew had met his match ; and
our ignorance of Ralph's fate made the people remember once
more his many good qualities, his merry friendliness, his honest
face, and his blithe brown eyes, in spite of the ghost pretences and
the stories spread abroad by his cousins.

'That,' said my grandmother, in answer to Mathew, ' waa
wrong, indeed. I had hoped that the lad would have returned,

made submission, received punishment, and been pardoned. He
was ever a boy of good disposition, and his uncle loved him,
]\Iathew—a thing which did, without doubt, prepossess you in his

favour.'

]\Iathew slowly put down his empty glass, and held up both
hands to show astonishment.

' Good disposition ? This, madam, springs from your own
goodness of heart. Who in Warkworth doth not know that the
boy was already, so to speak, a man grown, so far as wickedness is

concerned ? He of a good disposition 1 Alas, madam, your heart

is truly too full of kindness ! For the sake of Missy here—who
grows a tall lass—I am glad that he is gone, because he would have
taught her some of his own wickedness. Alas !

' here he spread
his hands, ' the tilings that I could tell you if I would. But one
must spare one's cousin. Greediness, laziness, profligacy, luxury.

Ha ! but I speak not of these matters, because he was my cousin.

For his own sake, and because at his age an evil-disposed boy
cannot but feel the want of those paternal corrections which I

never spared, I grieve that he is no longer with us.'

' Nevertheless, Mr. Mathew,' said my gi-and mother, smiling,
' I cannot believe, even though you assure us, that Ralph was so

U'icked as all this, and I hope, for the credit of your family, that
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you will diligently spread abroad a better opinion. No one is

hardened at sixteen.'

'Except Ralph,' said Mathew, shaking his head.
' And I for one shall continue to hope the best. He will re-

turn to us, Mr. Mathew, before long, penitent, and desirous of

pleasing his guardian, and you will then be able to correct your
judgment.'

' I do not think he will ever return,' said his cousin. 'As for

being penitent, he must fii'st take the punishment which awaits

him. As for desiring to please ' He stopped short, doubtless
remembering that alder-branch.

' If he does not return,' my grandmother continued, ' till after

he becomes of age, it will be your great happiness to hand over his

property, well husbanded and with careful stewardship.' Here
^lathew shut both his eyes and shook his head, but I know not
why. ' You will feel the pleasure of doing good to one who un-
dutifuUy offered you violence. He will be the opposite to the
man in the parable, for he will have left his talent tied up in a
napkin, and he will return and find it multiplied.'

' Such as Ralph,' said Mathew, grimly, ' do not repent, nor
desire to please, nor retm'n. He began with penance—public

penance—think upon that—and saying the Lord's Prayer aloud. He
will be advanced next—which is the regular course of such as him

—

to pillory. After penance, pillory. It is the regular thing. After
pillory, stocks ; after stocks, whipping-post or cart-tail ; after cart-

tail, burning in the hand. Lastly, he will be promoted to the
gallows.' He positively rubbed his hands together, and laughed at

this delightful prospect. Why did he wish his cousin hanged, I

wonder, unless that he would then get the mill ]

' I trust not,' said the Dame. ' Meantime, you will guard his

property.'
' His property !

' his face grew quite black. ' His property !

Why, if he comes back there will be sometliing said about that aa

well. Ha ! His property ! Ha !

'

' But, surely, Mr. Mathew, his uncle bequeathed Morwick Mill
to Ralph 1 '^

' That, 'madam, has been the belief of the world. Neverthe-
less But I say nothing This is not the time for serious talk.'

When he was eone, my grandmother, who seldom discussed

such high matters with me, said :

' Drusilla, I like it not. Doth Mathew Hiunble desire the death
of his cousin ? It would seem so. Pillory, stocks, whipping-
post, gallows ? All for our Ralph ? Why this passeth under-
standing ! And wherefore this talk of the world's belief ? I like

it not, child.'

' But j^ou do not think, grandmother, that Ralph will
'

' I think, child, that Ralph is a good lad, but headstrong, per-

haps, and impatient of control. Wherever he is I will warrant him
honest. Such boys get on, as your father got on. Some day, I

M 2
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make no doubt that he will return. But as for Mathew Humble,
1 like not his manner of speech.'

The same day she put on her bonnet and best shawl and went
to the house of Mr. Cuthbert Carnaby, from which I gathered

—

my little wits jumping as fast as bigger ones—that she went to lay

the case before his Worship, which perhaps was the reason why,
when Mr. Carnaby next met Mathew (it was after church on
Sunday), he informed him that it should be his own business to

watch that the mill and farm were properly managed in the
interests of the heir, and that a strict account would be required
when Ralph returned and came of age. Whereat Mathew became
confused, and stammered words incoherent about proving who was
the rightful heir. Yet, for the moment, notliing more was said

upon that subject.

The summer and the autumn passed, but no sign or letter came
from Ralph. The people in the town ceased, after the manner of

mankind, to think of the boy. He was gone and forgotten, yet
there were two or three of us who spoke and thought of him con-
tinually. First there was the Fugleman, who found his life dull

without the boy to talk with. He promised to make a collection

of birds' eggs in the spring as a present for him when he should
return. Then there was the old woman. Sailor Nan, who kept his

memoiy green. Lastly, there were my grandmother and myself.

We knew not, however, where he was, or anything about him, nor
could we guess what he was doing, or whither he had gone.

Twice in the year—namely, at Christmas or the New Year, and
at INIidsummer—I had letters from my parents, to which I duly
replied. It was in May when Ralph ran away, so that they had
three letters from me that year. When my Christmas letters

arrived there was mention of our boy, but so strange a tale that we
could not understand what to believe or what the thing might
mean.

The letter told us that Ralph reached London safely in four or
five weeks after leaving us, having walked all the way, save for

such trifling lifts and helps as might be had for nothing on the road
;

he found out my father's shop ; he gave him the letter ; he slept in

the house, and was hosj^itably entertained. In the morning he
was taken by my father to the East India Company's great house
in Cornhill, and left there by him to talk with a gentleman about
the obtaining of a post in their service ; that, the conversation

finished, being dismissed by the gentleman with whom he had
taken counsel, Ralph left the office. Then he disappeared, and was
seen no more. Nor to the inquiries made was there any answer
given or any news of him ascertained. ' So wicked is this unhappy
town,' wrote my mother, ' that men are capable of murdering even
an innocent lad from the country for the sake of the silver buckles,

or the very coat upon his back. Yet there are other ways in which
he may have been drawn away. He loved not the thought of city

life
J
he may have taken the recruiting sergeant's shilling, or he
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may have been pressed for a sailor and sent to sea ; or, which
Heaven forbid, he may have been decoyed into bad company, and
now be in the company of rogues. Whatever the cause, he hath
disappeared and made no sign. Yet he seemed a good and honest lad.'

So ijerplexed were we with the strange and unintelligible intel-

ligence that, after turning it about in talk for a week, it was
resolved that we would consult Mr. Carnal ly in the matter. It

would perhaps have been better if we had kej^t the thing to our-

selves. For this gentleman, though he kindly considered the case,

could do nothing to remove the dreadful doubt under which we lay,

except that he recommended us to patience and resignation, virtues

which, Heaven knows ! we women who stay at home must needs
continually practise. We should, I say, have done better had we
held our tongues, because Mr. Carnaby told the barber, Avho told

the townsfolk one by one, and then it was whispered about that

Ralph had joined the gipsies, according to some ; or been pressed

and sent to sea, according to others ; or had enlisted, aecording to

otliers ; with wild stories told in addition, born of imagination, idle

or malignant, as that he had joined a company of common rogues

and robbers ; or—but I scorn to repeat these things. Everybody,
however, at this juncture, remembered the wicked things said of

the boy by his cousin. As for Mathew himself, overjoyed at the
welcome news, which he received open-mouthed, so to speak, he
went about calling all his acquaintance to witness that he had long

since prophesied ruin and disaster to the boy, which, indeed, to the

fullest extent, a lad so depraved as to horsewhip his own guardian
richly deserved. As for coming back, he said, that was not likely,

and indeed impossible, because he was already knocked on the

head—IMathew was quite convinced of this—in some midnight
brawl, or at least fallen so low that he would never dare to return
among respectable people. These things we could not believe, j'et

they sank into our hearts and made us uneasy. For where could

the boy be, and why did he not send us one letter, at least, to tell

us what he had done, and how he had fared ?

' Child,' said my grandmother, ' it is certain that Mathew does
not wish his cousin to return. He bears malice in his heart against

the boy, and he remembers that should he never come back the

mill will be his own.' Already he began to give himself the airs of

the master, and to talk of selling a field here and a field there, and
of improving the property, as if all was his.

' He will come back,' said the Fugleman, ' Brave hearts and
lusty legs do not get killed. Maybe, he hath enlisted. Then he
may have gone a soldiering to America, or somewhere in the world,
and no doubt will get promotion—aye, corporal first, sergeant next,

and perhaps be made Fugleman. Or, maybe, 9-s your lady mother
says, he hath been pressed, and is now at sea, so that he cannot
^Tite. But, wherever he is, be sure he is doing well. Wherefore,
heart up !

'

Well, to shorten the story, we got no news at all, and could
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never discover for many years what had become of the boy. When
four years had passed by without a word or line from liim, INIathew

grew horribly afraid because Ralph's one-and-twentieth birthday

drew near, and he thought the time was come when the heir would
appear and claim his own. What preparations he made to receive

him I know not. Perhaps a blunderbuss and a cup of poison.

But the day passed, and there was no sign of Ralph. Then,

indeed, Mathew became quite certain that he would no more be

disturbed and that the mill was his own.
As for myself, I sat at home chiefly with my grandmother, who

was now beginning to grow old, yet brisk and notable still. There

was a great deal to be done, and the days passed swiftly to indus-

trious hands
;
yet not one so busy and not one so swift but I could

find time to think and to pray for Ralph. As for diversions, for

those who want them, there are plenty. Do nut think that in our

little north-counti7 town we have any cause to envy the pleasures

of town. Why, to begin with, there are the mummers at Christmas
;

all through the dark evenings the lads gamble at candle creel for

the stable-lanterns ; on New Year's Eve we sit up all night long

and keep the fire burning—it is dreadful bad luck to borrow fire

on a New Year's morning ; in the summer there comes the fair
;

on Sunday afternoons, for the young men there is wrestling, with

quarter-staff and cock-fighting. At harvest-time there is the March
of the Kixn baby

—

The master's corn is ripe and shorn,

We bless the clay that he was bora

;

Shouting a kirn—a kirn—ahoa

!

with the feast afterwards and the cushion-dance, at which the old

song of ' Prinkham Prankham ' is always sung, and the girls are

kissed, a proceeding which seems never to fail in causing the live-

liest satisfaction to the men, though why they should wish to kiss

young persons for whom they do not feel any affection, and perhaps,

even any respect, passes my poor comprehension. I have seen, on
these occasions, a gentleman kiss a dairymaid, and dissemble so

well that one might say he liked it. Besides these amusements,

the men had the excitement of the smuggling, whereof you will

hear more presently.

To look back upon, in spite of these amusements, it was a long

and dreary time of waiting. Yet still the Fugleman kept up my
heart, and Sailor Nan swore, as if she was still captain of the

foretop, that he would come home safe. I was young, happily,

and youth is the time for hope. And about the end of the sixth

year I had cause to think about other tilings, because my own
misfortunes began.

I had long observed in the letters of my dear parents a certain

difference, which constantly caused doubt and questioning ; for my
mother exhorted me continually in every letter to the practice of

frugality, tlirift, simple living, and the acquisition of housewifely
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knowledge, and, in short, all those virtues which especially adorn
the condition of poverty. She also never failed to bid me reflect

upon the uncertainty of human affairs and the instability of for-

tune ; and every letter furnished examples of rich men becoming
poor, and great ladies reduced to beg their bread. My grandmother
bade me lay these things to heart, and I perceived that she was
disturbed, and she would have written to my father to ask if things

were going ill, but for two reasons. The first was that she could

neither read nor write, those arts not having been taught her in

her childhood ; and I testify that she was none the worse for want
of them, but her natural shrewdness even increased, because she

had to depend upon herself, and could not still be running to a
book for guidance. The second reason was that the letters of my
father, both to her and to myself, were full of glorious anticipation

and confidence. Yes ; wliile my mother wrote in sadness, he wrotp
in triumph ; when she bade me learn to scour pots, he commanded
me to study the fashions ; when she prophesied disaster, he pro-

claimed good fortune. Thus, he ordered that I was to be taught

whatever could be learned in so remote a town as Warkworth, and
that especial care was to be taken in my carriage and demeanour,
begging my grandmother to observe the deportment of Mistress

Carnaby, and to bid me copy her as an example ; for, he said, a
city heiress not uncommonly married with a gentleman of good
family, though impoverished fortunes ; that some city heiresses

had of late married noblemen ; that as he had no son, nor any
other child but myself, I would inherit the whole of his vast fortune

(I thought how I could give it all to Ralph), and, therefore, I must
study how to maintain myself in the position which I should shortly

occupy ; that he was already of the Common Council, and looked
before long to be made Alderman, after which it was but a step to

Sheriff fii'st and Lord Mayor afterwards ; that he intended to build

or buy a great house worthy of his wealth ; and that he did not
wish me to return home until such time as this house was in

readiness, because, as one might truly say, his present dwelling

in Cheapside, though convenient for his business and the place

where his fortune was made, was but a poor jilace, quite unworthy
of an heiress, and he wished that I should be seen nowhere until

he had prepared a fitting place for my reception ; that, in point of

beauty, he hoped and doubted not that I should be able to set off

and adorn the jewels and fine dresses which he designed presently

to give me ; and that he desired me especially to pay very par-

ticular attention not to seem quite rustical and country-bred, and
to remember that the common speech of Northumberland would
raise a laugh in London. With much more to the same effect.

I say not that my father wrote all this in a single letter, but in

several, so that all these things became implanted in my mind, and
both my grandmother and myself were, in spite of my mother's
letters, firmly persuaded that we were already very rich and con-

aiderable people, and that my father was a merchant of the greatest
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renown—already a Common Councilman, and shortly to be Alder-

man, Sheriif, and Lord Mayor—in the City of London. Thia

belief was also held by our neighbours and friends, and it gave my
grandmother, who was, besides, a lady of dignified manners, more
consideration than she would otherwise have obtained, with the

title of Madam, which was surely due to the mother of so great

and successful a man.
Now the truth was this : my father was the most sanguine of

men, and the most ready to deceive himself. He lived continually

(if I may presume to say so without breaking the fifth command-
ment) in a fool's paradise. When he was a boy nothing would do

for him but he must go to London, refusing to till the acres which
would afterwards be his own, because he was ambitious, and
ardently desired to be another Whittington. See the dangers of

the common chap books, in which he had read the story of this

great Lord Mayor ! He so far resembled Whittington that he

went up to London (by waggon from Newcastle) with little in his

jiocket, except a letter of recommendation from the then Vicar of

Warkworth to his brother, at tlie time a glover in Cheapside. How
he became apprentice— like Whittington—to this glover, how he
fell in love—like Whittington—with his master's daughter, how he

married her—like Whittington—and inherited the business, stock,

capital, goodwill, and all, may here only be thus briefly told ; but

by the death of his master he became actual and sole owner of a

London shop, whereupon my poor father's brain being always full

of visions, he was inflamed with the confidence that now, indeed,

he had nothing to look for but the making of an immense fortune.

Worse than this, he thought that the fortune Avould come of its

own accord. How a man living in the city of London could make
so prodigious a mistake I know not. Therefore he left the whole

care of the business to his wife and his apprentices, and for his

own part spent the day in coflee-houses or on 'Change, or wherever

merchants and traders meet together. This made him full of great

talk, and he presently proceeded to imagine that he liimself was
concerned in the great ventures and enterprises of which he heard

80 much ; or, perhaps, because he could not actually have thought

himself a merchant adventurer, he believed that before long he

also should be embarking cargoes to tlie East and West Indies,

running under convoy of frigates safe tlirough the enemy's priva-

teers. It was out of the profits of these imaginary cargoes that he

was to obtain that vast wealth of which he continually thought and
talked until, in the end, he believed that he possessed it. Mean-
time his poor wife, my mother, left in charge of the shop, and with

her household cares as well, found, to her dismay, that the re-

spectable business wliich her father had made was quickly falling

from them, as their old friends died, one by one, or retired from

trade, and no new ones coming in their places ; for, as I have been

credibly informed, the business of a tradesman or merchant in

London is so precarious and uncertain, that, unless it be constantly
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watched, pushed, nursed, encouraged, coaxed, fed and flattered, it

presently withers away and perishes.

For want of the master's presence, for lack of pushing and
encoviragement, the yearly returns of the shop gi-ew less and less.

No one knew this except my mother. It was useless to tell my
father. If she begged his attention to the fact, he only said that

business was, in the nature of things, fluctuating ; that a bad year

would be succeeded by a good year ; that large profits had recently

been made by traders to Calicut and Surinam, where he had
designs of emjaloying his own capital, and that ventures to Canton
had of late proved extremely successful. Alas, poor man ! he had
no capital left, for now all was gone- -capital, credit, and custom.

Yet he still continued to believe that his shop, the shop which
came to him with his wife, was bringing him, every year, a great

and steady return, and that he was amassing a fortune.

One day—it was a Saturday evening in May—in the year
Beventeen hundred and seventy, six years after the flight of Ralph
Embleton, when I was in my seventeenth year, and almost grown
to my full height, I saw coming slowly along the narrow road

which leads from the highway to Warkworth a country cart, and
in it two persons, the driver walking at the horse's head. I stood

at the garden-gate watching this cart idly, and the setting sun
behind it, without so much as wondering who these persons might
be, until presently it came slowly down the road, which here slopes

gently to the river and the bridge, and jDulled up m front of our
gate. When the cart stopped a lady got quickly down and seized

my hands.
' You are my Drusilla ? ' she asked, and without waiting for a

reply, because she was my mother and knew I could be no other

than her own daughter, she fell upon my neck in a passion of

weeping and sobbing, saying that she knew I was her daughter
dear, and that she was my most unhappy ruined mother. It was
my father who descended after her. He advanced with dignified

step and the carriage of one in authority. I observed that his

linen and the lace of his ruffles were of the very finest, and his

coat, though dusty, of the finest broadcloth. He seemed not to

perceive my mother's tears ; he kissed me and gave me his blessing.

He bade the carter, with majestic air, lead the 'coach'—he called

the country cart a coach—and take great care of the horse, which
he said was worth forty guineas if a penny ; but the horse was a

ten-year-old cart-horse, worth at most four guineas, as I knew very

well, because I knew the carrier.

Amazed at this extraordinaiy behaviour, I led my parents to

my grandmother, and then we presently learned the truth. My
father, if you please, was ruined ; he was a bankrupt ; his schemes
of greatness had come to nothing ; his vast fortune lay in his

imagination only ; he had lost his wife's money and his own. He
had returned to his native county, his old friends having clubbed

together and made a little purse for him, and his creditors having
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consented to accept what they could get and to give him a quittance

in full, because he was known to be a man of integrity ; otherwise

he might have been lodged in gaol, where many an unfortunate,

yet honest, man lieth in misery.

The disaster was more than my father's brain could bear.

Nothing more dreadful can happen to a merchant and one in trade

than to become a bankrupt. To lose his money is bad, but many
a man loses Ms all, yet does not become bankrupt, and so saves his

credit. A merchant's credit is for him what his honour is to &

soldier, his piety to a divine, her virtue to a woman, his skill to &

craftsman. My father, I say, could not bear it. First, as soon aa

he fairly understood wliat had happened, he fell into a lethargy,

sitting in a chair all day in silence, and desiring nothing but to be

left alone. After a while the lethargy changed into a restlessness,

and he must needs be up and doing something—it mattered not

what. Then the restlessness disappeared and he became again hia

old self, as cheerful, as sanguine, as confident, with no other

change than a more settled dignity of bearing, caused by the belief,

the complete delusion, that now his fortune was indeed made ;
thfit

he possessed boundless wealth, and that he was going to leava

London and to retire into the country, as many great merchants

used to do, in order to enjoy it.

He was perfectly reasonable on all other points ; he could talk

on politics or on religion, on London matters, on the affairs of

Warkworth, or on the interests of the farmers ; but always on the

assumption of his own wealth. The broad fields everywhere he
believed to be his own. If he came with me, as he often did, when
I milked the cow, fed the pigs and the chickens, made the bread,

brewed the beer, or turned the churn, he laughed at what he was
pleased to call the condescension of his heiress in doing this menial

work, and called me his pretty shepherdess. And sometimes he
entertained me with stories of how his fortune was made. Chiefly

I found his imagination ran upon Canton, with trade in tea and silk.

' It is very well known,' he would say, ' tliat those who venture

in the Greek seas and the Levant run very heavy risks ; they are

more dangerous, my dear child, than many places much farther

away. I considered the Levant trade carefully, before embarking
my money in foreign ventures. I was always prudent, perhaps too

prudent. Yet the end hath justified me. Eh, Drusilla, hath not

the end justified me 1 Why, I have known a man on 'Change

worth this day a plum—a round plum, child—and to-morrow not

half that sum, by reason of losses in the treacherous Levant. But,

alas ! there are perils in every sea. Tempests and hurricanes

arise ; there are hidden rocks ; there are fires at sea ; ships are

becalmed—all these things we call the Hand of God ; there are

also pirates everywhere ; they lurk in the Mahometan ports of

Morocco, Algiers, Tripoli, and Tunis ; they hide in the fever-

emitten harbours of Madagascar—but men born to be hanged

laugh at fever ; they abound in the West Indies and in the Narrow
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Seas. We are always at war with some great power, and therefore

we have privateers to dread ; these, my dear, are more desperate
and blood-thirsty villains even than your murderous pirates. And
there is danger from mutiny aboard, whereby friends of my own

—

substantial men, mark you, on 'Change—have lost many a noble
ship and precious cargo. We on 'Change think nothing of these
chances ; we are on the mountains one day and in the depths the
next. Yet, like the good old country to which we belong, we
weather the storm, and in the end grow rich. Rich % DrusiUa, my
child, we grow enormously rich. The Earl of Northumberland
himself, with all his acres, is not so rich as your father.'

My mother spoke of him, when he was not present, with a
bitterness which grieved me sore. But I knew not the troublo she
had had, and the long anticii^ation of this trouble. It appeared,
indeed, as if a sound, though modest, business, with the certainty

of a competence, had been thrown away and wasted for want of a
little—only a little forethought and care. My father, at the best,

was only a simple glover with a small shop and two apprentices.

What could a poor lad from Northumberland expect more ? All
that a woman can do my mother had done. But in trade a woman
can do but little. She can serve, but she cannot go about and
make trade—she cannot persuade Merchant Adventurers to load
their ships with her wares. Yet, even with the memory of her
wrongs, and her ruined hopes, she was always gentle and forbearing
in the presence of her afflicted husband, careful to keep him hapj)y
in his delusion, and tender with him, so that he should never feel

the miscliief he had done.
As for our means, I dared not ask. But presently I learned

that all we had was the annuity of forty pounds a year, which
would terminate with my grandmother's death, the cottage in

which we lived, and a slender stock of money, I knew not how
much, in my mother's hands.

Alas ! this was the end of my splendid hopes—of my father's

triumphant letters ! I was indeed an heiress !

CHAPTER YI.

THE LETTEK AT LAST.

OiTE must accept without murmuring the ordinances of Providence.
Murmuring avails nothing, and cannot restore things lost. The
hand which gives also takes away. The loss of that fortune, which
I knew only by hearsay, and expected without eagerness, affected

me but little in comparison with the burden of two more to keep
upon our forty pounds a year. I saw clearly that I must hence-
forth rise early and work late, and no more eat any bread of idleness.

We had a servant, but we now sent her away, my mother and I
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doing all the house-work. In addition, I fed the poultry and
milked the cow.

The good old Fugleman came every day as soon as he heard of

our misfortunes and understood that I could no more go to the
castle of an afternoon, and became of very great service indeed,

for he kejjt the garden for us, and talked with my father, who, to

be sure, was best out of the house, where he was only in our way.
He also—which was kind of him—took the management of the pigs.

And I must also confess my great obligations to Mrs. Carnaby,
who, understanding the straits into which we were fallen, was so

good as to send me and persuade other ladies of this part of the
county to send me fine work to do, by means of which I earned
a little money, which went into the common purse and was useful.

My mother wept to think that I must rise at five, and, after doing
the house-work and the out-door work, making butter and sending
it away to be sold with eggs and cream-cheese and other little

things—it was not much we got, but something—to be compelled
to sit down in the afternoon to my needle, and work till nine at

night. But I was a tall strong girl ; work did me no harm. I should
have been happy but that I saw my grandmother grow daily weaker.
She sickened and began to fail when she saw^ her son, of whom she
was so proud, return a beggar to his native county, and when she
heard his poor deluded talk. A grievous sight it was to see the
poor old lady, once so strong and active, sit feeble in her chair

by the fireside, while her sad eyes followed her son as he proudly
walked to and fro in the room and told the tale of his investments
and his wealth. Sometimes I noted how my mother looked wist-

fully upon this spectacle of age and decay, and saw how her mouth
worked and her lips moved, and knew well that she was saying to

herself, ' When she dies, what nest ?
' And then I was fain to go

away into the garden, where they could not hear me, and cry over
tr(_>ubles of the present and fears of the future which seemed hard
to be borne.

' Don't cry, Miss Drusy '—yet the good old Fugleman, looked
as if he, too, would willingly shed a tear

—
' don't cry ; tliink to

yourself that when the boy comes home all will go well again.

Merry as a wedding-bell shall we be then.'
' Ah, when—when 1

'

We had two visitors who came often. One of them was hia

AVorship Mr. Cuthbert Carnaby. He came, he said, in order to

profit by the experience and conversation of my father.
' I know, child,' he said, ' and greatly commiserate, the dis-

order of his brain, yet I cannot but marvel at the extent of his

knowledge, the justice of his remarks, and the weight of hia

opinion. It is indeed a marvel to me that one so richly endowed
by Providence with understanding should have so conspicuously
failed in the business of his life, which was to grow rich.'

I take pleasure in quoting the testimony of so eminent an
authority to the great qualities possessed by my unfortunate father,
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and it did one good to see them walking in the garden, my father

bearing himself with the deference due to a gentleman of guud old

family, yet expecting equal deference to himself as a man uf great

success and wealth, and both argumg on the politics and the

conduct of affairs with as much gravity as two plenipotentiaries or

ambassadors extraordinary.

Strange it was, indeed, to think that one was mad who could

converse so rationally, with such just estimate of things, with so

true a knowledge of their proportion, so vast a fund of information

as to the state of trade all over the world, the value of gold, the

balance of profit, the growth of industries ; yea, and even the

power and prospects of foreign states, with their wants and their

dangers. Or that one could be mad who could set forth with such

lucidity the foundation of our Christian faith, and the arguments

for the doctrines taught in our churches. He was not only sane,

but he was a man worth listening to on all subjects—save one.

For he was fully possessed with the idea that he was as wealthy as

he had ever desired to be. His poor brain was turned, indeed, on
this point, and after a while I thought little of it, because we
became accustomed to it, and because it seemed a harmless craze.

Yet it was not harmless, as you will hear. Indeed, even an
innocent babe in arms may be made the instrument of mischief in

the hands of a wicked man.
Our second visitor was Mathew Humble. He came first, he

said, to pay his respects to my father. Then he began to come
with great regularity. But I perceived soon, for I was no longer a

child, but already a woman, that he had quite another object in

view, for he cast his eyes upon me in such a way as no woman can

mistake. Even to look upon those eyes of his made me turn sick

with loathing. Why, if this man had been another Apollo for

beauty I would not have regarded him ; and so far was he from an
Apollo that a fat and loathsome Satyr more nearly resembled him.

He was already three or four and thirty, which I, being seven-

teen, regarded as a verj^ great age indeed ; and most Northumbrian
folk are certainly married and the fathers of children already tall

before that time.

He was a man who made no friends, and lived alone with his

sister Barbara. No girl at all, so far as I know, could boast of

having received any attention from him ; he was supposed to care

for nothing except money and strong drink. Every evening

he sat by himself in the room which overlooks the river, with

account-books before him, and drank usquebaugh. But he loved

brandy as well, or Hollands, or rum, or indeed anything which was
strong. And being naturally short of stature he was grown fat and
gross, with red hanging cheeks, wliich made his small eyes look

smaller and more pig-like, a double chin, and a nose which already

told a tale of deep potations, so red and swollen was it. Wliat girl

of seventeen could regard with favour—even if there were no image

of a brave and comely boy already impressed upon her heart—such
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a man as this, a mere tosspot and a drinker ? And, worst of all, a
secret and solitary drinker—a gloomy drinker.

It was strange that, about the time when Ralph's disappearance
was first heard of, rumours ran about the town that perhaps the
mill would turn out, after all, to be the property of Mathew
Humble ; that these rumours were revived at the approach of
Ivalph's twenty-first birthday ; and that again, when Mathew first

began his approaches to me, the rumour was again circulated. By
the help of the Fugleman I traced these rumours to the barber

;

and, still with his help—because every man must be shaved, and,
while being shaved, must talk—I traced these to none other than
Mathew himself. He had, then, some object to gain ; I knew not
what at the time. Later on I discovered that his design was to

make it appear— should Ralph ever return—tliat I had taken him
for a husband when I thouglit he was the actual master and owner
of all ; for I believe he allowed himself no doubt as to the result
of his offers. Doth it not seem as if the uglier, the older, the lesa

attractive a man is, whether in person or in mind, the more certain
he becomes of conquering a woman's heart 1

The rumour on this occasion was more certain and distinct than
before. It was now stated that Mr. Embieton was discovered
to have made a later will, which had been proved, and was ready
to be produced, if necessary ; that in this will the testator, after

deploring the badness of heart manifested by his nephew Ralph,
devised the whole of his property to his nephew Mathew. The
barber, for his part, had no doubt of the truth of this report ; but
those who asked Mathew whether it was true, received mysterious
answers, as that time would show ; that in this world no one should
be certain of anything ; that many is the slip between cup and
lip ; that should aia occasion arise the truth of the story would be
tested ; such oracles as incline the hearers to believe all that has
been said—and more. Barbara, his sister, for her own j^art, showed
great willingness to answer any questions which might be put to
her. But she knew little ; her brother, she said, v/as a close man,
who sat much alone and spoke little.

And then the Fugleman told me a very strange story indeed,
and one which seemed to bode no good to any of us. By this time
I so regarded Mathew that I could not believe he could do or design
aught but evil. This was wrong, but he was most certainly a man
of very evil disposition.

His own private business, the Fugleman told me—this was
nothing in the world, as I very well knew, but the snaring of

rabbits, hares, partridges, and other game on the banks of the river

—led him sometimes jjast Morwick Mill, in the evening or late at
night. There was a room in the mill—the same room in which
Mathew was vanquished and beaten—the window of which looked
out upon the river, which is here a broad and sliallow brook. The
bank rises steep on the other side, and is clothed with thick hanging
woods in which no one ever walked except the Fugleman, and he,
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for those purposes I have just mentioned, always alone and after

sundown. Now his eyes were like unto the eyes of a hawk ; they
knew not distance ; they could see, quite far off, little things as

well as great things ; and the Fugleman saw, night after night, that
Mathew Humble was sitting locked up in his room, engaged in

writing or copying something. I believe that if the Fugleman had
known how to read, he would have read the writing even across the
river. Unhappily, he had never learned that art. Mathew was
making a copy, the Fugleman said, of some other document. But
what that document was he could not tell. It was something on
large sheets of paper, and in big handwriting. He wrote very
slowly, comparing word for word with the papers which he seemed
copying. Once when there was a noise as of someone at the door,
he huddled all the papers together, and bundled them away in a
corner quickly and with an affrighted air. He was therefore doing
something secret, which means something wicked. What could
it be?

'Little he thinks,' said the Fugleman, 'that Master Ralph ia

sure to come home and confound his knavish tricks, and trip up his

heels for him. Ah, I think I see him now, in lace ruffles and good
broadcloth, walking up the street with a fine City Madam on his

arm.'
I should have been very well contented with the lace ruffles and

good broadcloth—indeed, I asked for nothing better—but I wanted
no fine City Madam at the mill.

Later on I learned what this thing was which he took so long to
copy, and which gave him so much anxiety. But it was like a fire-

ship driven back by the wind among the vessels of those who sent
it forth.

One morning when I was busy in the kitchen with household
work, and my mother was engaged upon the family sewing, Mathew
came and begged to have some conversation with her. He said

that, first of all, he was fully acquainted with her circumstances,
and the unhapiay outlook before her, when my grandmother should
die and leave us all without any income at all ; that, being of a
compassionate heart, he was strongly minded to helj? them ; and
that the best way, as well as he could judge, would be to make her
daughter Drusilla his wife. This done, he would then see that
their later years would be attended with comfort and the relief of
all anxiety.

At first my mother did not reply. She had no reason to love
Blathew, whose unkindness to liis ward was well known to her.

Again, she had still some remains of family pride left—you do not
destroy a woman's pride by taking away her money. She thought,
being the daughter of a well-to-do London citizen, that her child
should look higher than a man who had nothing in the world of his

own but thirty acres of land, although he lived at the mill and
pretended to be its owner. And she very truly thought that the
man was not in person likely to attract so young a girl as myself.
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But she spoke him fair. She told him that I was young as yet,

too young to know my own mind, and that perhaps he had better

wait. He replied that he was not young, for his own part, and
that he would not wait. Tlien she told him that she should not,

certainly, force the inclinations of her daughter, but that she would
speak to me about him.

She opened the subject to me in the evening. No sooner did I

understand that Mathew had spoken for me than I threw myself
upon my knees to my mother, and implored her with many tears

and protestations not to urge me to accept his suit. I declared with
vehemence, that if there were no other man in the world, I could
not accept Mathew Humble. I reminded her of his behaviour
towards Ralph. I assured her that I believed him to be one who
sat drinking by himself, and a plotter of evil, a man with a hard-
ened heart and a dead conscience.

Well, my mother shed tears with me, and said that I should not
be married against my will ; that Mathew was not a good man, and
that she would bid him, not uncourteously, go look elsewhere.

This she did, thanking him for the honour he had proposed.

For some reason, perhaps because he did not really wish to

marry me, perhaps because he had not thoroughly laid out the

scheme of maiTying me to revenge himself upon Ralph, Mathew
gave me a respite for the time, though I went in great terror lest

he might pester my mother or myself. Perhaps, which I think

more likely, he trusted to the influence of poverty and privation,

and was contented to wait till these should make me submissive to

his will.

However that may be, he said nothing more concerning love,

and continued his visits to my father, in whose conversation he took

so great a pleasure. Oh, villain !

Things were in this posture, I being in the greatest anxiety and
fear that something terrible was going before long to happen to us,

when a most joyful and unexpected event happened.
It was in the month of May, seven years since Ralph's flight

—

like the followers of Mohammed, I reckoned the years from the

Flight—that this event happened.
The event was this, that the Fugleman had a letter sent to him

—the first letter he ever received in his life.

I saw the post-boy riding down the road early in the afternoon
;

he passed by the house of Mr. Carnaby, where he sometimes
stopped, past our cottage, where he never stopped because there

was nobody who wi'ote letters to us, and over the bridge, his horse's

hoofs clattering under the old gateway. I thought he was going to

the vicarage, but he left that on his right and rode straight up the

street, blowing his horn as he went. I wondered, but had no
time to waste in wonder, who was going to get a letter in that

part of the town. The letter, in fact, was for no other than the
Fugleman.

Half an hour later the Fugleman, tvho had been at work in the
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garden all the morning, came down the town again, and asked me

—

with respect to her ladyship, my motlier—if I would give him live

minutes' talk. With him was Sailor Nan, because the tiling was
altogether so strange that he could not avoid telling her about it,

and she came with him, curious as a woman, though bold and brave

as becomes an old salt.

"Tis a strange thing,' said the Fugleman, turning the unopened
letter over and over in his hand ;

' 'tis a strange thing ; here is a

letter which tells me I know not what—comes from I know not

where. I have paid 3s. 8J. for it. A great sum. I doubt I was a
fool. It may mean money, and it may mean loss.'

' Burn it, and ha' done,' said Sailor Nan. ' 'Tis from some land

shark. Burn the letter.'

' I am sixty, or mayhap seventy years of age. Sixty, 1 must a-

be. Yes ; sm-e and certain, sixty. Yet never a letter in all my
days before.'

Now, which is very singular, not the least suspicion in our minds
as to the writer of the letter.

' Is it,' I asked, ' from a cousin or a brother 1
'

' Cousin ?
' he repeated, with the shadow of a smile across his

stiff lips. ' Why, I never had a father or a mother, to say nothing of

a brother or a cousin. When I first remember anything, I was
running in the streets with other boys. We stole our breakfast,

we stole our dinner, and we stole our supper. Where are they all

now, those little rogues and pickpockets, my companions ? Hanged,
I doubt not. What but hanging can have come to them ? But as

for me, by the blessing of the Lord, I was enlisted in the 14th

Line, and after a few hundreds taken mostly by three dozen doses,

which now are neither here nor there, and are the making of a lad,

I was flogged into a good soldier, and so rose as was due to merit.

A hearty three dozen, now and then, laid on with a will in the cool

of the morning, works miracles. Not such a regiment in the ser-

vice as the 14th. And why ? Because the colonel knew his dutj'

and did it without fear or favour, and the men were properly

trounced. Good comrades all, and brave boys. And where are

they 1 Dead, I take it ; beggars, some ; fallen in action, some ;

broke, some ; in comfortable berths, like me, some. If all were
living, who would there be to send me a letter, seeing there wasn't

a man in all the regiment who could write 1

'

Strange that not one of us even then guessed the truth.

It was a great letter, thick and carefully sealed, addressed to
' Fugleman Furlong, At his room in the Castle of Warkworth,
Northumberland, England.' It came from foreign parts, and the

paper was not only stained, but had a curious fragrance.

I broke the seal and tore open the covering of the letter. With-
in was another packet. Oh, Heavens ! It was addressed to
' Drusilla Hetherington, care of the Fugleman, to be forwarded
without delay. Haste—post haste !

'

And then I knew without waiting to open the letter that it would
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be from none other than Ralph. It must be from Ralph. After all

tliese years, we were to hear once more from Ralph. I stood pale and
trembling, nor could I for some moments even speak. At last I said :

' Fugleman—Nan—this letter is addressed to me. It is, I
verily believe, from Ralph Embleton. Wait a little, while I
read it.'

' Read it—read it
!

' cried the old man.
Could I—ah ! merciful Ileaven—could I ever forget the rapture,

the satisfied yearning, the blissful content, the gratitude, with which
I read that sweet and precious letter % They waited patiently

;

even the rude and coarse old woman refrained from speech while I
read j^age after page. They said nothing though they saw the tears
falling down my face, because they knew that they were tears of

happiness.

After seven long years, my Ralph was talking to me as he used
to talk. I knew his voice, I recognised his old imperious way, I
saw that he had not changed. As if he would ever change !

When I had finished and dried my tears they begged me to
read his letter to them.

' My dear, dear Girl '—I told them that I could not indeed,
read all, but that I would read them what I could ; and this waa
the beautiful beginning, in order that I should know at the outset,

so thoughtful he was, and for fear of my being anxious on the
point, that he loved me still, and had never forgotten me. ' My
dear, dear Girl,—It is now six years since I bade you farewell at
your garden-gate and started upon my journey to London. Your
father has doubtless told you how I presented myself and with what
kindness he received me. I am very sure that you have not for-

gotten me, and I hope that you will rejoice to hear of my good
fortune'—Hope, indeed! Could he not be surel—'I have no
doubt also thrti he hath informed you of the strange good fortune
which befell me after he left me at the East India Company's
House, of which I told him by letter and special messenger, to whom
I gave, to ensure speed and safe delivery, one shilling.' (But it

would appear that this wicked messenger broke his word, and took
the shilling, but did nothing for it—a common thief, who deserved
to be hanged, like many another no more wicked than himself.
Oh ! what punishment too great for this breach of trust, small as it

seemed ! See, now, what a world of trouble was caused by that
little theft.) ' It was truly by special Providence that, while Mr.
Silvertop talked with me, the great Captain who won the battle of

Plassy should have been standing near and should have overheard
what passed. When 1 was bidden go my ways for a foolish boy
(because I did not wish to be a writer) and waste his time no longer,
I was much cast down, tor now I began to fear that I must, like

the most of mankind, take what was assigned to me by Providence
rather than wliat I wdukl like. And I could plainly see that there
remained only uue choice tor uie ; namely, 1 must return to the
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hated rule of my cousin who would keep me as a plough-boy as long
as he could, or I must betake me to the task of sweeping out and
serving a shop. And yet, what shop ? But who would employ
me ? Therefore, I hung my head and stood irresolute without the
Company's house. Now, presently, the gentleman whom I had
seen within came forth with another officer, brave in scarlet. He
saw me standing sadly beside the posts, and inspired by that noble
generosity which has always distinguished this great man, he
clapped his hand upon my shoulder.

' " So," he said, "you are the lad who loves a sword better

than a pen ?
"

' " If it please your honour," I replied.
' " A sword means peril to life and limb," he said sternly ;

" he
who goes a fighting in India must expect hard fare, rough sleeping,

rude knocks. He must ever be on the watch against treachery.

He must meet duplicity with equal cunning. He must obey blindly;

he must never ask why ; if he is sent to die like a rat in a liole, lie

must go without murmur or question. What ! you think—do
you ]—that to carry a sword is to flaunt a scarlet coat before the
ladies of St. James's ?

"

' "Nay, sir, with respect. I have read the lives of soldiers. I
would willingly take the danger for the sake of the honour. But
alas ! I must stay at home and sweep a shop."

' "What is thy birth, boy ']
"

' I told him that, and satisfied him on other points, including
the reason of my liight, in which I trust that I was no more than
truthful. Then he said :

' " I am Lord Clive," and paused as if to know whether I had
heard of him.

' You may be sure I was astonished, but I quickly doffed my
hat and made him my best country-bred bow.

' " Mv lord," I said, "we have heard, even in Northumberland,
of Plassy."^"

' " Good ! I went to India as a writer—a miserable quill-driving

writer. Think of that. What one man has done another may do.

Now, boy, I sail this day for India. There will be more fighting,

a great deal more fighting. If you please you shall go as a cadet
with me. But there is no time to hesitate : I sail this day. Cliuc ise

between the shop-sweeping and the musket. You will fight in the
ranks at first, but if you behave well the sword will come after.

Choose—peace and money-scraping at home like these smug-faced
fat citizens," he swept his hand with lordly contempt, "or fighting

and poverty, and perhaps death abroad. Choose."
' "I humbly thank your lordship," I said, "I will follow you if

you will condescend to take me."
' Then he bade me go straight to Limehouse Pool, where I should

find the ship at anchor. I was to take a note to the purser who
would give me an outfit.

' Thus, my dear Drusilla, did I find my fortune and sail to
j(2



180 *LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY.'

foreign parts under as brave and great a captain as this country
will ever see.

' Our voyage lasted eleven months. There were three hundred
raw recruits on board, mostly kidnapped or inveigled under false

pretences by crimps and the scoundrels of Wapping. Whenthey were
first paraded, they were as beggarly-looking a lot as you would
wish to see, ragged, dirty, mutinous, and foul-mouthed. Yet in a
couple of months, by daily drill, by good food and sea air, by
moderate rations of rum, by sound flogging, by the continual dis-

cipline of the boatswain's rope's end and the sergeant's rattan, the
regimental supple-jack, and the ship's cat-o'-nine tails, they became
as promising soldiers as one would wish. As for me, I stood with
them in the drill and did my best. Of course I could not expect
his lordship to notice so humble a cadet as myself, but one evening,
when we were near the end of our voyage, he sent for me ami
gave me a glass of wine, and kindly bade me be patient and of

good cheer, because, he said, young gentlemen of merit and courage
would be sure to find opportunities for distinction.'

Ralph then went on to describe the life of a soldier in India,
and to tell me—but this I leave out for fear of being tedious—how
he received his commission and how he got promotion. It is

sufficient to say that at the time he wrote, after six years of service,

he held the commission of a captain. Nor was that all. He had
been able to render such signal service to a certain Rajah, that this

prince, who was not ungrateful, and hoped, besides, for more such
services, took him one day into his treasure-house and bade him
help himself to all if he pleased.

' My dear,' he continued, ' I knew not that the world contained
so much treasure. Yet this Rajah is but a petty prince, and his

wealth is as nothing compared with that of many others. There
were diamonds in bags, uncut, whose worth I know not, and
diamonds in rings, sword-handles, and women's gauds ; there were
rubies, emeralds, sapphires, turquoises, opals, and all kinds of

precious stones strung rudely on common string as if they were but
pebbles. There were also gold and silver vessels of all kinds, and
there were casks full of gold coins. As I took out a handful I saw
that many of them were ancient, with Greek characters, perhaps
left in this country by that great soldier Alexander. When I had
surveyed these wonders I thanked him, and said that I should not
presume to take so much as a single gold coin from his treasure,

but that if it shoidd please his Highness to ofi'er me a present, I

should accept it with gratitude, provided it was not too costly. He
laughed at these words, and when we came away I was so loaded
with gold that I fancied myself already a rich man.

' Since this event it hath pleased Lord Olive to issue an order
Avhich prohibits oflicers from accejiting henceforth any presents at

all from the native princes. I cannot but feel grateful that the
order was not issued before my own good fortune. Doubtless his

Excellency hath sood reasons for this order, which places the
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military service at a disadvantage compared with the writers, who
have great opportunities of making fortunes ; and I cannot but think

tliat it is a more noble thing to win a fortune at the point of the
sword, than by such arts as are daily practised by the writers and
civil servants of the Company. There are many Englishmen, and
many Frenchmen as well—but we are driving them out of the
country—who have become rich in the military service of the

Indian princes
;
yet I shall not exchange my present masters so long

as the merchants—who think nothing of glory or of this country,

yet a great deal of their dividends—perceive that it is for their

safety, as well as for their credit, to extend their power ; and I

have a reasonable \\o\>q that the good fortune which hath hitherto at-

tended me may continue, so that I may return to my native country,

if only in my old age, amply provided. As regards the climate, I

have as yet experienced no great inconvenience from the heat.

The natives have learned to fear an Englishman rather than to

love him, which is, methinks, the thing we should most desire

when we have to rule over people as ignorant of the Christian

virtues, although not barbarous, like the naked blacks, but a most
ingenious, dexterous, and skilful people, and of subtle intellect,

yet slothful of body, lovers of rest, deceivers, regardless of truth,

for ever scheming plots and contriving subtleties, and more cruel

to prisoners than the Spanish Inquisition. The best amongst them
are followers of Mahomet, who make faithful servants and good
soldiers. It is a country where the ambition and jealousy of

princes are continually causing fresh wars to be undertaken, and
where a European may lead a life of adventure to his heart's

content.'

I was reading, as I have said, this letter aloud in presence of

my two faithful friends. Now when I spoke of the drill on board,

and the sergeant's rattan and the regimental supple-jack, the
Fugleman drew himself upright and shouldered the garden-spade,
because there was no pike at hand ; and wlien I read of the bos'n's

rope's end and the ship's cat-o'-nine tails. Sailor Nan cocked her hat
and stood with feet apart and hands upon her hips, and began, but
in a whisper, to murmur strange sea-oaths ; and when I read the

account of the fight in which Ralph's courage saved this grateful

Rajah—it was a most dreadful battle, in which hundreds of brave
fellows and treacherous Hindoos were killed, so that to read it

made one's heart cease to beat—the Fugleman, carried beyond
himself, executed capers with the spade which signified little to my
ignorant eyes, but which were, I believe, tlie movements with which
the trained soldier attacks with the bayonet, and the old sailor with
a mop-stick cut down her thousands, mighty curses rolling softly

from her lips like distant thunder.
If the beginning of the letter was delightful, judge how beautiful

was the end :

' I have now, my dear, told you all that concerns myself. I

suppose you have long since left Warkworth and gone to live with
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jrour parents, to whom I beg to convey my respects andbest wishes.

If, among your rich friends and the gaieties of the fashion '—the
' gaieties ! '

—
' you have found lovers (as, to be sure, you must) and

a husband, or one whom you have distinguished with your favour

and regard, you will remember that I shall ever be to you aa a
brother ; for, lover or brother, T can never cease to love '

' A good lad !
' said the Fugleman.

' As ever trod tlie deck !
' said the sailor. ' Go on, Misa

Drusy.'
' And I am sure that you have grown up as tall and as beautiful

as an angel.'
' She has,' said the Fugleman.
' Taller, ye lubber,' said the sailor, ' and more beautiful an

angel than ever I clapped eyes on, nor never a Peg nor a Poll at

Sheerness or Deptford or the Common Hard to show a candle

alongside her. What's even a frigate in full sail compared with a
lovely woman 1

'

This enthusiasm for the loveliness of her own sex (unusual

among old women), I put down to her naval experiences and
familiarity with sailor talk, and went on quickly ; because, if R^aiph

loved to flatter me, I ought not to let these poor peojile follow his

example. An angel ! But men are so. They cannot give enouuli

;

they lavish their praises, as they lavish the very fruits of their

labours, upon the women they love. We women measure our gifts

—except to our boys. I pass over, therefore, the fond words of a

lover about blue eyes and curling hair, and Nymphs in cool grots,

and soft smiles and other imaginary gifts and graces, all of which
my listeners applauded, nodding their heads. Oh ! he could i>ay

what he pleased, he could imagine all the perfections, so that he
continued to tell me, as he did in this letter, how he thought upon
me daily, and loved me always more and more.

' As for the address of this letter,' he said, 'I know not where
in London or elsewhere your father may now reside ; therefore I

forward it to the care of the Fugleman, with request that he will

send it to you at the earliest opiiortunity, and by a safe hand.
AVill you, in return, inform him of my continued esteem and friend-

ship ]

'

' "Esteem and friendship !"' repeated the Fugleman. 'Tliis

from a Captain ! Was ever such a boy 1

'

' And if you find an opportunity, tell Sailor Nan that haK her

fortune has come true.'

She replied that at her time of life it was odd if she couldn't tell

the fortune of a boy, and as for the present cruise,it was bound to

be a fairweather voyage.

Finally, my brave lover begged me to write to him and tell him
all that had happened since his departure, and subscribed himself,

with much love, Ralph Embleton.
When we had read the letter twice, which took us all the after-

noon, and cost me three hours' sewing, we took counsel together.
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First they were both for telling it about the tovni, and having a
bonfire, with the ringing of the church bells in a triple bob major,
but I was of opinion that it would be best to keep our own counsel

for awhile. Therefore I bound them both to secresy and silence. I

would let Mathew alone, and watch him. He should not know
anything, not even that Ralph was alive and prosperous ; and had
I kept this resolution, because my two friends were loyal and secret

as the grave, it woukl have been better in the end for all of us, and
much better for Mathew. But, as the wise man said, ' Death and
life are ia the power of the tongue.'

CHAPTER Yn.

MATHEW'S FRIENDLY OFFEE,

This letter made me, from one of the most unhappy of girls, the
most joyous. The immediate prospect of poverty—for the Dame
declined daily—the hard work which began at daylight and ended
at bed-time, the certain knowledge that IMatliew was not satisfied

with a simple refusal—these things, which had before filled my
mind with terror, now appeared like the imaginary spectres of the

night, which cease to alarm when the day has dawned. To me it

was more than the dawn of day ; it was the uprising of a glorious

sun of love and hope. Ralpli loved me ; Ralph was well, pros-

perous and in high esteem ; Ralph was already wealthy ; Ralph would
come home, and all things would be well, whatever might happen
at the moment. Yet this I could not tell to any. Mathew was not
to know ; my poor old grandmother was too old now, and too failing

of mind and body, to care for earthly things ; my father had clean for-

gotten the boy ; my motherwould not greatly care to know ; nor would
it soothe her anxieties to feel that we had a protector separated

from us by the rolling seas and by a voyage of ten months or

more. What good would be his far-off treasures to us, she would
have asked, when what we want is beef for the pot and bread for

the board ? As for my father's madness, it increased every day, so

that now our cottage was a palace indeed, every meal was a banquet,
and the small beer of my brewing was champagne, port, Malaga, or

Imperial Tokay. But Mathew was too much with him, and it made
me uneasy to observe how he complimented my father on his

wisdom, his resolution, and his wonderful success.
' In all respects, madam, ' he said to my mother, ' I find your

husband most sensible and full of sound judgment. I have taken
his counsel, of late, in many private matters of importance.'

' Then the Lord help you !
' said my mother, sharply.

' What if he does exaggerate his private fortune ?
' Mathew

went on. 'It is a failing with many persons concerned in trade.'

'If you mean this in kindness, sir,' said my mother, 'I thank
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you humbly for your good opinion of my poor distraught husband.
If you mean it in mockery, you are a most cruel man.'

'Indeed, madam,' he replied, bowing, 'pray believe that I
mean it in kindness.'

He had no kindness at all in his nature. He designed these
words to cover his iniquitous purpose.

So he continued to come and go, and to walk with my father in
the garden, and whatever wild things my father said he would
accept gravely as if they were indeed words of wisdom. No one,
except myself, suspected him of sinister designs, and my father
disclosed to him the whole prodigious extent of his madness, so
that I could have cried with shame and hinniliation, IMathew
knowing well, as all the world knew by this time, that we were
little better than the poorest in the parish.

'The world, sir,' the poor gentleman would say, with a lofty
air, ' has yet to learn how great a benefactor a simple London
citizen may be. There have been many benefactors. I acknow-
ledge their greatness. But wait, sir, until my will is opened and
read. To you, friend Mathew, I have be(jueathed a poor ten
thousand pounds—no more.'

' Oh, sir !
' He bowed and spread his hands. ' This is indeed

goodness.'
' It is the duty of a rich citizen to discover merit and to reward

it—the plain duty. I am a London citizen, and am perhaps more
proud of this position than becomes a Christian. The bulk of my
fortune I have left to my daughter, whom I design in marriage for
some great nobleman. But I have not forgotten the poor of my
native parish, Mathew—no, no ; and you will find, when my will
is read, that schools, a hospital, marriage-portions for the girls,

and apprentice-money for the boys, will attest my remembrance of
this place.'

'Sir,' said Mathew, with a grin of contempt, 'you will be a
benefactor indeed.

'

Now, before I answered Ralph's letter, which I kept for more
than a month in my bosom, reading it every day when I could
snatch a moment, Mathew came to me, and after a little preamble,
of which I am going to tell you, re-oi^ened the distasteful subject
of his courtship. I was in the garden, gathering herbs for a mint-
julep, when I saw him standing at the garden-gate. He looked so
jocund, he smiled so pleasantly, and he wore so self-satished an
air, that I Avas quite certain some evil thing had happened.

'Drusilla,' he said, 'I have heard certain intelligence. You
may depend upon its truth, which is confirmed in every particular.
I think that you should be the first to hear it, sad though it be,
yet what I could not but expect.'

' I sui^pose,' I said with a laugh, because I knew that he was
about to invent some wicked falsehood, ' I suppose you have got
something to tell me about Ealph, whom your cruel conduct drove
out into the world ?

*
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* Nay,' he replied, looking darkly, yet with a smile, 'you may
Bay what you please

;
you cannot ofiend me. I have just come

from Alnwick, where I sold four fat beasts. At the inn I fell in

with a strolling player, and talked with him over a glass about his

wandering life. Presently I asked him whether he had seen, any-

where upon his travels, especially in places where actors like him-
eelf, with profligates and thieves resort, such a lad as Ralph. It is

wonderful to relate that he remembered seeing the boy at a place

called Grantham. It was about six or seven years ago. The
reprobate lad was making love—actually making love—to a young
actress. When my informant came across the party again, Ila,lph

had left them.'
At first I concluded that this was sheer fabrication, but after-

wards gleaned that it was to a certain extent true ; that is, that

Ralph had made the acquaintance of the actress and her family on
his way to London ; but there was no love-making. How could

there be, when he was already in love with me 1 And what follows

was pure and clumsy invention.
' He wandered about with them playing and acting,' Mathew

went on, ' for four or five years. Then he deserted them, or was
tm-ned out in disgrace—it matters not which^and, I am ashamed
to say'—but he looked delighted— 'took to the road, where he is

now known everywhere as Black Ralph, or Bloody Ralph.'
' Are you quite sure of what you say ?

'

'As sure as I am that he will be hanged as soon as he is

caught.'

I know not by what means IMathew persuaded himself, if indeed

he did persuade himself, that Black Ralph, who was a notorious

highwayman about this time, and practised his wicked calling upon
the York Road, was Ralph Embleton. Yet he made so certain of

it that he told—under strict promise of secresy—the barber, who
told everybody, also under promise of secresy, and it was noised

abroad that the distinction of giving birth to the most bloodthirsty

villain in England belonged to Warkworth, and many people ad-

vised Mathew to go armed, and to provide his house with a loaded

blunderbuss, a bull-dog, and a few man-traps, because his cousin

would probably visit him with intent to murder as well as rob.
' I suppose,' Mathew went on to me, ' that you will now give

up thinking of that young vagabond. A pretty girl like you
should throw your thoughts higher. Why, though your father's a

beggar, as one may say '

' He is not a beggar, so long as my grandmother lives.'

' Perhaps that wdl not be much longer,' he replied with an
ngly grin. ' jN'ow, Drusilla, listen to me. You know that I've

Bet my fancy upon you. I've been waiting just till you grew up,

and then for—for one or two little things to ripen which have now
ripened and turned out pretty well. Now that everything is

ready, there is no reason to wait any longer. Ralph being a high-

U'ayman and certain to be hanged '
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'Then, Mathew,' I replied, 'I will wait until lie is hanged,
and then you can talk to me again if you like. Now, go away, and
leave me to my work.'

He went away for that time, and next morning his sister

Barbara came. She was at first mysterious about sudden changes
of fortune, unexpected reverses, and the judgments of angered
Heaven. These things I did not then consider as pertaining to

myself, because I knew not how I had especially angered Heaven,
more, that is, than thoughtless youth may do at any time, and yet
obtain forgiveness by daily prayer. She also added a certain ex-

hortation to kiss the rod, which I pass over. Then she launched
into praises of her brother. He was most industrious, she said

;

up early and to work before daybreak ; he was full of religion,

which surprised me very much to hear ; he was thrifty and had
already saved a large smn of money—this, I found afterwards, waa
false ; he could provide a comfortable home, and happy, indeed,

she added, would be the woman on whom his choice should fall.

Added to this that he wss no longer young and scatter-brained,

but arrived at the sober age of three or four and thirty ; and that

Mathew's wife would have the advantage of her own society, help,

example, and admonition.
I told her that Mathew had got his answer, and that I thought

it hard that a woman could not be supposed to know her own mind
in so important a matter.

' What is your answer, then 1 ' she asked.

'I will talk to Mathew on the subject again,' I replied, 'when
Ralph is hanged, since tliis is a thing which both you and he desire

BO vehemently.'
Two days afterwards Mathew himself met me as I was on my

way to the castle. He begged me to give him another hearing,

and, as I could not refuse so simple a thing, I led him by the path
below the castle to the bank of the river, where he could talk at

his ease and unheard.
First it was the same story. Would I forget the young villain

and marry him ? He was so much in love with me, that he would
not say as some men—not so rich, mind you, as himself—would
say, that I might go hang myself in my garters for aught he cared.

He would forgive my disrespect and impudence ; he would forget

tlie past altogether
;
people should see that he was of a truly noble

ajid forgiving disposition ; he would give me another chance,

BO great was his generosity. Very well, then, would I marry him 1

I replied very gravely, that he had already received his answer.
When Ralph was hanged, and not befcjre, I would listen to him.
Then I asked him seriously why he thought so meanly of me as to

trj' this trumped-up story about playactors and highwaymen upon
me, and reminded him of what a truly wicked disposition he must
be, thus to glory and delight in the supposed wickedness of his

Dousin, whose guardian he had been, and whose lands he now
occupied.



MATHEWS FJlIEyDLY OFFEU. 187

He grew angry at this plain-speaking, and began to swear, as ia

the wont of such men. If kindness would not move me, he said,

Bomething else should be tried, i thought I was free and indepen-

dent of him, did \% I sliould see what power was in his hands,

and what mischief he could do me. I was young and imiirudent.

It chafed me to hear that he, and such a man as he, could do me
harm—as if the meanest wretch who ever lived cannot do harm—
and I told him what I ought to have kept a secret, that so long as

Ralph lived, I should not want a protector ; and that so far from
his being a highwayman, I knew certainly that he was a prosperous

gentleman, already held m great honour, and respected by all.

He was so staggered by this mtelligence that I thought he was
going to have some kind of tit. Consider how much it meant to

him : he would certainly have to give up the mill, and to render a
strict account of all his doings ; he would be reduced to the station

of a poor small farmer ; he would be robbed of his revenge ; and
he would be convicted as a slanderer and calumnious person, if

that mattered aught.

First he blustered and threatened. I dared, did I, to reproach

him : very good, I should see what things he could do ; I should

laugh the other side of my mouth. Did I refuse his offer ] Veiy
well then. 1 shf)uld find out what his displeasure meant. And,
perhaps, before long, 1 should be sorry for the insult I had offered

him, and the proposal I had refused. He then flung away,
becoming at this point speechless, and indeed he looked so angi-y

that I was afraid he would have thrown me into the stream.

I went home, and said nothing to anybody about the business
;

but I was troubled in my mind, and greatly afraid that the man
would do some dreadful mischief if he could.

Well, he came again a third time to me. It was three days
later. If I was disquieted, I could see that he was more so. His
red cheeks were become pale, and his eyes were red. He was
quiet in his manner, and held out his hand.

'Drusilla,' he said, 'I was wrung the other day. You won't
marry me % Very well then. Never mind ; someone else will if I

want. What matters one woman more than another, if you come
to think about it % What hurt me most wasn't your refusal, which
I don't care for not one brass farthing, but your saying that I

wanted Ralph to go bad. That was cruel to such a cousin and
guardian as I was to that boy.'

' Well, Mathew,' I said, ' if I was wrong, I pray you to forgive

me.'
' I should Uke to know, on the conti\iiy, that he was becoming

D credit to his family. I say,' he added, ' I should like to know it,

if you can assure me of the fact.'

' Then you may depend upon the truth of my statement,
Mathew,' I said. ' He is already a credit to your family.'

' How joyful a thing this is !
' He folded his hands and raised

his eyes hypocritically to heaven. ' It shows that the many correc-
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tions I gave him produced their effect. I was a throwing of the
bread upon the waters. After many days, as one may say, it hath
come back to me.'

He spoke with a sweetness which did not deceive me.
' And this prosperity, Drusilla. Wlio told you of it ?

'

' That I must not say.'
' Where, in what phxce, is the boy ?

'

That I shall not tell you.'
' How is he employed, then ?

'

'I must say nothing, Mathew. Do not ask me. It is veiy
certain that Ralph is alive, and that he is prospering. I shall

answer no more questions.'
' I will ask other people, then.'
' It is of no use,' I said hurriedly. ' There is no one knows

except me.' This was not true, but at the moment I was thinking
of my mother, who certainly did not know.

' No one knows except you ? ' he repeated. ' That is strange
indeed.'

' Tt is very strange.'
' And how long,' he went on, ' is the mystery to be kept up V
' As long,' I replied, ' as your cousin pleases.'

Then his sweetness left him, and he fell again into a madness
of wrath. He went away, however, when he found that I would
tell him nothing.

All this time I had not written my answer to Ralph's sweet
letter. The reason was that I feared my words would prove so
poor and weak compared with his noble language ; and I was afraid

besides that what I might say would oflend or disappoint him.
What maiden but would have been ashamed ? Yet this business
with Mathew made me resolve to lose no time, and I began
seriously to consider what I should say in rejjly to the long letter

which I caiTied in my bosom and read daily. In order to be undis-
turbed I carried paper and pen to the Fugleman's room at the
castle, and wrote my letter in the afternoons, whenever I could
snatch an hour from my work. Wliat was I to say in answer to

the many tender protestations of Ralph ? And how was I to speak
of Mathew 1

' Tell him,' said the Fugleman, ' that Mathew is a villain. Last
Tuesday week there was a run to Coldstream—lace and brandy

—

Mathew stood in and found the ironies. Yet he is a villain.'
' And what about yourself ?

' I asked.
' As for me,' he said, ' I always said that once the boy got hia

foot on the lowest rung, it would not be long before he was on the
top of the ladder. Half-way up and more he is, I reckon by now.
So that I am not surprised to hear of his good fortune, and only
wish I was young enough to be his Fugleman. Tell him tliat first

of all. But Mathew is a villain. Next you may say that I'm well
and hearty, and likely to continue in the way of grace, such being
niy constitution and my habits. IVIathew, his cousin, is a desperate
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villain. Tell him that. You may tell him next, that if he still

regardeth eggs, I have got such a collection for him as can't be

matched. As for Mathe-^v^, he is a rt)gue and a villain. Fish, tell

him, are plentiful this year, and otters there be in plenty. Yester-

day I trapped a badger, and I know of a marten opposite the

Hermitage. The birds are wild, but I had good sport with his

Worship last winter, and hope to do something by myself when the

nights draw out. Say next, that I send him my faitliful respects

and humble good wishes ; and Mathew is a villain. And as for

your own pretty self, you sit down and tell him that there isn't a

straighter maid, nor one more beautiful, on the banks of Coquet

;

•while, as for eyes and shape and rosy lips
'

' Indeed,' I cried, ' I shall tell him no such nonsense. No, I

will not tell liim such nonsense.'
' Why, he loves thee, sweetheart. Say it, child, to please him,

so lonely he is, and so far away from us. I wish he had thy picture

just now, with the pretty blushes on the cheeks and all. A gii-1

ought to be proud for such as liim to fall in love with her.'

' Is he truly in love with me ?
' I said, with tears coming into

my eyes, because now that the words were spoken, I knew very

well how much I longed for that very tiling, ' Why, he says he
wishes me happiness with my husband. As if I could take any
husband but Ralph.'

' There—there,' he cried, ' tell him that. Tell him that, and it

will make him happy and bring him home.'
' You think such a little thing as that would bring him home ?

'

' There's one thing,' said the old man, 'which women can never

understand, and that's the strength and power of love. Tliere was
a man in Lord Falkland's regiment—but I cannot tell thee all the

story. There was a young gentleman in the Fourteenth, when we
were stationed at Gibraltar, m love with a Spanish lady—but of

that another time. What did the soldier care that he got three

hundred the next day ? And as for the young gentleman, he would
have done the same—and always said so—if another dozen of duels

was to come after it, and him to be pinked in every one. Cheer-

fully he would have done the same for such another charmer. Ah !

he would, and more ; but women never understand.'

With these mysterious words did he encourage me as to the

force and vehemence among men, of the passion called love.

If Ralph was only home again, we should have a protector. I

thought of tliis and hesitated no longer. Yet it was an unmaidenly
thing which I did, and to this day I am uncertain as to whether I

was justified by all the circumstances. It was, besides, a dangerous
thing to do, because I am convinced that nothing more etFectually

turns aside the fancy of a man for a woman—which is a delicate

and tender plant, even at its strongest—than the thought that she

is lacking in the modesty and reserve which are the choicest virtues

of a maiden. Yet I ran that danger, though I imperilled the most
precious thing to me in all the world, the heart of my Ralph. But
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there is a time to speak, as well as a time to keep silence. What I
said was tliis :

—

' Dear Ralph,—I have now received your letter, and I thank
you for it with all my heart. My father hath lost all in London,
and is now returned to his native place ; we are, therefore, poor
indeed, and have nothing to live upon except the annuity which he
long ago bought for my grandmother, wJio fails daily ; when she
dies we shall have nothing. Also my father is atHicted with a
strange belief that he is rich. This makes us unhappy. Mathew
hath spread abroad a report that the mill is his, and not yours at

all, by reason of a second will, which nobody has seen except him-
self. I fear that you will have trouble with your cousin. The
Fugleman is well and hearty, and bids me tell you .' Here I

set forth as many of the messages as I could remember. ' As re-

gards myself, he bade me say many things, out of his kind heart, for

he loves me ; but I must not write them down. My dear Ralph, do
not say again that you want me to have a husband. I shall never
marry any husband, nor love any man, except yourself, if you still

continue to love me. Indeed, there is no moment of the day—if

you will not think me unmaidenly to confess tliis thing—when you
are out of my thoughts, and I pray night and morning for your
safety and speedy return. Mathew has asked me to marry him, and
is angered because I refused. He has spread abroad reports that

you ai"e now a highwayman. Will you come back to us, dear
Ralph 1 I am in great sadness, and I am afraid that Mathew meana
some mischief. Yet I would not mar your fortune by calling you
away from the work you have in hand. Mathew threatens me with
revenge, and Barbara, his sister, bids me read passages in the Holy
Scriptures which threaten woe to sinners. I am afraid whnt they
may do, though I cannot think that they can do us any evil. It

makes me unhappy to think that any can believe here that j'ou have
become a highwayman. Yet I keep your letter secret, and no one
knows where you are. The Fugleman says that a villain must have
rope enough to hang himself. Ah, Ralph, if you could come back
to us. But the quiet country would be tedious to you after your
splendours and the pleasure of an active life. But whether you
come home or whether you stay, you must always believe that I am
your loving ' Drusilla.

' P.S.—I forgot to beg that you may not take it ill that I have
written these words. For, indeed, you may be married, or at least

in love, with one more worthy than myself. And if that is so, I

wish both her and you many years of happiness and love, and shaU
only ask her to let me love you still as my brother. How caa
Mathew presume to court a girl who has known Ralph 2

'
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CHAPTER Vin.

IS IT TRUE ?

Now was Mathew pulled asunder with a grievous doubt and anxiety.

For not only might his enemy, as he considered him, appear at any

moment to demand a strict account, but he knew very well that if

he pushed on his suit or attempted any devilry with us, I might

send for Ralph and ask his protection. Yet could my story be

true ? How could I know, and I alone, of his welfare and the place

of his dwelling ? Was it possible, he thought, that such a secret,

if there was any secret, should be entrusted to the keeping of a

mere girl ? If the boy was really doing well, why did he not return

on his twenty-first birth-day and claim his inheritance ? So that

the more he thought about it, the more he tried to persuade himself

that the thing was false. And yet he was afraid ; I could see that

he was continually haunted by the fear of what might happen. He
sought me often and begged for information concerning his cousin.

Next, he tried my father, but his memory as regards the lad was

quite gone ; and my mother, but she took no interest in the sub-

ject, and said she knew nothing about the boy for her part.

' Yet,' said Mathew, 'your daughter pretends to know where he

is and what he is doing.'
' Then,' replied my mother sharply, ' Lord help tlie man ! go

and ask my daughter.'
' But she will not tell me.'
' Then how can 1 1 Hark ye, Master Mathew, you come here

too often. My daughter hath given you her answer. She bears

no love to you ; she will have none of you . Go, then, and leave

us alone. We are poor enough, God knows, but not so poor as to

thrust husbands on our girl against her will. Leave us to ourselves,

good man, and find another wife.'

My dear and sacred letter arrived in May. It was in July that

I sent ofi' my answer. I might look for a reply in sixteen, eighteen, or

twenty months—some time in the winter of the next year, seventeen

hundred and seventy-three. It seems a long time to an anxious

heart when one has to wait three weeks for an answer to a letter

sent to London. Wliat, then, must be the patience of those who
have to wait nearly two years ? Had I reflected further on the

perils of my lover's life, the daily risks of battle, wild creatures,

treacherous foes, and deadly fevers, I must have been a miserable

wretch indeed during those months of waiting. Yet I was sustained

by hope, which belongs to the time of youth, and looked for nothing

but such a reply from Ralph as would, I thought, remove every

care from my mind.
What a fond and foohsh ml was I to think that a mere love-
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letter- -which was all I looked for—would be able to give us our
daily bread !

After this, Mathew remained quiet again for three or four

months. That is to say, he came no more to the house. And so

we went on in our thrifty way—I engaged with my needle for such

ladies as would employ me, my mother watching my father, and
my grandmother sitting in her armchair beside the fire, for the

most part silent. Indeed, we were all silent except my poor
deluded father, who now added a new craze, for he announced one
morning very proudly that he had received a despatch from the

King himself, by which he learned that His Majesty had been
graciously pleased to confer upon him the honour of knighthood, a

distinction which in the present day seems reserved for eminent
citizens of London rather than for soldiers, as of old. He was
now, therefore. Sir Sulomon, and his wife was my lady. He also

terrified us greatly by saying that the new dignity would oblige

him to assume greater state and a more sumptuous manner of

living. Our banquets were sumptuous, truly, and worthy of a
knight and his lady. However, in the matter of diet and lodging

he was easily satisfied, having been accustomed to plain fare and so

entirely carried away by his strange craze as to be persuaded in his

own mind that a herring was a turbot ; mutton-broth, turtle-soup ;

and a piece of roast mutton a haunch of venison. But now it was
impossible to disguise from our neighbours what, indeed, they had
long known, that my father was incurably mad. He expected

when he took the air of an afternoon to be saluted with the

respect due to Sir Solomon, and hats off from everybody, and was
pleased with obeisances which were meant in pity, if not in

ridicule. And in his presence my mother must be addressed as

my lady and spoken of as her ladyship, which made her hang her

head at fu'st and look foolish until she became accustomed to the

vanity of the thing and found tliat it pleased liim. For it is a

strange thing that if you humour a crazy person in his craze,

although you strengthen and confirm him in his belief, you make
him happy and satisfied with himself, whereas, if you argue or

contest it, or if you pass it over in contempt, you are apt to make
him uncomfortable and uneasy without convincing him at all of

his error.

So great, and reasonably great, was my suspicion of Mathew,
that I was certain he would do something to revenge himself upon
me, or to get me in his power. Yet I knew not—I could not

guess—what he would do, or in what way he could injure me, aa

if the machinations of wicked men can ever be suspected and
guarded against ; as if the head of him who is desperately wicked

may not conceive, yea, and execute, things wliich an innocent girl

would believe incredible. The first alarm was caused by a visit

from Barbara, who came to see my mother and myself, together or

separately. She said she was a messenger from her brother, who,

whatever I might say or think, was the most forgiving and the
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most long-suffering of men ; that he was perfectly prepared, if I

would make submission, ask pardon for the injurious things I had
said, and reveal wliat I knew of Ralph, viz. : where he was living,

what he was doing, and what were his intentions ; to pass over all,

and to take me once more into favour.
' Good Lord !

' said my mother. ' Does the man think he is

the Great Bashaw ? Favour, indeed !

"

' Beggars,' said Barbara, ' must not be choosers.'

At these words my mother flamed up, and asked Mistress
Barbara many questions relating to her birth, parentage, wealth,

religious professions, personal beauty, and so forth, leaving her no
time to answer any. This is, with respect to the memory of a kind
parent, a manner of speech common among women—even well-bred

City Madams when they are angry. Finally, she said that there

had been quite enough said about Mathew's proposals, and that lie

was to understand again, and once for all, that they were distasteful
;

upon which Barbara coughed, and said that she had delivered her
message, that she had no desire, for her own part, for the alliance,

which would certainly be as distasteful to herself as it was to Mrs.
Hetherington, and moi-e so, for her brother had a right to look for

fortune, which would be of much more use to him than a baby-face
;

that she was surprised, being a messenger of peace, and sent by a

man of substantial estate, as all the world knew, to be thus treated

by folk who were expected shortly to come upon the parish, and the

daughter to be glad of honest service and a crust. But enough
said.

' Hoity-toity !
' cried my mother. ' This is brave talking,

indeed, from plain millers and simple farmers. Is the world going
upside down \

'

Barbara went away, but returned again a little before Christ-

mas. Mathuw, she repeated, was of so Christian a disposition that

he was still waiting for submission and to know where the boy was
to be found. She also held up her skinny finger in warning, and
when I laughed and refused either to make submission or tell where
Ralph was living, she bade me tremble and read the first chapter
of the book of the Prophet Joel, applying verses four to twelve to

my own case, esjiecially the last clause, which on investigation

proved to be a prophecy that joy should wither away from the sona
of men. I laughed again, but I confess that I was disquieted.

What consequences ? I was soon to discover that the woman used
no idle threat, though I believe that she did not herself know
anything of the abominable plot which Mathew was contriving for

our destruction.

This, I say, was just before Christmas. We passed the season

of festivity in comfort, thanks to a gift from Mr. Carnaby of a

noble sirloin and some bottles of good wine for my father ; but on
Twelfth Night my grandmother, who had become very feeble of

late, suddenly showed signs of impending change. This was a
truly dreadful thing for us, not only for the loss of a good and
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affectionate parent, which those who have faith ought not to lament,
but because at her death we sliould lose even the small incoiue

which we had, and there would be nothing but the house. It waa
with despairing looks that my mother and I sat by her bedside all

that night. In the morning she died, having been speechless for

some hours ; but, as happens often with the dying, she rallied just

before the end, and recovered for a moment the power of speech.
' Child,' she whispered to me with her last breath, ' thou hast

been a good child. The Lord will reward thee. Be of good hope,

and never doubt that the boy will return to be thy protector and
thy guide.'

After her funeral I asked my mother if she had any money at

all. She told me that on leaving London some of their old friends

made up between them a purse of a hundred guineas in memory of

old times, but after payment of their small debts and the cost of

the journey from London, she had the sum of fifty-five guineas

put by for unforeseen wants—that we must live on this money aa

long as it lasted, after which she supposed we must starve.

Fifty-five guineas ! Why, it would last us a year and a quarter

at least with prudence. Fifty-five guineas ! It was a little fortune

to us. It would keep us until I got a letter from Ralph. Wliere-

upon I told my mother to be of good cheer and to wait patiently

and hope for the best. She sighed, being never a woman of san-

guine disposition, and ignorant of those secret springs of happiness
within me which made me think lightly of present povei-ty.

And now you shall hear a ]Aoi of diabolical wickedness, which
for the time was successful. We all know that for a season sinners

are sometimes permitted to compass their own designs, but for

their surer undoing in the end.

Two days after the burial of the Dame, at a time when we
might be supposed to be overwhelmed by the calamity of being
left destitute, Matliew came to the cottage. He looked ill at ease,

and his eyes met mine shiftily, but he spoke out with boldness,

while he produced a leather pocket-book and turned over certain

papers within it.

' I have come, madam,' he said, addressing my mother, but
looking at me, ' to inform you or your husband—it matters not
which—that I can no longer wait for the interest or the principal

of my money, and that you must be prepared to pay, or take the

consequences.'
' What interest ? What money 1 ' asked my mother.
'Why,' he afiected great surprise, 'is it possible that you are

going to deny the debt ?

'

' What means the man ?
' my mother said impatiently.

'Nay,' said Mathew, smiling, but looking like a hangdog villain

the while, ' this passes patience. I mean, madam, my loan to your
husband.'

' What loan ?
' she repeated ;

' and when 1
'

' Why,' said Mathew, ' if you pretend not to know, I am not
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obliged to tell you ; but since Well, I will tell you. I mean
this, madam : the sum of two hundred pounds advanced by me
to your husband, for which, and for security, he hath assigned me
a mortgage on tliis house.'

My mother was quite wise enough to know what was meant
by a mortgage. She asked, but with pale face, where was hia

mortgage.
Mathew unrolled a paper and laid it on the table. My mother

read it through hurriedly. Then she sank back in her chair and
covered her face with her hands, saying :

' It is true, my child. Here is thy father's signature. This is

the last blow.'

Mathew rolled up the paper again and put it in his pocket.
' Can you, madam,' he asked, ' pay me my money ?

'

* Go ask of the poor demented creature to whom you lent it,'

she replied.
' Then,' said Mathew, ' if the money be not forthcoming, I must

sell the house. Yet there is a way '

' What way ?
' I asked.

' You know the way. You have only to tell me where the boy
is, and to marry me.'

I shook my head.
' And you, sir,' cried my mother, 'you who lend money to poor

madmen for the ruin of their house, you—a villain if ever there
was one—you think that I would give my daughter to such as you ?

'

' Very well, madam, very well,' said Mathew, unmoved. ' Very
likely the cottage will sell for as much as the mortgage. Perhaps,
if not, your husband may carry his extravagances to a gaol, aa

provided by a righteous law.'

Here he lied, because, I believe, my father could be called upon
for nothing more than the house which was his security.

My mother pointed to the door, and Mathew went away, leaving
us bewildered indeed. Two hundred pounds ! Now, indeed, we
were ruined. But what had he done with the money ?

'Mother,' I cried, 'it is a black and base conspiracy. My
father has never, since he came from London, possessed a single

sixpence. Think of it. If lie had a penny we should have known
it. Try to remember if ever you saw the least sign of his having
money.'

No, there was none. He wrote no letters and received none
;

he bought nothing. His clothes, which were now old and worn,
were the same as those he wore when he returned home. On the
other hand, because he was of a generous heart, he was for ever
giving away what he called money in large sums by means of drafts

up(jn London bankers, which he would sign and press upon the
recipient with kind words. For instance, on my birtliday he always
gave me an order for a hundred pounds on a piece of paper, signed
by his own hand, ' Sol. Hetherington,' bidding me, because I was a
g<.iod gui, go buy myself some finery and fallals. At Christmas,

o 2
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the New Year, Easter, Roodsmass, fair-time, and otlier times of

rejoicing, he would fill his pockets with these valuable gifts, and
sally forth—first to the Vicar, with an ofiering for the poor, saying

that it was little merit to give out of abundance, that the Lord
loveth a cheerful giver, that the poor we have always with us, that

a rich man must remember the fate of Dives, and that, for his part,

he would that the Church had all charities in her own hand, so

that schismatics, profligates, and persons without religion should

starve, with other pithy and seasonable remarks. Having received

the Vicar's thanks, and a glass of usquebaugh to keep out the raw
air of the morning, he would proceed uj) the village street, the

boys and girls touching their caps and making curtsies to him,
while the barber and blacksmith would ofler the compliments of

the season, with a hope that her ladyship was well. Then he
would pass the cottage of Sailor Nan, and would call her out and
press into her hand a folded paper, saying it was for Christmas
cheer ; that she must rejoice, with a dish of good roast beef and
plum-porridge, and a great coal fire, and bidding her God speed,

would go on his charitable way, while some laughed and some
looked grave, and tears would fall from the eyes of the women to

think that one so good and generous should also be so poor.

Alas ! my father was one of those Avho could never become rich.

Even while we spoKe of this, we heard outside the voice of my
father, as if to confirm our words :

' It ill becomes men of substance, Mr. Carnaby, to allow poorer

parishioners to bear the burden of such things. I will myself

repair the roof of the church at my own charges. Nay, sir, permit

me to take no refusal ni this matter. If it stand me in a thousand
pounds I will do it. Why, it is a lending unto the Lord ; it is a
good work.'

It happened that in some way I had more influence over my
father than anyone. That is to say, he would unfold his mind

—

such as it was, jjoor man !—to me with gi-eater freedom than to my
mother, who could never make any show of interest or belief in his

magnificent designs and charitable schemes. I therefore tried to

learn from him, if I could, the truth of this business. After listen-

ing to a long stoiy of his intentions as regards the church and the

endowment of the living of Warkworth, I tui-ned the conversation

upon Mathew Humble, and asked my father if he had of late seen

and spoken with liim. He said that Mathew now avoided rather

than sought his company, for which he knew no reason, except that

when you have obliged a man, it frequently happens that he keeps
out of your way—a thing, he said, of common experience in the

City, where young men, incautious men, and unlucky men often

obtain assistance in the prolongation of bills and in loans.
' Since I have been of such great service,' he said, 'to Mathew

Humble, he seems to think that he must not come so often as he

did. A worthy man, however, and, perhaps, he is moved by the

shame of taking assistance,'
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'Very likely, sir,' I said, wondering what thing, short of the
pillory, with the Fugleman and his pike beside it, would move
Mathew to shame. ' It is strange that men should thus court tlie

appearance of ingratitude. Did you ever, sir, borrow money, sums
of money, of Mathew Humble ?

'

' Lend, you mean, Drusilla,' he replied, turning red with sudden
anger.

'No, sir, I said borrow. Pray pardon me, sir, I had no
intention to offend.'

'But you have offended, child.' He puffed his cheeks, and
became scarlet with sudden passion. ' You have offended, I say.

Not offended % Do you know what you have said ? Have words
meaning for you % Should I, Solomon Hetherington, Knight,
known and venerated for my wealth, from Tower Hill to Temple
Bar, and from London Bridge to Westminster, stoop to borrow

—

to borrow, I say, paltry sums—for he could lend none but paltry
sums—of a petty farmer % Not mean to offend ! Zounds ! the girl

is mad.'
' Pray, sir, forgive me. I am so ignorant that I knew not '

'To be sure, my dear, to be sure.' He became as quickly
appeased as he had been easUy offended. ' She does not know the
difference between lending and borrowing. How should she %

'

' And have you lent Mathew much, sir ?

'

' As for lending, I have, it is true, placed in his hands, from
time to time, sums of money for which I have no security and have
demanded no interest. But let that pass. I am so rich that I can
afford to lose. Let it pass. And whether he pays them back or
not, I do not greatly care.'

'You gave this money to him,' I said, 'by drafts upon your
bankers, I suppose ?

'

' Why, certainly. You do not suppose that we Loudon mer-
chants, however rich we are, carry our money about with us.

That would indeed be a return to barbarous times.

'

' Then there was the paper that you signed in the presence of

an attesting attorney and of Barbara. What was that, father ?

'

He laughed and made as if he were annoyed, though he appeared
pleased.

'Tut, tut,' he said. 'A trifle—a mere trifle ; let an old man
have his little whims sometimes, Drusilla.'

' But what was it, sir ?
' I persisted.

'Mathew would have me call it a mortgage,' my father went
on. ' A mortgage, indeed ! Because he wished his sister not to

know. It was—ho, ho !—a deed of gift, child. That is all. It was
Aviien I assigned certain lands to him. A deed of gift. We called

it a mortgage, but I could not prevent showing Barbara by laughing
—ha, ha !—that it was something very different. In addition to

the money, I have bestowed upon him a field or so for the improve-
ment of his farm. The gain to him is great ; the loss is small to

me. A mortgage, we agreed to call it. Ha ! ha ! Duly signed
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and witnessed. Your father, Drusilla, is not one to do things
irregularly. Duly signed and witnessed.'

This conversation made it quite clear to me that Mathew had
contrived an abominable plot for our ruin. For the supposed deed
of gift which my father wished to sign, he substituted a real deed
of mortgage, in which my father was to acknowledge that he had
received two hundred pounds, for which he assigned his house for

security, and without, as afterwards appeared, any clause as to time
allowed after notice should be given of foreclosing. How far the

lawyer was concerned in this conspiracy I know not. Perhaps he
was innocent. Indeed, I am now inclined to believe that he was
innocent of any complicity. How far Barbara—perhaps she, too,

was ignorant of this wickedness.
All that night I lay awake turning the thing over in my mind.

I planned a thousand mad schemes : I would break into Mathew'a
room and steal the papers. I would go round the town and pro-

claim his wickedness ; I would inveigle hira into surrendering the
papers by a false promise of marriage ; I would seek the protection

of Mr. Oarnaby. All these things I considered, but none of them
approved themselves on consideration, because a forger and a
cheat will always be ready, if he escapes punishment for the tirst

offence, to repeat his wickedness. Lastly, I resolved upon seeking
Matthew at the mill, where I could talk to him at greater

freedom.
I went there in the afternoon about two of the clock. When I

lifted the latch I saw Barbara sitting on the settle near the window
working. Before her, as usual, lay an open Bible. Strange ! that

one who was so hard and severe could draw no comfortable things

from a book which should be full of comfort.

She shook her long lean forefinger at me.
'I have known,' she said, ' for a long time the ruin that hang3

over your house. I saw your father sign the mortgage. He
laughed and called it a deed of gift, I remember. Ah ! good
money after bad. But my brother, who was foolish enough to lend
the money, was not so foolish as to let it go without security. A
deed of gift ! He is cunning, your father, and would deceive me
if he could, I doubt not.' She turned over the leaves and found
something that seemed to suit the occasion and my demerits.
' " He hath made thy vine bare." My brother is full of compas-
sion. "He hath made it clean bare." Thy punishment hath
begun.'

' I wish to see your brother alone.'
' Do you come in peace or in enmity ? If in peace, you must

first make submission, and confess your deceits as regards the boy,

who is surely dead. Nothing else will satisfy him. You can begin
with me. Where is the boy 'I

'

' What I have to say is with your brother, not with you.'
' Go, then ; but remember, when you are married, look not to

be mistress here. I shall continue to be the mistress as I have always
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been. If you come in enmity, then you have me to battle with
and not my brother alone. Two hundred jjounds is not a sum to

be given away for nought. Men are soft where a woman is con-
cerned ; Mathew may be a fool for your sake

;
you may look to

wheedle him out of his papers. Ah, but you shall not. He may
be a fool, but I am behind. I am not soft

;
your eyes will not

make a fool of me. Mistress Drusilla.'

She then bade me go within, where I should find her brother.

It was a cloudy afternoon, and, so early in the season, already
growing dusk : Mathew was seated before the fire, and on the
table a stone jar containing Hollands which he had already begun
to drink.

' Pretty Drusilla !
' he cried, astonished. ' Have you brought

the money 'i

'

'No,' I said. 'I come to learn if you are in earnest or in

jest.'

' In jest ?
' Then he swore a loud oath, ' See you, my lass

;

if that money is not paid next week, your house will be sold.

Make your account of that. But if you comply with my condi-

tions, the papers shall be torn up.'
' Then I am come to tell you, Mathew, that although I shall

not comply with your conditions, the cottage will not be sold.'
' Wiiy not ?

'

' Because, first of all, that mortgage is false. I know now
what jrou did. You caused my father to sign one paper believing

it to be another. That is a fraud, and a hanging matter, Master
IMathew.'

He laughed, but uneasily, and he turned pale. Also, which is

hardly worth the noting, he swore a great oath.
' It's a lie !

' he cried. ' Prove it !

'

' I can prove it, when the time oomes. Meantime, reflect on
what I have said. It is a wicked and detestable plot. Reflect

upon this and tremble.'

He laughed again, but uneasily.

'There is another reason,' I said, 'why you will not sell the
cottage. It is this. You are afraid that Ralph may come home
and demand an account. Well, I can tell you this : that he will

not come home just yet. But, if you do this thing, as sure as I

am alive, Mathew, I will write to him and tell him all. I shall

tell him how you have persecuted me to marry you, not because
you want me for your wife, and though you have had your answer
a dozen times over, but because you want to plague and spite your
cousin. I will tell him, next, how you have spread false reports
about another will, and how you have whispered that he is turned
highwayman. And lastly, I will tell him how you have practised

upon the kind heart of a poor demented man, and made him sign
his name in testimony of your own foul plot and falsehood, I

will not spare you, I will tell him all, I will beg him to return
post haste, aiid to bring with him officers of justice. Then, indeed,
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you may look for no mercy, nor for anything short of the assizes

and Newcastle Gaol.'

I spoke so resolutely, though, perhaps, through ignorance, I

Bpoke foolishly, that I moved him and he trembled.

Yet he blustered. He said that all women are liars, as is very

well known ; that the boy was long since dead and buried ; else

why did he not return to claim the property ? That, as for my
story, he did not value it one farthing ; wuile, as regards my
accusation, he would laugh. In fact, he did laugh, but not mirth-

fully.
' Come, Drusilla,' he said ;

' your father is welcome to the

money, for auglit I care. I do not desire to sell the cottage. Sit

down and be friendly. Tell me all about the boy ; and look, my
lass'—his eyes were cunning indeed— 'look you. Write to the

boy ; tell him, if you will, about the money . Tell him that I am
willing not to press it if he will give reasonable assurance or security

of his own in exchange. Let him, for instance, give me a mort-

gage on the mill, and let him, since he is so prosperous, pay the

interest himself.'

This was a trap into which I nearly fell. But I saw in time
that he designed to find out in this way what he had to fear.

' I have told you,' I said, ' what I shall do.'

' Ah ! your story, I doubt, is but made up by woman's wit.

Drusilla, you are a cunning baggage. Come, now, give over ; stay

here and be my wife ; thou shalt be mistress in everything. As
for Barbara, I am tired of her sour looks. She scolds all day.

She may pack ; she makes the meals uncomfortable ; she may
vanish ; she stints the beer. We will keep house without her.

Slie finds fault from morning to night. She is a
'

' You calkd me, Mathew 1
' Barbara suddenly opened the door

and stood before us. Her eyes followed me as I went away with

malignity difficult to describe, and Mathew, sinking back into liia

chair, feebly reached out his hand for the jar of Hollanda.

CHAPTER IX.

THE WISDOM OF THE STRONG MAW.

When I went home I told my mother that for the present, at least,

we need not fear anything from Matthew. Of this I was quite

certain. My assiu-ance that I would appeal to his cousin, the

doubt where ' the boy ' might be—there was no reason, for instance,

•why he should not be at Newcastle, or at Rothbury, or at Hexham,
or at Carlisle—to say nothing of my charge of fraud, went home to

liis guilty conscience. These things were sure, I thought, to deter

a man not naturally courageous, altliough his conscience might be
hardened, from tempting the vengeance of liis injured cousin.
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So far was I right, that for the whole of the spring and summer
we had no further molestation from him, but continued in our

quiet course, spending as little money as we could, yet looking

forward to the time, now growing very near, when there would be

no more left to spend. As for myself, I may truly declare that my
faith was strong—I mean not the faith of a Clii'istian, such as 1

ought to have held—but faith in my lover, so far away. He would
send me an answer. The answer, whatever it might be, would
Burely set all right.

Mathew not only ceased to persecute us, but he ceased to desire

the conversation and company of my father. He came no more
even to church, as if conscious of his wickedness, and ashamed to

face honest people. He was rarely seen even in the town, and he
left me quite alone ; so that I began to think that repentance had
perhaps seized upon his soul. Alas ! Repentance knocks in vain at

the heart of such as Mathew,
Though, however, we saw him not, I heard, through my faithful

Fugleman, certain intelligence about him. Thus, he drank harder;

he neglected his business ; he quarrelled daily with his sister, who
reproached him for his drunken ways, and the neglect of his worldly

afi'airs ; also, she continually urged him to recover the two hundred
pounds owed to him, as she thought, by my father. She hungered
and thirsted after this money, which, it seemed, she did not know
that her brother possessed. Why had he concealed from her, she

asked him with anger, that he had so much as two hundred pounds,

when he would not give her even money to buy things for the

house ? Let him get the money back. Was he mad to let interest

and all go 1 She let him have no peace ; she longed to have this

money
;
perhaps she longed for our ruin as well. Then she con-

stantly threw in her brother's teeth the fact that if the boy was
not dead and should return, if, in fact, my story was true, he would
find the books and accounts in such confusion as might lead to their

ruin. She wanted to know what truth there was in the reports,

once so industriously spread, about a second will. In fact, she led

the wretched man a dog's life, having a tongue sharper than a

sword and more dreadful than a fiery serpent. But, as concerning

the things she said of Ralph, I could have desired nothing better,

because it kept alive in Mathew's breast the wholesome fear of his

cousin's return. So long as that lasted, we were safe. We should

have continued in safety, because that fear did not die away, but
rather increased day by day, save for the instigation, as I cannot
but believft. of the Evil One, and the concoction of a design even
more wicked ^nan that of the mortgage. I suppose the plot was
conceived in the spring or summer, but it was not until the late

autumn that it was attempted. The way of it was as follows (I do
no harm, I trust, by speaking openly of a traffic which, as every-

body knows, is conducted almost openly all over the northern
Bounties of England and the southern counties of Scotland).

I have mentioned one Daniel, or Dan, Gedge, always called the
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Strong Man, because he was like Hercules, the fabled Greek, for

bodily strength, who lodged with Sailor Nan. He professed to

make a living out of his strong arms and legs. He went to fairs, and
was seen on market-days in all the towns of Northumberland,
Durham, and Carlisle performing great feats for wagers, or for

money laid down. He would tie heavy weights to his nose and
bear them so suspended round the market ; he would lift and carry

a pony or a cow ; he would crush—but this was nothing to him

—

pewter pots with his hands, break iron bars and great pokers over
his left arm—as many as they might bring to him ; he would twist

gold and silver pieces of money, if gentlemen gave them to him,
with his fingers ; carry a dozen men upon his shoulders and in his

arms ; run round a table on his thumbs
;
pull a cart against a yoke

of oxen, and perform many other surprising feats, the memory of

which still sui'vives though the poor man is dead, having been
surprised by a snow-storm when in liquor, so that he sat down and
fell asleep in the drift, his iniglity thews availing him naught,
never to wake again. By these performances he made great gain,

which he sjient, for the most jtart, on the spot where he was paid,

and in drink, having a thirsty spirit, and, besides, being reaily

when he had the means to oblige other thirsty souls who had not.

He was a man standing over six feet, with legs and arms of sur-

prising stoutness, a square red face, and a kindly eye. Despite his

strength he was peaceful, and the softest-hearted of mankind.
Now, though he pretended to live by the exhibition of his strength,

which I believe was the reason whj^ the Vicar called him M lo, it

was very well known everywhere that he had another and a more
important source of profit. This was in the running of ' stufi"'

across the Border, a bixsiness which demands, as everybody knows,
much caution, with knowledge of the country and powers of en-

durance. The ' stuif' consists generally of bi'andy, lace, silk, and
Geneva. Salt is also smuggled across, but a better profit is made
out of the former articles, which are less in bulk and more easily

concealed. There are many reasons why Wai'kworth should be a
convenient spot for the illicit trade. First, it lies two miles up the

river, and has many safe hiding-places, so that a cargo once landed
at the mouth of the Coquet may be safely and speedily carried up
the river, and bestowed where it is judged safe ; for all along the

steep banks there are spots clearly designed by Nature for the con-

venient storage of valuable packages. Not to speak of the thick

hanging woods beside the banks, where enough Geneva and Hol-
lands may be stored to supply London for a year, there is the

Hermitage, whose double chamber I have myself seen packed full

of silk in bales waiting for an opportunity, while in the Castle

itself there are vaults, dungeons, passages, and secret chambers,
known only to the Fugleman. Here, little suspected by my Lord
of Northumberland, enough brandy might be stored to supply the

county (which is a thirsty one) for a dozen years. The Border is

not, to be sure, so near as it is higher up the coast, but on the other
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hand, the look-out and watch kept Ity the gangers cannot he hy nny
means so vigilant and close as where tlie county narrows to the

north ; while more than half tlie run takes jjlace over the wild
moors and pathless slopes of t]ie Cheviots, a place in which the
Excise people find it difficult indeed to discover or to stop a run
made by men who know the country. They have a service of ponies
for the work, little, hardy, sure-footed creatures, who carry the
ankers, kegs, and bales slung across their backs, and can be trusted

to make the whole thirty-live miles from Warkworth to the Border
in a single night ; that is, in seven or eight hours, the drivers

walking or riding beside them.
IMost of the farmers and craftsmen of Warkworth take a share

in these risks and profits ; one or two of them—of whom Mathew
was one—often accompany and lead the expedition. Everybody
knows beforehand when a run is arranged ; many in the town know
the very night when it will take place, the road chosen, and the
value of the stuff. There is so much sympathy with this work, on
both sides of the Border, and so many partners in the venture,
that information is never given to the Excise, and hiding-places

are found everywhere, with the help and connivance of the most
innocent-looking plough-boy and the most demure country lass.

Now one morniug^it was in November, when the days have
already become short, and the nights are long and dark—Dan
Gedge got up from his sleeping-bench or cupboard in the wall,

about eight or a little after, calling lustily for small beer, of which
he di'ank a quart or so as a stay to his stomach before breakfast.

Then he dressed and came forth to the door with the mug in his

hand.
Sailor Nan was already seated on her stone, pipe in mouth, and

three-cornered hat on her head. She had taken her breakfast, and
now sat, regardless of the raw cold air—for all the winds that blow
were the same to her—looking up and down the street, in which
nothing as yet was moving, though the blacksmith's apprentice
across the road had lit the fire, and the cheerful breath of the
bellows made one feel warm.

'Fugleman and me,' said Dan, yawning, 'Fugleman and me,
we was rowing up and down from Amble most all night.'

' What is the run '] ' asked Nan, who needed no other explana-
tion ;

' and who's in it ?

'

'Mathew Humble is in it for one,' said Dan. ' Going with it

himself, he is, this journey. Ho ! ho ! Folks will talk of this run
when they come to hear of it. The Fugleman thinks he knows.
But he don't ; no, he don't know. He's not to be trusted. I'm
the only one who knows. Aye, a rare run it will be, too—out of

the common this run will be. Folks will lift up their heads when
they hear of this night's work.'

' What is it, Dan ? Lace belike ?

'

He shook his stupid head and laughed.
How could Mathew have been such a fool as to trust him ?
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'Belike there's lace in it, and silk in it, and brandy in it.

There's always them things. But there's more, Nan—there's

moi-e.'
' What more, Dan 1

'

' Fugleman, he'll laugh when he hears the news. He's helping
in the job, and he don't know nothing about it ; only Mathew and
me knows what that job is. Mathew and me—and one other.'

' Who is the other, Dan ? And what is the job ?

'

He shook his head and buried it for safety in the pewter-pot.
'Mathew Humble,' he said, ' is a masterful man.'
' What is the job ?

' asked Nan, feeling curiosity slowly awaken.
* It is a job,' replied Dan, ' which can't be told unto women.'
* Why, ye lubber,' she sprang to her feet and shook her fist in

the Strong Man's face, so that he started back ;
' lubber and land-

lubber, you dare to call me a woman—Captain of the Foretop.
Now, let me hear what this job is that I am not to be told. Out
with it, or ' I omit the garnish of her discourse, wliich con-
sisted of sea-oaths.

' Mathew Humble did say ' the Strong Man began. But
strong men are always like babies in the hands of a woman.

' 'Vast there, Dan,' said Nan ;
' d'ye think I value your job nor

want to know what it is—a rope's end ] But that you should refuse

to tell it to me, your shipmet—that's what galls. And after yester'-

forenoon's salmagundi !

'

This accusation of ingratitude cut poor Dan to the quick. In
the matter of sea-pie, lobscouse, and salmagundi (which is a mesa
of salt beef, onions, potatoes, pepper, oil, and vinegar, the whole
fried to make a toothsome compound) Sailor Nan was more than a
mother to him.

'Twenty years afloat,' continued Nan, in deep disgust; 'from
boy to Captain of the Foretop, and from Cape Horn to the Narrow
Seas and Copenhagen, and to be told by a land-swab, who never so

much as smelt blue water, that I'm a woman !

'

' O' course,' said Dan feebly, ' I didn't really mean it.'

' Didn't mean it ! Why—there ! Wliat is it, then ! Is it

piracy, or murder 1
'

He shook his head.
' Look ye. Nan. It won't signify, not a button, telling you.

I said to myself at the beginning, '
' Nan won't spoil sport ;

" and
it's only a girl.'

Only a girl ! Nan pricked up her ears. ' As if I cared about
girls,' she said carelessly.

' Only a girl. It's Miss Drusy—that's all. You see she's been
longing to run away with IMathew, and marry him, for months.
Longing she has, having took a fancy for Mathew, which is a
strange thing, come to think of it, and she so young. But women
are . Ay, ay, Nan, I know. You see I always thought she

was saving up for Ralph Embleton. But Mathew, he says that's

nonsense. Well— she all this time longing to many him, and her
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mother won't hear it—no chance till now. So it's fixed for to-

night. What a run ! Lace, and brandy, and Geneva, and a girl.'

' Oh—well ; I don't care. Go on, Dan, if you like.'

He then proceeded to explain that Mathew had arranged for a
pony to be saddled in readiness ; that the signal agreed upon
between the girl and Mathew was a message from the castle carried

by a certain boy named Cuddy, pretending to come from the

Fugleman, who was to be kept out of the way, employed at the Her-
nutage, where the stufi" was bestowed ; the boy was to say that the

Fugleman was ill. On receiving this message the girl would make
an excuse to run up to the castle, where she would mount the

pony, and so ride off with Mathew and be married over the Border,

To keep up appearances, he went on—this soft-headed giant—it

had been arranged that the young woman was to scream and
struggle at the first, and that Dan should lift her into the saddle,

and, if necessary, hold her on. Once across the Border they would
be married without so much as a jump over the broomstick.

!Nan slowly rose.
' I'll get you some more beer, Dan,' she said.

She went indoors, and poured about three-fourths of a pint of

gin into a tankard which she filled up with strong ale, and brought

it out to her lodger with tender care.

'Drink that, Dan,' she said ;
' it's good old stingo—none of your

small beer. Drink it up ; then you can put on your coat and go
about your work.'

He drank it off at a gulp, with every outward sign of satisfac-

tion. Then he suddenly reeled, and caught at the doorpost.
' Go and put on your coat, Dan,' she said, looking at him with a

little anxiety.

He disappeared. Nan heard one—two—heavy falls, and nodded
her head. Then she followed into the room and found the Strong

!Man lying upon the floor, on his back with his mouth open and his

eyes shut. She dragged a blanket over him, and went out again to

sit on her stone with as much patience as a spider in October. She
sat there all the morning as quiet as if she was on watch. About
half-past two in the afternoon there came slowly down the street

no other than Mathew Humble himself.
' Wliere is Daniel ?

' he asked.

Nan pointed to the door.
' He's within, fast asleep. He came home late last night. I

dare say he'll sleej) on now, if you let him alone, till evening.'
' Have you—has he—talked with you this morning ?

' Mathew's
eyes were restless, and liis cheek twitched, a sign of prolonged

anxiety or much drink.
' Nay ; what should he say to me, seeing that he came home in

the middle of the night as drunk as a pig ? Let him bide, Master
Mathew. Wliat do you want him for ? Is there a run 1

'

He nodded.
She held out her hand. * I'll drink luck to the venture,' she
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said, taking the shilling which he gave her for luck. * Thank you
;

this is sure to bring you luck. You'll say so to-morrow morning.
Remember that you crossed old Nan's palm with a shilling. A
lucky run ! Such a run aa you never had before. A run that will
Burprise the people.'

' Ha ! ha !
' said Mathew, pleased with the prophecy. ' It shall

surjDrise them.'
' And how do you get on with Miss Drusy, now ? So she said

nay. She will and she won't—ay, ay—I know their tricks. Yes,
a fine girl, and spoiling, as one may say, for a husband. Take
care. Master Mathew. Better men than you have lost by shilly-
Bhally.'

' Why, what would you have me do. Nan ?
'

' Do '] A man o' mettle shouldn't ask. Capture the prize
; pipe

all hands and alongside
; then off with her ; show a clean pair of

heels ; clap all sails.'

' I believe. Nan,' Mathew said, ' that you are a witch.'
'I believe,' she rephed, 'that after your run you'll be sure I am.

Go in and wake Dan.'
The fellow, roused rudely, sat up and rubbed his heavy eyes.
' You can't be drunk still, man,' said Mathew, ' seeing it's half-

past two in the afternoon.'
' My head,' said Dan, banging it with his great fist, ' is like the

church bell before the service—goeth ding-dong. And my toncfue,
it is as dry as a bone. Last night—last mght Where the cfevil
was I last night /

'

' Get up, fool, and put on your coat and come out. We have
work to do.'

The fellow made no reply. He was stupidly wondering why his
head was so heavy and his legs like lead.

'Come,' Mathew repeated, 'there is no time to lose. Uji,
man.'

They left the house and walked up the street.

When they were gone, Nan took the pipe out of her mouth,
and considered the position of things with a cheerful smile.

'As for Mathew,' she said with a grin, ' he will get salt eel for
his supper. Salt eel—nothing short.'

She doubted for awhile whether to impart the plot to the Fugle-
man. But she remembered that though he was no older than her-
self he would take the tiling differently, and a tight between him
and Dan, not to sjieak of Mathew as well, could have only one
termination. Had she been twenty years younger, she would not
have hesitated to engage the man herself, as she had led many a
gallant boarding-party against any odds. But her fighting days
were over.

What she at last resolved upon marked her as at once the
bravest and the most sensible of women. But her resolution took
time for the working out. She sat on her stone seat and smoked
her pipe as usual. When any boys passed her door she shook her
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Btick at them, and used her strange sea phrases, just as if nothing

was on her mind.
It grows dark in the short November days soon after four,

which is the hour when folks who can afford the luxury of candles

light them, sweep the hearth, and prepare the dish of cheerful tea.

There was no tea for us that year, but small ale of our own brew-

ing or butter-milk. And my mother sat in great sadness for the

most part, not knowing what would be the end, yet fearful of the

worst, and being of feeble faith. Certainly, there was little to give

her cause for hope.

It was at half-past six or seven that I heard footsteps outside,

and presently a knock at the door. I saw, to my amazement, no
other than old Nan. It was a cold and rainy evening, but she had
on nothing more than her usual jacket and hat. A hard and tough

old woman.
' Child,' she said earnestly, ' do you think that I would lead

thee wrong, or tell thee a lie ]

'

' Why, no. Nan.'
' Then, mark me, go not forth to-night.'
' Wliy should I go forth ? It is past six o'clock, and already dark.'
' If messengers should come Look ! who is that \

'

She slipped behind the door as a boy came running to the door.

I recognised him for a lad, half-gipsy, who was well known to all

runnel's, and often took part in driving the ponies. A bare-headed

boy with thick coarse hair and bright black eyes, who was after-

wards sentenced to be hanged, but reprieved, I know not for

what reason, and I forget now what he had done to bring upon
him this sentence.

' The Fugleman says,' he began at once, seemingly in breathless

haste, 'that he has fallen down and is like to have broken his

back. He wants to see you at once.'
' Oh,' I cried, ' what dreadful thing is this 1 Tell him I'll come

at once. Run, boy, run. I will put on a hat and '

The boy turned and ran clattering up the road and across the

bridge.

Then Nan came out from behind the door.
' It's true, then. Tlie kidnapping villains ! It's true. But I

never had a doubt. Go indoors, hinney. Stay at home. As fur

the Fugleman, I'll warrant his back to be as sound as my own.

Wait, wait, I say, till you see Mathew's face to-morrow ? A villain,

indeed !

'

' But, Nan, what do you mean ? My dear old Fugleman a

villain ! W'hat has he to do with Mathew 1
'

' No, child, not he. There's only one villain in Warkworth,
though many fools. The villain is Mathew Humble. The biggest

fool is Dan Gedge. He is such a fool that he ought to be keel-

hauled or flogged through the Fleet, at least. Stay at home.

This is a plot. The Fugleman is in tlie Hermitage at work among
the stufi". There's to be a run tu-niglit. And they think •
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Avast a bit, brother. Aye, aye, they shall have what they want.

There's a hock of salt pork and a pease-pudding for supper. I

looked forward to that hock. Never mind it. The villain—he to

run this rig upon a girl ! But old Nan knows a mast from a manger

yet, and values not his anger a rope's end.' Here she became

incoherent, and one heard only an occasional phrase, such as— ' from

the sprit-sail yard to the mizen top-sail halyards ' ;
' a mealy-

mouthed swab '
; a ' fresh-water wishy-washy fair-weather sailor ' ;

' thinks to get athwart my hawse,' and so forth. To all of which I

listened in blank wonder. Thus having in this nautical manner
collected her thoughts—strange it is that a sailor can never mature

his plans or resolve upon a plan of action without the use of strong

^^ords—she begged me to lend her my cardinal, which was provided

with a thick and warm hood, of which we women of Northumber-

land stand in need for winter days and cold spring winds. She

said that she should keep her own cloth jacket, because the work

she should do that night was cold work, but she borrowed a woollen

wrapper which she tied over her head and round her neck, leaving

her three-cornered sailor's hat in my keeping. Lastly, she borrowed

and put on a pair of warm leather gloves, remarking that all would

be found out if once they saw or felt her hand. This, to be sure,

was a great deal larger than is commonly found among women.

When all these arrangements were complete, she put on the cardinal

and pulled the hood over her head. ' Now,' she asked, ' who am 1
1

'

Of course, having my clothes upon her, and being about the

same height, with her face hidden beneath the hood, she seemed

to be no other than myself. Then with a last reference to swabs,

lubbers, and land pirates, she once more bade me keep within doors

all night if I valued my life and my honour, and trudged away,

telling me nothing but that a piratical craft should that night be

laid on beam ends, that her own decks were cleared, her guns

double-shotted, the surgeon in the cock-pit, and the chaplain with

him, and, in short, that she was ready for action.

I saw no more of her that night, which I spent in great anxiety,

wondering what this thing might mean. But in the morning, fear-

ing some mischief, I walked up the street to the castle. The Fugle-

man was in his room ; he had sent me, he said, no message at all ;

nor had he fallen ; nor had he broken his back. The boy Cuddy,

it appeared, had been helphig him, and running about backwards

and forwards all day. When the ponies were loaded he had re-

turned to the Hermitage to set all snug and tidy. When he came

back to the castle they were gone. But no breaking of backs and

no sending of the boy. This was strange indeed.
' Then, Fugleman,' I said, ' Mathew Humble sent a lying mess-

age, meaning mischief.'

What he designed I understooa m two or three days. But for

the time I could only think that he wished to open again the ques-

tion of his suit. Yet, why had Nan borrowed my cardinal and my
gloves \
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On the way back I looked into Nan's cottage. The door was

open, but there was no one in the house.

I went home, little thinking what a narrow escape was mine.

Had I known—but had I known, I should have been divided

between gratitude to Heaven, and admiration of brave old Nan, and

detestation of the greatest villain in England.

CHAPTER X.

SAILOR nan's KIDE,

The night was cold and raw, with a north-east wind, which brought

occasional showers of sleet. There was no moon. The street, as

the old woman walked up to the castle, was quite deserted, all the

women and girls being seated at home about bright coal-hres,

knitting, sewing, and spinning, while all the men were at the ale-

house, telling stories or listening to them, an occupation of which

the male sex is never wearied, especially when beer or rumbo, with

tobacco, accompanies the stories.

Nan climbed up the castle hill, and passing through the ruined

gate, began to pick her way slowly among the stones and heaps of

rubbish lying about in the castle-yard. The light of the fire in the

Fugleman's chamber was her guide, and she knew very well that

just beside the door of that room would be lurking Strong Dan,

with intent to seize her by the waist and carry her off. Perhaps

he designed to carry her in his arms all the way to the Border.

TMs thought pleased her very much. Dan was quite able to do it,

and the distance is only thirty-five miles or so. It pleased her to

think of such a ride in the Strong Man's arms, and how tired he

would be at the end.

Accordingly, when she drew near the door she went very slowly,

and was not in the least surprised when, as she stood in the fire-

light, the man stepped from some hiding-place at hand, caught her

by the waist, and tossed her lightly over his shoulder, making no
more account of her weight than if she had been a mere bag of

meal.

'Now, mistress,' he said, 'struggle and kick as much as you
like. It don't hurt me.'

She cheerfully acceded to this request, and began so vigorous a

drumming upon his ribs that had they not been tougher than the

hoops of the stoutest cask, they must have been broken every one.

As it was, he was surprised, and perhaps bruised a little, but not

hurt. He had not thought that a young girl like myself had such
power in her heels.

' Go on,' he said ;
' you're a strong 'un, and I like you the

better for it. Kick away, but don't try screaming, because if you
do I shall have to tie your pretty head in a bag. Master Mathew'a

P
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orders, not my wish. Besides, what's the use of pretending, wh«n
there's nobody here but you and me, bless your pretty eyes ! I

know all about it, and here's a honour for you to be carried off,

nothing less, by yom- own man. Why, there isn't another woman
in Warkworth that he'd take so much trouble for. Think upon
that ! Now then, miss, another kick, or a dozen, if you like. Ah,
you can kick, you can. You're a wife worth having. A happy
man he'll be. Lord, it would take the breath out o' most that last

kick would. Why, I'll swear there's not a woman in all North-
umberland with such a kick as yours. Keep it up.'

Thus talking, while she drummed with her heels, he slowly

carried her through the dark gateway, picking his feet among the

stones.

Outside the castle, beyond the great gate, another man was
waiting for them, wrapped in a great cloak. It was Mathew
Humble. He had been drinking, and his speech was thick.

' Now,' he said, seizing the prisoner by the arm, 'you are in my
power. Escape is impossible. If you cry out—but I am your
master now, and for the rest of your life I mean to be. You have
got to be an obedient wife. Do you hear ? I've had enough of

your contempts and your sneers. You'll write to the boy, will you,
mistress ? Ha ! Fine opportunities you will have on the way to

Scotland to-night. Ho ! The boy will be pleased when he hears

of this night's job, won't he ?

'

'Come, mistress,' said Dan, setting her down gently, 'here's

the place and here's the ponies, and if you like, just for the look of

the thing and out of kindness, as a body may say, to rax me a cuff

or a clout, why—don't think I mind it. Oh, Lord !

'

It was a kind and thoughtful invitation, and it was followed by
so vigorous, direct, and well-planted a blow that he reeled.

' Lord !
' he cried again, ' I believe she's knocked half my teeth

down my throat. Who the devil would ha' thought a slip of a
girl Why, even Nan herself

'

He asked for no more clouts, but kept at a respectful distance.

There were half-a-dozen ponies, all loaded in readiness for the

road. Mathew, Dan, and the boy they called Cuddy were to

conduct the expedition, the two latter on foot, the fii'st on pony-
back. There was also a pony with a saddle, designed, I suppose,

for me.
'Now, Drusilla,' said Mathew, 'get up ; there is along journey

before us and no time to spare. Remember—silence, whether we
meet friend or stranger. Silence, I say, or ' He shook a pistol

in her face.

She drew the hood more closely down, and pretended to shrink

in alarm. Then, without any more resistance, she climbed into the

saddle, and took the reins from Mathew's hands.
' That's a good beginning, ' he said. ' Maybe you have come to

your senses and know what is best for yourself. And hark ye, my
lass, if you behave pretty, we'll send Barbara to the devil. If you
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don't, you shall have a mistress at the mill as well as a master.
Think upon that, now.'

Then the procession started. First Cuddy ; then the ponies,
two by two, who followed the boy as the sheep follow their
shepherd ; lastly, Mathew, upon his pony ; Nan upon hers ; and
on the other side of her Dan Gedge, still wondering at the unex-
pected strength displayed in those kicks and that clout.

In addition to the advantages already spoken of possessed by
Warkworth for the convenience of a run, should be mentioned the
happy cu-cumstance that it lies close to the wild lands, the waste
moors and hills which occupy so large a part of Northumberland.
These moors are crossed by bridle-paths, it is true, but they are
mere tracks, not to be distinguished from sheep-runs except by the
people who use them, and those are few indeed. If you lose the
track, even in broad daylight, you run the risk of deep quagmires,
besides that of wandering about with nothing to p\;ide the inexperi-
enced eye, and perhaps perishing miserably among the wild and
awful hills. As for the boy Cuddy, he possessed a gift which is

sometimes granted even to blind men, of always knowing where he
was and of kee])ing in the right path. It is with some an instinct.

He was invaluable on these winter runs, because, however dark the
night, whether the moors were covered with thick fog or impene-
trable blackness, or even if they were three feet deep in snow, he
never failed to find his way direct to the point whither they desired
to go. In general, however, the wildest road, though the shortest,
was avoided, and the ponies were driven through the country which
lies north, or north-east of the Cheviots. But on this occasion, so
great was Mathew's desire to ensure the safety of a run in which
his ponies carried something more precious even than lace or rum,
that he resolved upon trying the more difficult way across Chill
Moor, south of Cheviot. Even on a summer day the way across
this moor is difficult to find. On a winter's night it would seem
impossible. Yet Cuddy declared that he could find it blindfold.
They were to cross the Border by way of Windgate Fell and to
cany their stuH' to the little village of Yetholm on the Scottish
side.

If you draw a straight line on a county map almost due west
from Warkworth, you will find that it passes near very few villages
indeed all the way to the Scottish Border. The ground beginsto
rise a mile or so west of the town, and though up to the edge of the
moors the country is mostly cultivated, the only villages passed the
whole way for thirty miles, are Edlingliam, Whittingham, and
Alnham, and it is very easy for safety's sake to avoid these. First,
then, they rode slowly and in silence for six or seven miles as straight
across the country as hedges and gates would allow. Presently
striking the bed of the Hampeth Burn, they followed it up, rouirh
as the way was, as far as the Black Tarn, which lies among the hills
east of Edlingham. Here they turned to the right, keeping still

upon the high i-idge, and crossed Alnwick Moor, whence they
F 2
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")i'esently descended till they found themselves in the little valley

down which the river Aln flows at this point. Here the going was as

bad as could be, the ponies feeling their feet at every step, and the
progress slow. Yet they never stopped for an instant, nor did the
boy hesitate. Mathew kept silence, riding with hanging head, full

of gloomy thoughts.

It was past midnight, and they had been in the saddle five hours
and more, when they reached the place, close to the village of

Alnham, where they were to leave the guidance of the winding
burn and trust themselves to the knowledge of the boy upon the
pathless moors. Here, under the shelter of a linney, Mathew
called a halt. Dan prciduced a lantern and a tinder-box, and
presently got a light. Then he found some provisions in one of the
packs, and they ate and drank.

' You are so far from your friends now,' said Mathew to his

prisoner, ' that you can talk and scream and do just exactly what
you please, excej)t run away. Now you guess what I am going to

do. Once over the Scottish Border you will be my wife by Scottish

law, if I call you wife. So that now, you know, you had better
make up your mind and be cheerful.'

She made no reply.
' Well, then, have you got nothing to say 1

'

She had nothing.

'Sulk, then,' he said roughly. 'Fall a sulking till you are

tired. You may think, if you please, what your young devil of a
sweetheart will say when he finds the nest empty ! Alive and pro-

spering, is he 1
'

He proceeded to express his earnest hope that the boy would
shortly be beyond the reach of hope. This done, he informed Nan
that the worst part of her journey had yet to be accomplished, and
that she had better take some meat and drink, unless slie wished to

fall off her saddle with fatigue, in which case Dan would have to

carry her. She accepted without speaking, and, under cover of

her hood, made an excellent supper, being, in fact, already pretty

well exhausted with fatigue and hunger. When she had finished,

Mathew offered her a bottle which contained brandy. He was
amazed to find when she returned it to him that she had taken at

one draught about half-a-pint of the spirit, so that he looked to see

her reel and fall olF the pi^ny. That she did not do so he attributed

to the eflect of the cold night air and the long ride, being unsuspi-

cious how strong and seasoned a head was hidden beneath that

hood.
Supper finished, Mathew examined the boy concerning the

road. He would tell nothing at all about it, yet he said he knew
where to find it, and how to follow it, and, in short, undertook to

guide the party without danger by as short a way as could be found
across the moor. He was certain that he could do this, but he
would not explain how he knew the way nor in what direction it

wound among the hills. In fact, how was a boy to describe a
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road who knew not north from south, or east from west, nor liad

any but the most simple English at his command in which to speak
of valley or hill, ascent or descent 1

The moor over which they crossed that dark night in as perfect

safety as if a broad highway had been laid down for them, and was
lit with oil lanterns like some of tlie streets of London, is the
wildest, I suppose, in all England. I have heard of that great

moor which covers half Devonshire, though I have never been in

the south country. I have read about that other great and wild
moorland which lies round the Peak in Derbyshire. I have ridden
over the broad heath which stretches from Hexham to Teesdale, a
place as wild as the people who live upon its borders, yet have I

never seen, nor can I conceive, of any place or country so wild, so

desolate, and so forsaken, save by hawks, vipers, and other evil

things, as tlie land which lies by Cheviot, Hedgehope, and Wind-
gate Fell.

The boy, as before, led the way, walking without hesitation,

though the night was so dark. What he saw to indicate the road
no one can tell. Nan, for her own part, could see nothing at all

before her for the pitchy darkness of the night and the continual

pattering of the rain.

Here is the very head of the Cheviots, the middle of the moors and
fells, across which so many parties of plunderers, cattle-lifters, and
smugglers have made their way. There is not a valley among these

wild hills which has not witnessed many a gallant fight. There is not
a hill-side which has not run with streams of blood. There is not
a mountain among them all which has not its ghosts of slain men.
The heath and ling have been trampled under the feet of thousands
of soldiers, for in the old days there was no peace ujjon the border,

and every man was a soldier all his life. But, since the invasion

of the Young Pretender, there has been no fighting on the border.

Smugglers have taken the place of the cattle-lifters, and peaceful

Eonies laden with forbidden goods go across the moor in place of

orses ridden by men in iron. For those who love to be awed by
the wildness of Nature, a place admirable and wonderful, but full

of terror at all times to the heart of sensibility. I do not say,

however, that the moors were terrible to any of those who crossed

them on this cold and dark night, save for the darkness and the
rain, and the fear that at any moment they might all go head first

into a quag. The boy, to begin with, was quite insensible to any
impressions which can be produced by natural objects ; rocks, pre-

cipices, wild stretches of land, dark woods—all were alike to him.
As for Dan, I suppose he never thought of anything at all.

Mathew was too full of the gloomy forebodings which always pre-

cede the punishment of wickedness, to regard the things around
him, and Nan, as insensible as the boy, was wishing only that the

journey was over, because she was horribly cold and getting tired.

The boy led them, by that wonderful instinct, up the slope of

the hill to a high level, where the wind was keener and the rain
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colder. He kept as nearly as possible to the same level, leading
them round the middle heights upon the slopes of the great Fells

and above the dales. The direct distance is not more than eight
miles, but by reason of the winding of the way I suppose they must
have doubled that distance. It was one o'clock when they left

Alnham behind them, and it was already five before they came
down the hill on the north side of Wind-Gate.

' Master, ' said the boy at last, pointing at something invisible,
' yonder's Yetholm, and you are in Scotland.'

Mathew started and sat upright in the saddle, throwing back
his cloak. He was in Scotland. Why, then, his work was done.
He laughed and laid his hand upon his prisoner's arm.

' My wife !
' he cried. ' Bear witness, Dan ; my wife, I say.'

' Aye, aye, master. Give ye joy, miss. Master, another dram
to drink the leddy's health.'

Mathew gave him his bottle. Dan took a deep draught, and
then wiping the mouth of the vessel, handed it to the lady.

' Take a drop,' he said, ' it'll warm your blood after that long
ride.'

Then followed so prolonged a draught of the brandy, that Dan
too, as Mathew had done five hours ago, looked to see the girl, un-
accustomed to strong drink, fall from her saddle. But she did not.

And honest Dan marvelled, remembering, besides, the vigour of

her heels and the unexpected reality of that clout. A wife so gifted

with manly strength of heel and hand, who could also drink so fair,

seemed to tliis simple fellow a thing to be envied indeed.

As regards the run, let me say at once, so as to have done with
it, that it was quite successful, and proved a profitable venture to

all concerned, though Mathew, for his part, never showed any joy
when the work of the night was spoken of. It was a bold thing to

venture across the moors on so dark a night ; no one in ofiice looked
for such a ventui'e in the little village of Yetholm ; and the stufl",

taken in the farmers' carts to Kelso, was all sold ofl'at once, therefore

Mathew might have been proud of his exploit. But he was not. And
when the old woman, accompanied by the boy, came home two days
later and brought the news of what had happened, the success of

the venture lost all its interest in the presence of the wonderful tale

they had to tell.

They rode into Yetholm a good while before daybreak, and the
people of the inn—little more than a little village ale-house—were
Btill in their beds. It was now raining again, with a cold wind,
wliile they waited for the house to be roused and the fire to be
laid. Nan began now, indeed, though she had borne bravely the

rough journey of the night, to feel the keen morning air and the
fatigue of the long ride. Her limbs were numbed, and when, at

last, the door was opened and the fire lit, Dan had to lift her off' the

pony and to carry her in. They placed her in a chair before the

fire, where she sat huddled up in her cardinal and hood, refusing

to take them oft'.
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When all was safely bestowed, Mathew thought him of his bride,

and came into the parlour, now bright with a cheerful lire and a
candle. He threw off hat and cloak with a sigh of relief.

' Come,' he said, ' let us be friends, Drusilla, since we are married.

Yes, child, married. You would have me no other way. Let us

have no more sulking.'

She answered nothing.
' Well, it matters not.' Here the landlord and his wife, with

Dan and a servant wench, came in together. ' Something to eat,'

jNIathew ordered. ' Anything that you have. My wife is tired

with her ride over the moors.'
' Over the moors 1 ' Tliis was the landlady. ' You haven't,

surely, brought a ieddy over the moors on sic a night as this ?

'

'Indeed, but 1 have,' he replied. 'Come, madam.' He seized

her by the arm and dragged her off the chair—oh, the gentle wooer

!

—so that she stood before him. ' Bear witness, all of you,' he said,

taking her gloved hand. 'Tliia is my wife, my lawful wife, by
Scottish law.'

Now whether such is the Scottish law I know not at all, but in

Northumberland it was always believed that, across the Border,
such a form of words, before witnesses, constituted the whole of

marriage required by law, although by way of adding some grace of

ceremony, the pair sometimes jumped over a broomstick, or wrote
kheir names in a book, or gave a blacksmith a guinea.

' My lawful wife, ' Mathew repeated.

The bride, who had been standing with bent shoulders and
bowed head, straightened herself and stood upright. Then the

witnesses observed a very curious and remarkable thing. The face

of the bridegroom, which should surely on such an occasion show a
lively sense of happiness, expressed first astonishment, then un-
easiness, and finally terror.

The cause of these successive emotions was simple. When.
Mathew had repeated his form of words he would have dropped his

bride's hand, but she now held his, first with a gentle pressure,

next with a determination, and finally with a vice-like tenacity

wliich amazed and filled him with strange fears.

Presently, still holding his hand, she spoke :

' I acknowledge Mathew Humble as my true and lawful htic-

band !

'

The voice was hoarse and rough. Mathew, with his left hand,
tore oft' the hood. Before liim stood, her mouth opening gradually

to make room for the hoarse laugh which followed, no other than
Sailor Nan herself, in her short petticoats and her cloth jacket,

with a woollen wrapper tied about her head.
' My husband !

' she repeated ;
' my loving husband ! Would

ye believe it '—she addressed the company generally— ' he's so

fond of me that he couldn't wait to have the banns put up, but
must needs carry me off ! Saw ye ever such a braw lover ?

'

They were all astounded ; and when she laughed, still holding
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the astonished bridegroom by the hand, some of them trembled,
because they knew not whether she was man or woman, her voice
was so rough, her hair was so short, her jacket was so sailor-like.

' Ah, hinneys !
' she lauglied again hoarsely, because the air had

touched her throat. 'The bonny, bonny bride and the happy
groom ! Kiss your wife, my husband dear.'

She threw herself upon his neck, and began to kiss his lips.
' You ? You 1 ' He tore away his hand from her grasp, tried

to push her from him with violence, but she clung fast to him, and
retreated step by step to the corner of the room. ' You ?

'

' Yes, it's me, dearie—it's me. Did ye ever hear the like ? To
fall in love with an old woman of seventy, like me, and to run
away with her ! I never looked to get another husband. There's
a spirit for you ! There's a bold spirit! Mathew dear, when
shall we go back ? Oh, the wedding-feast that we will have !

AVell, we women love a lad of mettle. Is there a boy in Wark-
worth, except my man here, who would carry his wife all tlie way
across the moors when he might liave had me asked in church ?

'

Dan, one of those wlio are naturally slow to understand things
unless they fall out exactly as is expected, had by this time
succeeded in comprehending the whole. He had, he now per-
ceived, carried off the wrong woman, which fully accounted for the
vigour of the kicks, the amazing strength of the clout, and the
capacity for strong drink.

' Nan !
' he cried. ' It's our Nan !

'

' It is, ye lubber,' she replied ;
' and no one else.'

He then began to laugh too. He laughed so loud and so long,
being a man who seldom sees a joke, and then cannot make enough
of it, that the landlord, the landlady, and the servant-girl caught
the infection, and they all laughed too. Mathew raged and swore.
This made Dan laugh the louder and the longer. Mathew ceased to
swear ; he threw himself into a chair, with his hands in his
pockets, and sat, cheeks red and eyes flashing, until the storm of
mirth subsided. Then his dainty and delicate bride banged her
great fist upon the table.

' No sheering ofi" now,' she cried. ' You're my man, and a
merry and a happy life you shall lead. Mates and jolly sailors all,

this is my third husband. The first, he Mas hanged ; the second,
he hanged himself ; better luck to the third. What a wife he's
got !—what a wife ! Now then, rum for this honourable company,
and a fiddle for the wedding ; and more rum and tobacco, and more
rum. Stir about, I say.' She produced a bo's'n's whistle, and
blew a long shrill call. ' Stir about, or I'll rope's-end the whole
crew. Rum, I say ; more rum for this honourable company !

'

Witli these words she sprang into the middle of the room,
au'l began to dance a hornpipe with the most surprising skill and
agility.
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CHAPTER XI.

THE SALE OF THE COTTAGE.

When the old woman came home with the boy, the story which
fihe had to tell surpassed all her yarns of salt-sea experience. She
told her tale nightly, in exchange for glasses of strong drink. And
oven Cuddy, the boy, was in request, and sold his information for
mugs of beer. The men laughed at Mathew's discomliture. To
most men, indeed, the i^unishment of wickedness is always an
occasion for mirth rather than for solemn reflection. They laugh at
Buffering, especially when it is unexpected ; and if then- dearest friend
experiences a misfortune when he most expects a stroke of luck,
they laugh. When a vagabond is flogged at the cart-tail ; when a
shrew is ducked ; when a miserable starving wretch is clapped into
stocks or pillory, they laugh. That is the way of men. But I
have observed that they do not laugh at their own afflictions.

Everybody, therefore, including the Vicar and his Worship,
laughed at Mathew's discomfiture. They went so far as to say that
Mr. Carnaby told the story to my Lord of Northumberland, who
was entertaining my Lord Bishop of Durham, and that both prelate
and peer laughed until the valets had to unloose their cravats. Yet
I cannot see why one should laugh because a young man is mated
to an old wife, expecting to have carried off a young one. To me,
it seems as if we should first condemn the crime of abduction, and
next, bow to the rod.

After the first laughter, which was like an explosion, or a great
thunder-storm, one of those during which the rain-water rattles

and slates fall off the roof : a universal burst of laughter when all

the men ran together laughing their loudest, holding each other up,
loosing neck-ties, pumping on the apo2:)lectic, and encouraging each
other to fresh hilarity by pointing to Nan the bride : the question
naturally arose if anything should be done to mark their sense of
the attempted crime by those in authority. A most grievous and
intolerable thing it was, indeed, that a young woman should be
violently kidnapped and carried away like a sailor by a press-gang

;

forced to ride thirty miles and more on a winter's night, across the
cold and rainy Fells; married willy nilly in the morning without
church or parson ; and this when she had not once, but many
times, refused so much as to listen to proposals of marriage from
the man. All were agreed that this was a thing not to be per-
mitted. Yet, what could be done ? To run away with a girl of her
own free will and accord, and when she would marry the man but
for wickedness of guardians, is a different thing ; many a maiden
has fled across the Border with her lover, amidst the sympathy of
her friends. But in this case it was like the carrying away of the
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Sabine women, and no words could be found by the moralist too
strong to condemn the act.

While eveiybody talked about it, that is to say, for a whole
week, there was so much indignation that if Mathew had appeared it

would have gone hard with him among the men, to say nothing of

the women, who would think of no punishment too bad for him.
The townsfolk talked of ducking in the river, of pillory and stocks,

and I confess that the thought of Mathew in the pillory was not
disagreeable to me. Yet, considering the way of the world, per-

haps, if he had been young, handsome, and of pleasant speech, he
might have been forgiven the attempted abduction, on the plea of

love inordinate. One man, we know, may steal a horse—but then
he must be comely and generous—while another, if he is churlish

and harsh, is clapped into gaol for looking over a hedge. While,
however, they talked, Mathew kept away, nor did he return for

three or four weeks, leaving his private affairs neglected ; and no
one knew where he was in hiding.

We had, however, a visit from Barbara. She came, she said,

not out of any love to me or my mother, who had used words so

injurious as regards herself, but to express her abhorrence of the

crime which her unhappy brother had attempted, and her thankful-

ness that this madness of his was defeated. She said that she knew
nothing whatever of him ; where he was or what he was doing

;

but she hoped that when he returned he would be in a better frame
of mind, and feel the remorse which ought to follow such an action.

As for the pretended noarriage with the old woman, she said that

was a thing not to be considered seriously. My mother received

her excuses coldly, and she presently went away, after another
attempt to discover whether I knew anything fresh about ' the boy.'

She desired to know, she said, not out of curiosity, because she was
not a curious person, as everybody knew, but because she feared

that I might, by representing the late affair in its worst light, bring

about a hostile feeling and even a conflict between her brother and
the boy, which could not fail of being disastrous to the latter. My
mother reassured her on this point, because, she said, Mathew was
already well acquainted with Ralph's cane, and, having shown so

much bravery in the late affair, which took two men to carry off

one woman, would now most certainly have the courage to turn a
submissive back to the chastiser when he should appear. Barbara
thereupon went away. Though I loved her not, I could not but
feel pity for a woman who had done and suffered so much on behalf

of this thankless brother. She was grown much older to look at

during the last year or two ; her face was pinched, and wrinkles

had multiplied round her eyes with her constant cares. This is an
age when gentlemen of exalted rank think it no sin to be put to

bed helpless after a debauch of wine or punch ; I hope that more
sober customs may shortly prevail ; else, one knows not what will

become of us aU. Yet, though drunkenness is in fashion, I think

nothing can be more miserable for a woman than to sit, as Barbara

sat daily, knowing that the only man in the world she cares for ia
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elowly getting drunk by himself in another room, which is what

Mathew did. As to the idle talk about the other will and tlie

rightful heir, I know not what she believed in her heart, or how
far she joined in the wicked designs of her brother, which were

about to be frustrated.

Then Mr. Carnaby, accompanied by his lady and by the Vicar,

came in person to express his horror of the crime, and liis satisfac-

tion that it was providentially prevented.
' We have discussed,' said his Worsliip, ' the action wliich we

should take in the matter. At present all we have to go upon is

the evidence of Nan, who is, she says, Mathew's wife, so that if

such be veritably the case she cannot give evidence in the matter

at all, and that of the boy Cuddy, an ignorant, half-wild lad, who
knows not the nature of an oath. Abduction is a great crime ; but

then Mathew, whatever were his intentions, my child, did actually

only run away with an old woman, and she makes no comjjlaint,

but rather rejoices, while he is rendered ridiculous. To kidnap a

young girl is a hanging matter ; but then, my dear, you were not

kidnapped. In short, we feel that to bring Mathew to justice

would be difficult and perhaps impossible.'

To be sure, one would not wish to hang any man for the worst

of crimes, and we had no desire to bring Mathew before any court

of law or justice, being quite contented that the offender should

feel certain of sharp and speedy justice if he made another such

attempt.
' Can we not see him, at least,' asked my mother, ' placed in

pillory ?

'

' I would place him in pillory,' his Worship went on, ' if the old

woman who now calls herself his wife—Heaven knows with what

right—would lodge a complaint. But she will not. He deserves

pillory at the least. And as for rotten eggs, I would myself bring

even a basket of new-laid eggs, so that he should want for nothing.

And I would condescend to throw them. But she will not com-

plain. She even laughs and boasts that she has gotten a young
husband. And then, which is a difficult point in this doubtful case'

—his Worship blushed and looked confused, while the Vicar

hemmed and Mistress Carnaby coughed— ' he was running a venture

across the Border, and no one knows—I say that no one can tell

—

who may be compromised in this affair as to what he took across or

what he brought back, for though Mathew had great faults, there

is no one more skilled—more skilled, I say.'

' No one,' said the Vicar, wliich completed the sentence for his

Worship.
' Wherefore, my dear girl,' continued his Worship, ' I propose

waiting until the man retm^ns, when I will reprimand him with

such severity as will serve to deter him—and any others of a like

mind with himself—from a renewal of his wickedness.'

Mathew did come back, three weeks later ; but, although his

Worship sent the Fugleman, carrying his pike, to the mill with a

couuuand that Mathew should instantly repair to him for admo-
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nition, and although the Yicar also repaired to Mr. Carnaby's house
in his best gown in order to receive the offender, and to give

greater authority to the discipline, Matliew came not. He posi-

tively and discoui-teously refused to obey.

There, it would seem, was a direct breaking of the law, or, at

least, contempt for authority, upon which imprisonment, I dare

say, might have followed. But whether from leniency, or on ac-

count of that difficulty connected with the late venture, his Worship
refrained from severity, and ordered instead that Mathew, for

violence and contumacy, should do penance in the church. Here,

indeed, was righteous retribution ! He would stand, I thought, in

the very place where he had caused Ptalph to stand nine years

before ; he would be made to rise up before all the people, and, in

a loud voice, to ask their pardon, and to recite the Lord's prayer.

I hope I am not a vindictive woman, yet I confess that I rejoiced on
learning from the Fugleman that this punishment had been meted
out to the evil-doer. We both rejoiced, and we congratulated each

other, because we thought that Ralph would also rejoice. Little

did we know of that great and lofty mind, when we foolishly

imagined that he would ever rejoice over the fall of his enemy.
There was great excitement in the town when it became pub-

licly known by means of the barber, who had it direct from his

Worship, that this godly discipline was to be enforced on the

person of Mathew Humble—a substantial man, a statesman, a
miller, a man supposed (but erroneously) to be wealthj', and a man
already thirty-four years of age or thereabouts. Why, for a school-

boy, or a lad of sixteen, or a plain rustic to stand up in this white

sheet was joy enough, but for such a show of such a man, this, if

you please, was rapture indeed for the simple people. I confess

that I for one looked forward with pleasure to the spectacle.

Alas ! who would believe that man could be found so daring ]

Mathew refused contumaciously to perform the penance ! This

was a great blow and heavy disappointment to all of us ! and we
looked to see the Vicar excommunicate him. But he did not, say-

ing that disobedience to the Church brought of itself excommunica-
tion without need of any form of words. Let Mathew look to his

own soul. And as there seemed no means of enforcing the punish-

ment if the offender refused to undergo it, there was nothing more
to be said.

The behaviour of Nan at this time was worthy of admiration.

On Mathew's return, but not until then, she walked to the mill

and informed Barbara that, as her brother's wife, she was herself

the mistress, but that, being accustomed to her own cottage, she

should not for the present molest her in her occupation.

Then she sought her husband.
It was really terrible to mark how the ravages of drink and dis-

appointment together had made havoc with the aj^pearance of this

unfortunate man. Unfortunate, I call him, though his punishment
was but the just reward of his iniquities. The failure of his plot ; the
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consciousness of the ridicule which overwhelmed him ; his shame
and discomfiture ; the thought of the old woman whom he liad

called Ills wife ; the messages which he had received from his

^^'orship and the Vicar—liis disobedience being connected in some
way with partnership in the recent venture ; a dreadful vague
looking forward to the future, and the constant terror lest Ralph
should retui'n, filled his mind with agitation, and gave him no peace
night or day. He neglected the work of mill and farm ; he would
take no meals save by himself, and he drank continually.

He looked up from his half-drunken torpor when Nan came in.

' I expected you before,' he said. ' What are you going to do ?

'

She poured out a dram and tossed it ofl'.

' I came to see my bonny husband,' she said, ' before I am a
widow once more. Eh, man, it's an unlucky wife ye have gotten.'

' Wife !
' he repeated ;

' wife ! Yes, I supposed you would
pretend '

' Hark ye, brother,' cried Nan, bringing doAvn her cudgel on
the table with an emphasis wliich reminded Mathew uneasily of the

second husband's lot ;
' hark ye ! Sail on another tack, or you'll

have a broadside that'll rake you fore an aft from stem to stern.

AVife I am ; husband you are ; wherefore all that is yours is mine.'

She hitched a rope into the handle of the stone jar containing the

brandy and jerked it over her shoulder. 'The mill is mine, so

long as it is yours, which won't be long, shipmet. Last night I

read your fortune, my lad. By all I can discover, you and me
shall part company before long. But whether you will hang
yourself, like my second man, or be hanged, like my fii'st ; or

whether you will be knocked o' the head—which is too good for

Buch as you ; or whether you will die by reason of takin' too much
rum aboard, which is fatal to many an honest Jack ; or whether you
will die by hand of doctors, whereby the landlubbers do perish by
multitudes—I know not. Short will be our company ; so, as long

as we sail together, let us share and share alike, and be merry and
drink about. Money—now, I want money.'

He refused absolutely to let her have any money. Without any
more words, this terrible woman prepared for action. That is to

Bay, she took off her rough sailor's jacket, rolled up her sleeves,

and seized the cudgel witli a gesture and look so menacing that

INIathew hauled down his colours.
' How much do you want 1 ' he asked.
' Short will be the voyage,' she said. 'Give me ten guineas.

Yes, I will take ten guineas to begin with. But don't think it's

pay-day. I'm not paid off, nor shall be so long as Pity 'tis

that I can't read those cards plainer. Well, my dearie, I'm going.

If I think I should like the mill better than my own cottage, I'll

come and stay here. You shall see, off and on, plenty of your
wife. Ho ! ho ! The bonny bride ! and the happy groom !

'

She left him for that time. But she went often, during the

brief space which remained of INIathew'a reign at the miU. Each
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time she came she demanded money, and rum or usquebaugh
;

each time she threatened to live with her husband ; each time she
terrified Barbara with the prospect of staying there. And the man
Bat still in his room, brooding over the past, and thinking, not of
repentance, but of more wickedness.

One day, he rode away without telling his sister whither he was
going or what he designed. He did not return that night, but two
days later he rode into the town, accompanied by a grave and
elderly gentleman, and after leaving the horses at the inn, he
walked to our cottage. I saw them at the garden-gate, and my
heart felt like lead, because I saw very clearly what was going to
happen.

In fine, I felt certain that the money would be demanded and
our house sold. Mathew, goaded by his sister, who clamoured
without ceasing for the money supposed to have been lent to us,

and unable any longer to endure his suspense and anxiety regard-
ing their cousin, resolved to bring matters to an issue. Fortunate
indeed was it for us he had delayed so long.

They came in, therefore, and the grave old gentleman opened
the business. He said that he was an attorney from Morpeth

;

that the mortgage, of which mention had already been made to
Mistress Hetherington, had been drawn up by him at the request
of Mr. Mathew Humble ; that he had witnessed the signature of
my father, and that the business, in short, was regularly conducted
in accordance with the custom and the requirements of the law.

I asked him if he had seen the money paid to my father. He
replied that he had not, but that it was unnecessary. I informed
him thereupon that the money never had been paid at all, but that
my father, a demented person, as was very well known, yet not so
dangerous or so mad that he must be locked up, was persuaded by
Mathew that he was signing an imaginary deed of gift conveying
lands which existed only in his own mind, because he had no land.

The lawyer made no reply to this at all.

' Now, mistress,' said Mathew roughly, ' is the time to show the
proofs you talked about.'

'My proofs, sir,' I addressed the lawyer, 'are, first, that my
father believes himself prodigiously rich, and would scorn to borrow
money of such as Mathew Humble ; next, that he perfectly well
remembers signing this document, which he thought a deed of gift

;

thirdly, that we know positively that he has had no money at all

in his possession ; fourthly, tliat he denies with indignation having
borrowed money ; fifthly, that Mathew, like everybody else, knew
of his delusions, and would certainly never have lent the money

;

sixthly, that two hundred pounds is a vast sum, and could not have
been received and spent without our knowledge. Lastly, that
Mathew was known to be a base and wicked wretch who even tried
to kidnap and carry off a girl whom he wished to marry.'

' Eveiy one of these proofs,' said my mother, ' is by itself enough
for any reasonable person.'
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The lawyer replied very earnestly that he had nothing to do
with proving the debt ; that he came to carry out the instructions

of his client, and to give us a week's notice—which was an act of
mercy, because no clause of notice had been inserted in the mort-
gage ; that the house would be sold unless the money lent waa
paid ; that it was not his duty nor liis business to advise us, but
his own client ; that the law of England provides a remedy for
everything by the help of attorneys, and that, by the blessing
of Heaven, attorneys abound, and may be obtained in any town.
Finally, he exceeded his duty by his client in counselling us to put
our affairs in the hands of some skilled and properly qualified

adviser.

This said, he bowed low and went away, followed by Mathew.
But Mathew returned half an hour later and found me alone.

'You told me,' he said, ' six months ago and more, that should
I attempt any harm to you and yours, you would write to the boy.
I waited. If your story was true, you would have written to him
at once, out of fear. But your story was not true. All, women
are all liars. I ought to have known that. Barbara says so, and
she ought to know.'

' Go on, Mathew,' I said.
' I waited. If your story had been true, the boy would have

hastened home. Well, I thought I would give you another chance.
I would carry you off. That would make him wince, if he was
living. Yet he has not come.'

Did one ever hear the like ? To bring his own terrors to an
end, or to an issue, he would have made me his unwillmg and
wretched wife.

' Now I've found you out. Why didn't I think of it before ?

I asked the post-boy. Never a letter, he truly swears, has been
delivered to you—never a one. So it is all a lie from the beginning.
Very good then. Marry me, or sold up you shall be, and into the
cold streets sliall you go.'

I bade him begone, and he went, terrified, perhaps, at the fury
with which I spoke. Of this I forbear to say more.

When we sought the advice of Mr. Carnaby, we found that he
entertained an opinion about law and justice which seemed to difler

from that of the Morpeth lawyer.
' Your proofs,' he said, ' though to me they are clear and suffi-

cient to show that Mathew is a surprising rogue, would go for

nothing before a court. And I doubt much whether any attorney
would be found to undertake, without guarantee of costs, so great
a business as a civil action. Justice, my child, in this country, as

well as all other countries, may hardly be obtained by any but the
rich, and only by them at the cost of vexatious delays, cheats, im-
positions, evasions, and the outlay of great sums upon a rascally

attorney. Beware of the craft. Let the man do his worst, you
still have friends, my dear.'

So spoke this kind and benevolent man. I am sure that hia
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deeds would have proved as good as his words had they been
called for.

We told no one in the town, otherwise I am sure there would
have been a great storm of indignation against Mathew, and per-

haps we did wrong to keep the thing a secret. But my mother was
a Londoner, and did not like to have her affairs made more than
could be helped the subject of scandal and village gossip.

It was now already the middle of December ; we should there-

fore be turned out into the street in winter. As for our slender
stock of money that was reduced to a few guineas. Yet was I not
greatly cast down, because, whatever else might happen, the time
was come when I might expect an answer. In eighteen months, or
even less, a ship might sail to India and return to port.

Ralph's letter would set all right. I know not, now, what I

expected ; I lived in a kind of Fool's Paradise. Ralph was my
hope, my anchor. I looked not for money but for protection ; he
would be a shield. When the Fugleman came to the cottage we
would fall to congratulating ourselves upon the flight of time which
brought my letter the nearer. He even made notches on a long
pole for the days which might yet remain. Yet, oh, what a slender

reed was this on which I leaned ! For my letter to him might have
miscarried. Who is to ensure the safety of a letter for so many
thousand miles 1 Or his reply might be lost on board the ship. i_

letter is a small thing and easily lost. Or he might be up the
country with some native prince ; or he might be fighting ; or he
might be too much occupied to write. A slender reed of hope
indeed. Yet I had faith. Call it not a Fool's Paradise ; 'twas the

Paradise of Love.
Then came the day, the last day, when the money must be paid

or we lose our house. That day I can never forget. It was the

twenty-third of December. The mummers, I know, were getting

ready for the next evening. In the night we were awakened by the

waits singing before our house :

'God rest you merrv, gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay,'

and I, who ought to have taken the words for an exhortation to

'lift my heart to Heaven, lifted it only as high as—my lover. To
be sure, he was always a good deal nearer Heaven than his un-
worthy sweetheart.

In the niglit there was snow, and when the sun rose the garden
was beautiful, and the leafless trees had every little twig painted

white ; a clear bright day, such as seldom comes to this county of

rain and wind in the month of December. If one has to be thrust

into the street, one would wish for a day of sunshine. Is it not a

monstrous thing that this injustice should be possible 1 Will there

ever come a time when justice and equity will be administered,

like fresh air and spring water, for nothing '\

So certain was Mathew of his prey that he sent the crier round
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at nine in the morning to announce the sale for noon. And directly

after eleven he came himself with the attorney ; and a man to con-

duct the auction or sale of the house. We put together, in order
CO carry with us, our wearing apparel. Mathew was for preventing
lis from taking anything—even, I believe, the clothes we stood in

—

out of the house. Even the Family Bible must stay, and the very
account-books ; but he was rebuked by his lawyer, who informed
him that the mortgage included only the tenement or building, but
not its contents. We should keep our beds, then. But where to

bestow them ? Whither to go ? My heart began to sink. I could
have sat down and cried, had that been of any avail, and if my
mother had not set a better example and kept so brave a face.

'The daughter of a substantial London merchant, my dear," she
said, ' must not show signs of distress before such cattle '—she
meant the attorney and his honest client. ' Get your things

together, and we will see where we can find a shelter. My poor
old man shall not feel the pinch of cold and hunger, though we
work our fingers to the bone.' Her lip trembled as she spoke.

Meantime my father was giving a hearty welcome to the
astonished attorney, whom he considered as a visitor.

'In this poor house, sir,' he said with a lofty air, 'though we
have the conveniences which wealth can bestow, we have not the
splendour. I trust, sir, that you may give me the pleasm-e of a

visit at my town house, where, I believe, her ladyship will show
you rooms worthy of any nobleman's house, not to speak of a plain

City Knight, like your humble servant.'

The attorney regarded him with wonder, but answered not. I

believe he understood by this one speech how impossible it was
that this poor man could have borrowed his client's money.

At stroke of noon the sale was to commence. But as yet there
were no buyers. No one was thereto bid except Mathew himself,

who was impatient to begin.

It wanted five minutes of noon when Mr. Camaby appeared,
bearing his gold-headed stick, and preceded by the Fugleman with
his pike, to show that the visit was official. He was followed by a
dozen or so of the townsmen, now aware that something out of the
common was about to happen.

' Go on with the sale,' cried Mathew impatiently ;
' it is twelve

o'clock.'
' Stop !

' said his Worship. ' Sir,' he addressed the lawyer, ' you
will first satisfy me by what right you enter a private house, and
next by what authority y(ju are selling it.'

The attorney replied with submission and outward show of

respect that he was within his powers, in proof of which he ex-
hibited papers the nature of which I know not, concluding with a
hope that his honour was satisfied.

' Why, sir,' said Mr. Camaby, 'so far as you are concerned, I

may be. I am also satisfied that this business is the conspiracy of

a Villain against the peace and happiness of an iiniocent gh'l.'

<4
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' With respect, sir,' said the lawyer, ' the words conspiracy and
villain are libellous.'

' I name no names,' but he looked at Mathew, who shifted his

feet and endeavoured to seem unconscious. ' I name no names,'
he repeated, shaking his forelinger in Mathew's face, ' yet villain is

the man who would ruin a helpless family because a virtuous woman
refuses to marry him. Villain, I say !

'

He banged the floor with his great stick, so that everybody in

the room trembled.
' I do not think, sir,' said Mathew, ' that your oflice entitles you

to ofler impediment to a just and lawful sale.'

'Prate not to me. Master Kidnapper.'
' If,' continued Mathew, ' Mr. Hetherington disputes my claim,

here is my lawyer, who will receive his notice of action. For
myself, I want my own and nothing more. Give me justice.'

'I would to Heaven, sir, I could,' said his Worship. 'Go on
with your iniquitous sale.'

It appeared at first as if no one would bid at all for the cottage,

though by tliis time the room was full. Then Mathew offered fifty

pounds. Mr. Carnaby bid fifty-five pounds. Mathew advanced
five i^ounds. Mr. Carnaby bid sixty-five pounds.

Mr. Carnaby was not rich
;

yet he had foi-med the benevolent
design of buying the house, so that we might not be turned out,

even if the rent would be uncertain. Mathew wanted- not only the

amount of the (pretended) mortgage, but also the pleasure of turn-

ing us out. Ah ! where was Ralph now 1 Where was ' the boy '

to whom I was going to write for protection if he dared to move ?

' One hundred and ninety !
' said Mathew.

' One hundred and ninety-five !
' said his Worship.

' Two hundred !
' said Mathew.

Mr. Carnaby hesitated. He doubted whether the cottage of six

rooms and the two acres of ground in which it stood were worth more.
The hammer went up. He thought of us and our helpless situation.

' Two hundred and five !
' he said.

' Two hundred and ten !
' said Mathew.

Again Mr. Carnaby hesitated ; again he saw the hammer in the

air ; again he advanced.

' Two hundred and ninety-five !
' said liis Worship, mopping

his face.
' Three hundred !

' said Mathew.
' Any advance upon three hundred ?

' asked the auctioneer.

Mr. Carnaby shook his head.
' Villains all,' he said, ' I can aftbrd no more. I cannot afford

so much. Poor Drusilla ! Thou must go after all.'

' Going ! going !
' cried the man, looking round.

' Five Hundred !

'

IMatliew sprang to his feet with a cry as of sudden pain, for he
knew the voice. More than that, in the doorway' he saw the man.
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He reeled and would have fallen but that someone held him
;

his cheeks were white, his eyes were staring. The blow he had so

long dreaded had fallen at last. His enemy was upon him.
The figure in the doorway was that of a gentleman, tall and

stately, still in the bloom and vigour of early manhood, gallantly

dressed in scarlet with gold-laced hat, laced ruffles, diamond buckles,

and his sword in a crimson sash, Alas ! for Mathew. The girl

had told no lie.

The Fugleman, being on duty, contemplated things without
emotion, even so surprising a thing as the return of the wanderer.
But he saluted his superior officer, and then, grounding his pike,

looked straight before him.
This was the answer—this was the reply to my letter. Every

woman in love is a prophet. I knew, being in love, that my sweet-

heart would make all well ; I knew not how ; he would bring peace
and protection with him, for those I loved as well as for myself.

Great and marvellous are the ways of Providence. I knew not,

nor could I so much as hope that the answer would be such as it

was—nothing short of my lover's return, to go abroad no more.

CHAPTER Xn.

*GOD KEST YOU MERRY, GENTLEMEN.*

What remains to be told 1

Ralph was home again. What more could I have prayed for ?

While these things went on we were sitting in the kitdien. In
my mother's eyes I seemed to read a reproach which was not there, I

believe, but in my own heart. I had prophesied smooth things, and
promised help from some mysterious quarter which had n(jt come.

'There are five guineas left,' said my mother. 'When these
are gone, what sliall we do 1

'

I tried to comfort her, but, alas ! I could find no words. Oh,
how helpless are women, since they cannot even earn bread enough
to live upon. When the bread-winner can work no longer, hapless

is our lot. What were we to do when these five guineas were
gone ? For, if I could find work to keep my fingers going from
morn till night, I could not make enough to keep even myself,
without counting my father and my mother. What should we do
when this money was gone ? We must live upon charity, or we
must go upon the parish. At the moment of greatest need my
faith failed me. I thought no mtire of the letter I was to receive

;

I ceased to hope ; my Paradise disappeared. I was nothing in the
world but a helpless woman, a beggar, the daughter of poor, old,

broken-down people, whose father was little better than a heljjless

lunatic.

We heard from the parlour, where they were holding the auction,

q2



228 *LET NOTHING YOU DISMAT:

a murmur of voices, some high and some low. Suddenly there

was a change ; from a murmur of words tliere arose a roar of worda
—a tumult of words. Strange and wonderful ! I should have
recognised the voice which most I loved. But I took little heed.
The misery of the moment was very great.

' So '—now, indeed, I heard the voice of his Worship, which
was a full, deep, and sonorous voice— 'so may all traitors and
villains be confounded ! Kidnapper, where are now thy wiles ?

'

I heard afterwards how Mathew would have slunk away, but
they told him (it was not true) that his wife was without brandishing

her cudgel. So he stayed, while his attorney, ignorant of what all

this meant, congratulated his client upon the sale of the cottage.

Five hundred pounds, he said, would not only suffice to pay his

own bill of costs, which now, with expenses of travelling and loss

of time, amounted to a considerable sum, but would also repay
Matliew's mortgage of two hundred pounds in full, and still leave

a small sum for the unfortunate gentleman they had sold up.

Mathew made no reply. He looked fearfully into his cousin's face
;

it was stern and cold. There was no hope to be gleaned from that

face, but the certainty of scrutiny and condemnation. What had
he done to merit leniency? Conscience—or remorse—told him
that he had tried to kidnap his cousin's sweetheart ; to drag her
down to destitution ; while, as regards his own trust and guaixlian-

ship, none knew better than liimself the state in which his accounts

would be found.

The words of Mr. Carnaby reached every ear. But yet I heard
them not, as I sat looking before me in mere despair. For I knew
not what to hope for, what to advise, or what to do.

Then the door M'as thrown open, and there was a trampling of

feet wliich I regarded not at all, or as only part of this misery.

The feet, I supposed, belonged to the man who was coming to turn us

out. I buried my face in my hands and burst into violent weeping.
' Is this some fresh misfortune 1

' It was my mother who sprang

to her feet and spoke. 'Are you come, sir, to say that we owe
another two hundred pounds 1 What would you have with us on
such a day 1 We have n(jthing for you, sir, nothing at all, whoever
you are ; we are stripped naked.'

'Madam,' this was his Worship's voice, 'you know not who
this gentleman is. Look not for more misfortunes, but for joy and
happiness.'

Joy and happiness ! Wliat joy ? Wliat happiness ? I began

to prick up my e^rs, but without much hope and with no faith.

' My lord ' —this time it was my father, who saw before him a

splendid stranger, and concluded in his madness that it was some
great nobleman come to visit him. ' My lord, 1 thank you for the

honour of this visit. My lady will call the men and maids. I fear

y(ju are fatigued witli travel. You shall take, my lord, a single

bowl of turtle soup, as a snack, or stay-st^niach, the finest ever

made even for the Lord Mayor, with a glass or two of Imperial
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Tokay, the rarest in any cellar, before your dinner. Not a word,
my lord, not a word till you are refreshed ; not a word, I insist.'

At these utterances I raised my head, but before I had time to

look around me, a hand was laid upon my shoulder, while a voice
whispered in my ear, ' Drusy !

'

Oh, we foolish women ! For when the thing we most long for

is vouchsafed, instead of prayers and praise upon bended knee, we
fall to ciying and to laughing, both together.

Why, when I recovered a little, they were all concerning them-
selves about me, when they ought to have been doing honour to

Ralph. The Fugleman had a glass of cold water in his hand ; my
mother was bathing my palms ; Sailor Nan was burning a feather

;

my sweetheart was holding my head ; and my father was assuring
his Worship that notliing less than the King's own physician should
attend his daughter, * unless she presently recovered. He also

whispered with much gravity that he had long since designed his

Drusilla for his lordship, just arrived, who, though of reduced
fortunes, was a nobleman of excellent qualities, and would make
her happy.

We heard, later, that Ralph brought with him an attorney from
Newcastle, a gentleman very learned in the law, and the terror of

all the rogues on the banks of the Tyne. With this gentleman and
a clerk, beside his own servants, he rode first to the mill.

He found Barbara engaged in her usual work of knitting, with
the Bible before her open at some chapter of proplietic woe. No
change in her, except that she looked thinner, and the crow's-feet

lay about her eyes. She recognised him, but showed no emotion.
' You are come home again,' she said. 'I have expected this.

Mathew said the girl lied, but he was afraid, and I knew she did
not. Girls do not lie about such things. You come at a fine time,

when your sweetheart is begging her bread.'
' What ?

' asked Ralph.
' I said she was begging her bread. She said you were pros-

perous. If fine clothes mean aught you may be. Lord grant they
were honestly come by.'

' I will now. Colonel Embleton,' said the attorney, 'place my
clerk in possession and seal everything.'

' Where is Mathew ?
' asked Ralph.

'He is in the town. You will find him selling their cottage

—

Drusilla's cottage. By this time your dainty gii"l will be in the
road, bag and baggage.'

' What ?

'

' Pride is humbled. The girl has begun to repent of her stub-
bornness. Of course so fine a gentleman as you would scorn a
beggar wench.'

With such words did this foolish and spiteful woman inflame the
heart of a man whom she should have conciliated with words of

welcome.
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He left lier and rode into the town with such speed as the snow,
now two feet deep, would allow.

An hour later, Mathew, pale and trembling, rushed breathless
into the mill.

' Has he been here ?

'

Barbara nodded.
Mathew went hastily to his room. Here he found the attorney

with his clerk.

'These are my papers,' he cried, now in desperation. 'Every-
thing is mine. The house is mine, the mill is mine, the farm ia

mine.'

'Gently, gently,' said the lawyer. 'Let us hear.'

Mathew played his last card.
' A second will was found,' he said ;

' it is in the desk.'
' We will wait,' said the lawyer, ' until the return of Colonel

Embleton.'
Wlien Ralph came back, accompanied by Mr. Carnaby, he

found Mathew waiting for him.
'Now,' said the lawyer, ' let us see this second will.'

He opened the desk and drew forth the paper which Mathew
pointed out. When he had unfolded and looked at it for a moment,
he looked curiously at Mathew.

' This,' he said, ' is your second will 1

'

' It is,' Matliew replied. ' Found live years ago, and '

' Quite enough,' said the lawyer. ' Friend,' he had by this time
compared the signature with that of the tirst will, ' I make no
charge, I only inform you as a fact, that this document is valueless,

as bearing neither date nor witnesses, and if it did, it would still

be valueless, because the signature is a forgery, plain and palpable.

It will hang someone if it is put forward.'

Mathew dropjied his hands by his side. This was the fruit of

his labours. He had forged the will ; he had made it of no use by
neglecting the witnesses ; he had forged it so clumsily that he was
at once detected.

' Any well-wisher of yours, sir,' said the lawyer, ' would recom-
mend you to \)\\i that paper in the fire.'

Mathew did so without a word.
' Sir,' said the lawyer, 'you have saved your neck. Have j'ou

any more to say about the will ?

'

He had no more to say. The plots and designs of nine years
came to this lame and impotent conclusion.

'Then, Mr. Humble,' the attorney continued, ' I have nothing
more to say than tliis : Colonel Embleton expects an accui'ate state-

ment of accounts and payment to him of all sums due to him with-
out delay.'

Mathew made no reply ; he was defeated. He left the room,
and presently, one of them looking through the open door, saw him
leave the house with his sister.

Ralph spoke not one single word to him, good or bad. By thia
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time he had heard of Mathew's attempted abduction and all Ida

iniquities. There was no room in his heart for pity.

In the morning Sailor Nan came to draw her pay. She heard

that her husband had deserted her. She lamented the fact, because

she had intended to be kept in pork, rum, and tobacco so long as

he was alive. But she was easily consoled with a jorum of steaming

punch.
Thus vanished from amongst us one who had wrought so much

evil, for which I hope that we have long since entirely forgiven

him (but he was a desperate villain), and we never knew what be-

came of him.
It was ten years later that Barbara came back alone.

We found her in the porch (jne summer evening. She was worn

and thin, and dressed in dreadful rags.

' Oh,' I cried, moved to pity by her misery, 'come in and eat,

and let me find some better clothes for you.'

She refused, but she took a cup of milk.
' I want to see the boy,' she replied in her old manner of

speech.

When Ralph came home she said what she had to say.

' Mathew (jught to have had the mill. If it had been his, he

would not have taken to drink and evil courses. You were an

interloper, and we both hated the sight of you. When you went

away, I used to pray that you might never come back. The wait-

ing for you and the fear of you made him wicked. That is all I

have to say.'
' ^^^lere is Mathew ?

'

'Dead. Ask me no more about him. He is dead.'

Ralph led her, unresisting, into the house.
' Wife,' he said tome, 'you have heard Barbara's confession. I,

too, have had hard thoughts about her. Let us forgive, as we hope

f I ir forgiveness.

'

She stayed with us that night—an unwilling and ungracious

guest—and the next day Ralph placed her in a cottage, and gave

her an allowance of money, which she took without thanks. Per-

haps her heart grew less bitter as years fell upon her ; but I know
not, for she died and made no sign.

On that year Christmas Day fell on a Thursday. Now, Ralph,

who, though a grave man and the colonel of his regiment, showed

more than the customary impatience of lovers, would be content

with nothing short of being married on the very next day after his

return. It is almost incredible that he should have had the

forethought to bring with him a special license, so that we were not

obliged to have the banns ''ead out. Could I refuse him anything 1

Therefore, on the Wednesday morning, the very next day after he

came back, we were married in presence of all the town, I believe,

man, woman, and child, while the bells rang out, and our joyful

hearts were warm, despite the cold without. I was so poor in
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worldly goods that I must have gone to the sacred ceremony with
nothing better than my plain stuff frock, but for the benevolence
of good Mrs. Carnaby, who lent me a most beautiful brocaded silk

^'own, which, with all kinds of foreign gauds, such as necklaces,

bracelets, and jewels for the hair, which my lover—nay, my bride-

groom—bestowed upon me, made me so tine that his Worship was
so good as to say that never a more beautiful bride had been
married, or would hereafter be married, in VVarkworth Church.

Thus do fine feathers make tine birds. VVHien the next bride is

married in brocaded silk, with a hor>p, her hair done by the barber,

and her homely person decorated with jewels, people will be found
to say the same tiling. Yet, since my Imsband, who is the only
person I must consider, was so good as to tind his wife beautiful,

should I not rejoice and be thankful for this strange power of one's

outward figure—women cannot understand it—which bewitches
men and robs the'm of their natural sense until they become used to it.

After the wedding we went home to tliu mill, where my husband
spread a great feast. In the evening came the mummers with
bailor Nan, who drank freely of punch, and wished us joy in lan-

guage more nautical than j)olite. His Worship slept at the mill

because he was overcome with the aliundance and strength of the

punch. Even the Fu.leman, for the first time in man's memory,
had to be carried to bed, preserving his stillness of back even in the

sleep of intoxication. And the next day we had another royal

feast, to which all were invited who had known my dear husband
in his youth. But to me it was a continual feast to be in the pre-

sence of my dear, to have my hand in his and to rejoice in the
warmth of his steadfast eyes.

We are all, I hope. Christian folk, wherefore no one will be
surprised to hear that on the morning of the day after the marriage,

which was Christmas Day, after tlie singing of the hynui, ' When
shepherds watch their Hocks by night,' my husband, giving me his

hand, led me forth before all the people, and in their i)resence

thanked God solemnly for his safe return, and for other blessings

(I knew full well what these meant). Then the Fugleman leading,

his pike held at salute, he recited the Lord's Prayer. Thus in

seemly and solemn fashion was the long sorrow of nine years turned
into a joy which will endure, I doubt not, beyond tliis eaithly

pilgrimage.
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PART I.—MON DESIR.

CHAPTER I.

A new-year's dawn.

New-Year's Day, in Palmiste Island, is very nearly the longest in

the whole year ; it is also about the hottest, if one may say as much
without giving oflence to other days. It is on this account that the

Bun on this day, having so much work to do, gets up as early as six

o'clock in the morning, an hour before his July time, after an-

nouncing his intention by sending up preliminary fireworks in red

and crimson. When the cocks see these rockets in the east they

leave off crowing and go to roost. If you ask naturalists why the

cocks crow all night in Palmiste, they generally say that it is

because the island lies south of the Equator. Those who are not

satisfied with this explanation are further told that it is by the laws

of development and the natural growth of ideas that the Gallic

mind has been brought to prefer coolness for times of crowing.

The reasons of things offered by science are, we know, beautifully

satisfying, and always make us feel as if we could almost create a

world for ourselves if we only had a good big lump of clay and a box
of stored electricity and a bucket of water and a pint of compressed

air. When the cocks have left off, the white man's dogs, and the

Malabar dogs and the Pariah dogs immediately take up the tuneful

tale, so that silence shall never be a reproach to the island. The
jimrney performed by the chariot of his Majesty the Sun on that

day, a most fatiguing one to his horses, involves a tremendous

climb at the start and a breathless descent at the finish ; and is, in

fact, nothing less than a vertical semi-circular arc in the heavens.

The nature of the curve may be illustrated for unscientific persons

by any young lady who will kindly raise her arms above the head,

and join the tips of her fingers. At stroke of noon, on that day

every man Jack and motlier's son in the place becomes another

Feter Sclilemilil, inasmuch as he has no shadow. Strangers, at
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Buch a time, creep round houses and great buildings and precipices

looking for the usual shade. They go to the north side, the south,

the east, and the west, and find none. Then they think their wits

must be gone for good, and sit them down to cry. The wooUy-
pated sons of Africa, for their part, rejoice in perpendicular rays

;

they have taken the roof off their straw hats the better to enjoy

them ; they sit in the open, courting their genial warmth ; they
acknowledge with a grateful sigh that, after all, there is a little

heat sometimes to be got in a generally cold and cheerless world.

It is not till after seven in the evening that the sun has finished

the journey and is ready to plunge red-hot into the cool waves.

For five minutes or so after his header there is a tremendous
seething and roaring of the maddened water : it is, of course, too

far ofl' to hear the noise, but anyone can see the smoke of it, which
is red and fiery, cooling down to sapphire and tlaen becoming grey,

after wliich the stars come out, and it is night.

In tliis English land of mist and fog we never see the phe-

nomenon of sunrise at all ; for either it is hidden behind cloud, or

it rises too early, or it is too cold for us to get up and look at it.

There must be, indeed, many men, quite elderly men, among us

who have never seen the sun rise at all. Now, in Palmiste most
of the people behold this most wonderful of natural phenomena
every day. Perhaps the man on the Signal-mountain has the best

view, because from his elevated position he can see the leaping of

the sun from the sea, and the long furrows of light upon the

startled ocean, and the sudden renewal of the unnumbered smiles,

and the rolling of the mists about the valleys. But, as the man on
the Signal-mountain is too often a mere ci'eature of duty, and must
always subordinate sentiment to the watching for ships, it is

probable that more joy is got out of the sunrise by the people

belmv, who can give their whole attention to the exliibition pro-

vided by Nature.
Certainly, there is plenty to be seen down below. There was a

pair, for instance, standing in the verandah of the house belonging

to the estate of Mon DJsir, who seemed, on this New-Year's dawn,

to find a great deal of enjoyment in the hour and the scene before

them, though there was nothing that they had not seen before,

times out of mind. But then they had one great advantage over

the man on the Signal-mountain, that he is one and they were
two—Hie et Htec : Ille cum Ilia— which makes a very great

difference indeed. And they had other advantages. For, when
the sun first appeared to them over the brow of the hill between
themselves and the sea he shone on this particular morning straight

down an avenue of palms ; he painted every leaf of every tree so

that it glowed like red gold ; as for the trunks, the tall green

trunks, he painted them in a great variety of colour, such as car-

mine and golden red, and a dark green inclined to go ofi" into

purple, and a most lovely, creamy, rich, soft brown, which did the

eyes good to see, all the more because it only lasted a few mo-
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ments. The two who looked caught their breath and gasped, so

beautiful was the scene. To make it the more complete, because a

suggestion of life always improves a picture, there suddenly ap-

peared at the end of the avenue an Indian woman : she was dressed

rather better than most coolies' wives, and, being a Madrassee and

not a common Bombay person, she wore a long skirt or petticoat

down to her heels, with a red jacket, and bangles up to her elbows,

and, over head, shoulders, and all, a veil of coarse gauze. This is

the kind of thing that the rising sun likes : it is good material for

a sun to operate upon at his first joyous outset : so he seized upon

that woman and turned her into a bride, standing rapt, motionless,

waiting for the groom, clothed and veiled, mystic, wonderful, in

white lace, and he caused colom-s inexpressible in words to play

about the dress beneath the veil. Only for a moment. Then they

raised their heads, this pair of early risers, and saw how, upon the

peak of the highest mountain in the island, there lay anuther

bridal veil, but of cloud, and how the sunshine struck it and it flew

back as if the bridegroom was come and would gaze upon the face

of his bride. And there were smaller things to note, for the lawn

at their feet, not quite like an English lawn, because nothing in all

the world is so good as a good English thing at its best, but a well-

kept and tolerably smooth lawn, glittered as if it was strewn with

a million diamonds and was worth the whole of the Cape, with

Potosi and Golconda tlirown in ; beside the lawn the glorious

Flamboyant hung out its flaming blossoms to greet the sun, and the

Bougainvilli ers proudly showed its purple flowers, and the banana-

trees and acacias with their perfumed flowers, and the Elephant

creepers, and wonderful things with leaves of crimson and gold and

long botanical names, which in Emzland would have had pet and

pretty names, welcomed the sun and proclaimed that they had all

grown each one twelve inches at least during the night in order to

honour the dawn of New-Year's Day.

The house was long and of one story, built with a deep verandah

all round it, that on one side forming a kind of general sitting-

room, open all day long to all airs that blow, affording almost a

quadrangular draught
;

grass curtains, now pulled up, protected it

from the afternoon sun and the white glare of the moon ;
it was

laid with grass mats, and there were long cane chairs in it, and
small tables with work and books upon them. Evidently a place

used for the daily life. Three or four doors opened upon it ; that

on the left hand belonged to the private room, or study, or oflice

of Mr. Kemyss, Seigneur of Mon Desir ; that on the right led into

the boudoir or schoolroom, or retreat of Virginie when she felt

disposed to be alone ; the door in the middle led into the salon, a

large room, with a piano, and a few, not many, engravings, and
more cane chairs, with books and magazines—a place not in the

least like an English drawing-room, yet tilled with the atmosphere

of home and refinement—the haunt and home of ladies. Such a
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house in Palmiste is constructed entirely, so to speak, with a view
to the salon and the salle k manger. They are the two principal

rooms—the only rooms. To the right and left of them on the

same floor are the bedrooms ; at the corners and in unexpected
places, built out as the family grows, are other smaller bedrooms
belonging to the children or the girls. The verandah at the sides

is provided with jalousies, so that it may serve for a dressing-room,

bath-room, or nursery. The bedrooms are simply furnished each
with a pretty little French bedstead in green and gold, protected

by a mosquito-curtain and an armoire. There is nothing else,

because nobody in Palmiste is expected to use the bedroom for

any other purpose than sleep. Tlie salle k manger, papered with
one of those French designs—a man on horseback, a girl with a
guitar, anything—which repeats the same scene a thousand times,

is meant for a feeding or banqueting room, and nothing else.

Therefore it contains nothing at all but a table, a sideboard, and
chairs. At the back is the kitchen, and one can only say of a
Palmiste kitchen that, although many a good dinner is turned out

from it, the stranger would do well not to pry into its mysteries,

nor to ask of the Indian cook how he does it. Behind the kitchen

is a long garden, planted with all kinds of vegetables, European or

trojiical, according to the season of the year : at the end of the

kitchen-garden there is a double row of banana-trees, their leaves

blown into ragged ribbons and broken ends, each with its pendent
cluster of green fruit and purple bud. And behind the bananas
there are the cases—the cottages for the servants and their wives

;

and here there is quite a colony of little brown babies sprawling

about in the sun, with no more clothes than Adam before the Fall,

and bright-eyed boys, miracles of intelligence, and already eager to

learn the various and multiform tricks, lies, treacheries, and make-
believes, by which a crafty Oriental may make his way from small

things unto great.

()n the right of the great house stands a smaller one, called the

Pavilion. The son of the house sleeps here, and all bachelor guests,

of whom at the season of the bonne a)inee there are always three

times as many as there are beds to put them in, so that they toss

up for the beds, and those who lose make out as they best can upon
mattresses stretched upon the floor. Therefore, the New Year is

by this arrangement turned into a most beautiful and festive time

for the mosquitoes.
The Pavilion has also its own verandah, but much smaller and

narrower, and without any curtains or mats. Yet there are plenty

of chairs in it ; chairs with prolonged arms, in which the occupant
may put up his feet ; basket-woi-k chairs, with a ledge which may
be pulled out for the feet ; low chairs in which one's feet need no
support ; rocking-chairs ; and a lovely grass hammock, in which,

with a Coringhee cigar, and something with ice in it, and perhaps a

book requiring no effort to understand it, and dealing with pleasant

subjects, one may while away the hottest afternoon, swinging
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slowly. There is not much paint left aLout the old Pavilion, it ia

true ; the floor of the verandah, which is of concrete, is ci'acked ;

the jalousies of the bedroom windows are out of repair ; but the

roof is still weather-proof, and the beds are comfortable, and there

are these chairs to sit upon, and the verandah faces the east, so

that in the afternoon, when man most inclines to rest and medita-

tion, the sun may be avoided.

To the right of the Pavilion, again, was the sugar-house, a great

place, with the mysteries of which we have nothing to do, except

that the whirr of the machinery and the wheels, and the loud, well-

satisfied breathing of its untiring steam-engine sounded pleasantly

on mornings when the crop had commenced. On this day, however

—New-Year's Day—the clay of the honne annee, no man, not even

a Malabar, on a sugar estate can be expected to work. Outside the

sugar-house lay piles of the white bagasae, the refuse of the canes

which have been crushed, with their sweet and leather sickly smell
;

and here, too, was the great barn-like stable for the mules, with

the doors always left wide open, because these sagacious animals

know very weirwhich is the best place for them, and are far too

wise to go straying from a comfortable shelter where they are well

fed and well looked after. Why, as tliey very well know, nudes

who have strayed have been known to get lost in the ravines, and

to tumble over waterfalls, and be eaten by big eels, or to be captured

by Maroons, and made to lead a deuce of a life carrying out their

villanies in the forest. Who would be the accomplice of brigands

and poachers 1 Beyond the mule stable a road leads to the Indian

Camp, a village where the coolies of the estate live with their

wives, their babies, their brass pots, their dogs, their goats and

little kids, their cocks and hens and chickens, and their pigs. It is

quite a large and populous village, in which the dreams of the

Socialist are realised ; for all the houses are exactly alike, and the

people are all on the same social depression, and the way of living

is the same for all, and there is a beautiful, monotonous level.

There are such villages and communities in England ; but they are

rare. One such I remember in the Forest of Dean, which seems

to resemble an Indian camp on a sugar estate ; but even there they

have a church and two or three chapels, and there are differences

of rank and position. The camp is a noisy place, too ; for the

babies never cease crying, and the children quarrel continually, and

the dogs for ever bark, and the women accuse each other for ever

in shrill and ear [)iercing voices. What do they accuse each other

of ? Matter of cakes, my masters, and ghee, and gungee, and

cocoa-nut oil, and nose-rings and silver bangles. What farther,

one knoweth not. Every day, after a wliole morning spent in

invective, retort, accusation and defence, they sally forth, and bring

the case before the Sahib, the Seigneur and Lord of the estate,

who hears the evidence,, and makes an award, and admonishes them

to keep the peace. They accept the award as final, but yet they

do not keep the peace.
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And on all sides of the house there stretch the broad fields of

the estate, planted with the sugar-cane ; narrow paths cross them,
and sometimes there is a rough-and-ready tramway. All day long
the coolies work among them, cleaning and weeding, heedless of the

hot sun, because they are anointed, and beautifully shine, with
cocoa-nut oil, so that every man's back is a mirror for his friends.

Beyond the cane-fields, on all sides but one, is the forest ; for tliere

are yet miles of forest left ; and beyond and among the wild woods
stand the everlasting hills.

Now, when the first glimmerings of the dawn were welcomed by
the silence of the cocks and the barkings of the dogs, there began
in the mule stable an uncertain agitation, as of expectancy, and,

each, in his stall, the mules began to open eyes, to kick out in

dreams, to whinny, to fidget, to shake a tail, to paw the ground,
and to look around. At exactly the moment, and no other, when
the sun first touched the topmost leaves and the single spiral shoot

of every palm-tree in the Avenue, the oldest and most sagacious

mule left his stall, and led the way out of the stable into the bagasse

yard, followed by all his friends and lively companions. Then
there ensued such a turning over on backs, kicking of legs, rolling

about on the soft stutt', champing of the sugary canes, and letting

out of heels at each other in pure gamesomeuess, that you would
have said the mules knew it was New-Year's Day, and had begun
at very sunrise to enjoy the holiday. This was not so, liowever,

for mules are a philosophical, albeit a light-hearted race, and know
that life is made up of twelve hours' labour and twelve hours'

repose. Therefore they do what they can to get through the first

half as easily as may be, and go in for unmitigated enjoyment of

the second.

After the mules had spread themselves out on the bagasse, and
the Indians' dogs were all barking in the camp, and the Indian

women all scolding, there was no longer any pretence possible for

lying in bed. So that the Chinaman who kept the only shop on
the estate rolled ofi" his counter, and opened his door, and let down
his shutter, and allowed tho escape of the night's accumulated
fragrance. A village shop in this our native land presents a rich

field for research in the science of smells, particularly on a warm
summer morning, when it has just been opened. But what is it

compared to a Chinaman's shop in Palmiste 1 Bacon and cheese

form our own staple. One cannot deny that these are good,

separately or in combination, for the production of a rich and
grateful perfume. But the Chinaman, in a much smaller space,

has the fragrant and united product of snook, which was once live

cod-fish, half-cured pork, rotten bananas, sardine-boxes lying open
for a week, a keg of arrack, cheese, gungee, his own opium-pipe,

cocoa-nut oil, blacking, and cigars, all combining together to pro-

duce a stench of extraordinary strength. When the doors and
windows were open it fell out, a solid tliough invisible lump of con-

crete smell, irregularly shaped, which rolled, slowly at lirst, bui
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afterwards more rapidly, down the hill. On the way it encountered
a brood of tender yellow ducklings, who were going along—poor
dears—thinking of nothing at all but worms and warm mud. These
pretty innocents, when the rolling mass fell upon them, all tumbled
over on their backs, opened their beaks, and quacked their last.

Then the ball rolled over the side of the road down a steep slope,

upon which it met and poisoned a promising family of young
tandreks, and so over the edge of the ravine, getting broken into a
thousand fragments, and doing no more harm to anybody.

Not far from the Chinaman's stood a little cottage, built of
packing-cases and roofed with their tin lining, in which there lived

an old, old negress, well advanced in the nineties. She was a witch
by profession : she revealed the future, either by cards, or by in-

spection of the palm, or by interpretation of dreams, or by the
reading of omens ; she charmed away sprains, warts, bruises, and
internal injuries by the simple apphcation of her own hand ; she
cursed people's enemies for them, and made crafty gri-gri, which
revengeful persons smarting under a sense of wrong bought and
placed under the beds of those who had wrought them that injury,

so that these wicked folk presently fell into waste and consumption
and slow dying—a joy to behold. She cured all diseases by herbs
which she gathered in the forest and under the rocks of the ravine

;

and it was whispered that if you wanted such a thing as a safe but
elegant preparation of poison, which would kill without leaving a
trace behind, this good old lady would make it up for you frtan

l^lants which she would find in eveiy hedge. She, too, awoke with
the dogs and the mules, and perceived that here was another day
whose joyful course awaited her running. She found her joints
rather stiff at first uprising, a thing which surprised her, because
she had not been brought up in her childhood to expect it, and she
sat for an hour or two in the warmest and sunniest place, with her
grizzled old wool exposed to the rays, and so gradually recovered
the use of her limbs and got warm, and felt young again, and set

to work upon the finishing of a most beautiful gri-gri, with a cat's

skull in it and two dogs' paws and a shark's tooth—a gri-gri which
was intended to cause internal pains and burnings not to be allayed,

and thirst insatiable, and sleepless rolling about at night, and
mental distress, loss of appetite, delirium, convulsions, death and a
long black box. And all for five dollars. She is a most useful and
admirable creature, and it is sad to think that when she goes—she
is not gone yet—she will leave no successor. There used, in the
old days, to be plenty of such old women, but emancipation was a
cruel blow to them : the new contentment and ease of the negroes
discouraged the profession ; there is no longer any demand, to
speak of, for gri-gri and vegetable poisons ; the coolies know for

themselves where to find stramonium and what it will do in skilful

hands : the old slaves are dead, and their sons are not revengeful
on account of their fathers' wrongs, and when this old woman goes
there will be no cne left to carry on her forgotten craft. The refiec-
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tion should make the okl witch sad ; but she does not reflect : she
thinks she is still in comparative youtli ; she takes no heed of time,
and she believes she will live for ever.

The two standing on the verandah were a young man of two-
and-twenty or so and a girl of seventeen. They were always up
first, and they always met here and had their morning talk at sun-
rise, while the girl poured out the early tea and sent it round to the
bedrooms. The Indian boy, who had made the tea and brought it

from the kitchen, stood on the steps rubbing his sleepy eyes ; and
lying huddled up, also on the verandah steps, was old Suzette,

the black nurse, in a wonderful blue cotton frock and red cotton
turban and bare feet. Her grandsons. Napoleon de Turenne and
Rohan Auvergne de Turenne, were at the Grand CoUe'ge ; and
her youngest son, their father, who had gone into the brokery line

and had been greatly successful, drove about, a splendid personage,
in his own carriage. But Suzette remained a nurse ; and she was too

conscientious a nurse to allow her foster-daughter to get up before

her or to remain talking with Monsieur Tom without her presence.
' Chokra, ' said the girl to the Indian boy, ' this great cup for

the burra Sahib, and this little one for the mem Sahib.'

She spoke, only with these two or three Hindustani words, in

the Creole patois, which has been adopted by the Indian and
Chinese coolies, and by the Malays, Singhalese, Portuguese, Mala-
gassy, Somaulis, and all the races who are represented, in this

island of a thousand tongues, as the common medium. But, like

many who have been brouglit up on a sugar estate, she was a poly-

glot young lady : her father was English and her mother French.
She spoke her father's language perfectly well, with a tendency to

make a soft guttural out of the ' r,' which was not unpleasant ; and
she spoke with perfect fluency her mother's language ; but she
would have been as much lost as any Canadian among the half-

uttered syllables and nods and winks which stand for French in

fashionable Paris ; for, in truth, the Fi-ench of Palmiste may be
pure, but it is a little old-fashioned. And she could talk Hindustani
of a kind, not the Hindustani of the schools, to be sure, but the
tongue of the people, free and unencumbered by grammar and
syntax, and understanded of all alike, by the gentle Tamulman, or

by him who talks the soft Canarese or the sonorous Pali. She
could not talk Chinese, because nobody can, and even the Chinamen
out of their native country laugh at their own language ; nor any
of the Madagascar dialects, because the Malagassy are a polite

peojile, and do not expect it ; nor Malay, because the Malay is quick
to learn for himself any language that may be going about ; nor
any of those African tongues which may yet linger in the memories
of the blacks, because there is nothing the East African negro more
readily forgets than his own tongue, especially when there is such

a beautiful language as Creole lying ready for his use, and because
nobody ever learns any African language who can help it.

'The men,' said the girl, 'are late tliis morning. I suppose,
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too, they sat up last night, and drank too much brandy and soda.
Did you sit up, Tom ?

'

Slie spoke as if too much brandy and soda was an accident which
might happen to anybody ; and, indeed, in this thirsty island there
do happen a surprising number of these accidents every year. So
that it is a pity steps are not taken to prevent them.

The young man replied that, for his own part, he went to bed
when his father left them, which was at half-past ten ; but that
some of them sat late, and there certainly were a great many bottles
of soda lying on the verandah ; and that they were all fast asleep
when he got up, wliich was before daylight.

He had in his hand a pine-apple, which he had just cut in the
garden, and was eating it with a fork. This, if you please, is the
true way to eat a pine ; and the best time to eat it is in the morning,
when it has been freshly cut.

' Will you have a mango, Virginie ?
' he asked. ' They are

ready to be gathered.'
' Send some to the Pavilion,' she replied.
' Ayapana tea,' he said, ' would be more to the purpose. Suzette

may go round presently and find out if anybody wants it. If I

meet old Pierre, I will ask him to take some cocos tendres to the
Pavilion. Don't forget the letchis, Virginie.'

Ayapana tea is a grateful drink, made by pouring boiling water
upon a certain herb so called : its properties are many : it restores
tone to the afflicted after a severe night ; it cools coppers ; it drives
away headache ; it restores the power of coherent speech ; it revives
the sluggish brain ; in fact, it was planted, in the first instance, by
the man who made the earliest vineyard, and he placed a root of it

between every vine. As for the coco tendre, Tom meant the unripe
cocoa-nut, which is gathered for the purpose of providing a cool
and refreshing morning draught. In cases which do not require
the severity of ayapana tea, the coco tendre is efficacious, and it

brings with it a coolness which mounts to the brain and runs along
the veins and gives elasticity to the limbs. And as for man-
goes, they are good for all conditions of men ; the temperate, such
as Tom, and the eternally thirsty, such as Sandy McAndrew ; they
are the sweetest gift of nature to the dweller in the tropics ; they
refresh and revive after a hot and sleepless night ; they bring back
hope, faith, and courage ; they reconcile one to life even when the
rainy season has begun, and the floods of heaven are descending,
and a soft and steamy heat lies upon the earth, and a vapour rises
like that of a universal washing day, and the mildew grows and
spreads visibly on the boots, and the covers drop off the books, and
the very cigars go out of curl. These two were too young to know
much about shattered nerves and revivers and pick-me-ups. But
they had heard of such things. Therefore Virginie received the
allusion to ayapana tea with sympathy, and understood what was
proposed to be eflected by means of the coco tendre.

She was seventeen, which is Creole for twenty. Aud, because
B
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she was a Creole, she was of slight and graceful figure ; for the

same reason she carried herself well and was gracieuse—one would
like to add a few more of those deliglitful adjectives which French
poets and novelists have at their command. She was dressed in a
simple white frock, with a crimson ribbon round her neck.

Nature, who is always—the dear old lady !—thinking how slie

can spare sometliing more to set off and adorn a pretty girl, had
given her a wealth of lovely light curling hair, as soft as silk, whfch
lay all about her face and clung to her pretty cheeks like tendrils

of a vine, as if it loved to be exactly in that place and wanted no
other ; her eyes were blue and soft, with long lashes ; her cheek
was not ruddy like an English maiden's, but touched with just the

tenderest bloom of colour ; for, althougli she had never left the

tropical island, she lived among the mountains—Mon De'sir was a

thousand feet above the sea, so that the air was sharp. Besides,

Virginie rambled and climbed up the slopes of the hills and doAvn

the steep sides of the jirecipitous ravine, and was as sure-footed aa

a chamois and as steady as an Alpine guide. This it was which
lent her cheek its rose. Altogetlier, a lovely and dainty maiden

;

a girl on whom eyes were already bent full of admiration and hope ;

but not yet spoiled, though she had been out ever since the last

Queen's birthday ball. Her face and her gestures were full of

vivacity, because her mother was a French woman ; her eyes were
full of truth and loyalty because her father was an English gentle-

man ; at every turn of her head, at every quick movement of her

hand, one was reminded of her descent, because this was French
and tliat was English, and this she caught from her mother and
that she inherited from her father.

As for the young man called Tom, he was dressed as only

Colonials dare to dress. Tliat is to say, he wore a flannel shirt

without any collar and all rags, and a pair of flannel trousers,

patched and darned in various places, yet almost as ragged as the

shirt ; round his waist was tied a belt made of long red silk ; he
had on a short coat or jacket of common blue cotton, something

like that afiected by the British butcher : it is strong, durable, and
light, therefore it is greatly in fashion among the people of Palmiste,

although it does wear white at the seams : for head-covering he

wore an old helmet well battered and bruised. This was his morning
dress, the things in which he rode about the fields, looking after

weeds and all the evils which assail the sugar-cane. He was his

father's manager, and he took this journey every morning, starting

at daybreak and returning about ten. He was a well set up youth,

not so broad in the shoulder as many Englishmen, with brown liair

cropped close, and a small beard and moustache ; not a face betokening

gi'eat intellect, nor had his shoulders the studious stoop ; nor was
he shortsighted ; nor did he concern himself at all about literature

or art, or the popular scientific chatter, or the current topics of the

day. In fact, very few young men had read fewer books than Tom
Keniyss. Yet he was not a fool : he studied machinery ao as to



A NEW TEAR'S DAWN. 248

understand the engines and works of his mill ; he studied agricui-

tura] chemistiy for practical purposes ; he was handy in the

cai'penter's shop ; he was good at all kinds of sports, was cunning
of fence, a good shot, and as plucky a lad as ever stepped. And
though he had never left his native island, and was seldom absent

from his father's estate, he was not at all a rustical person, not a

mere hobereati, nor a boor. Quite the contrary : his manners and
carriage were as good as if he had been brought up in a London
square and at Eton and Oxford. And he had been trained bj^ his

father in the old-fasliioned ideas—which they say, those who know,
are rapidly dying out—as to the courtesy, respect, honour, and
sers'ice due to women.

When he had finished his pine-apple he strode away, and
Virginie heard him whistling to liis dogs, and then there was a
mighty trampling of hoofs, because the daily struggle then began
between Tom and his horse. The generous steed, being of high
mind and proud of his descent, resolved every morning that this

should be the last of obedience, and so attempted to bring about a
revolution. When the attempt was quelled he galloped away
obedient again.

Virginie poured out another cup of tea more carefully tlian the

rest, placed it on a tray, and caiTied it away with her own hands.
It was her mother's tea, and the girl had done this small service

ever since she coidd carry anything.
When she was gone the chokra was left alone. At least, he

thought he was alone. Unluckily, he forgot Suzette, and acted as

any solitary boy might be expected to act.

He looked about him for a moment. The sugar-basin was filled

with the delightful crj'stal sugar, as sweet as sugar candy, and as

sparkling as so many diamonds. It Avas made in the mill of Mon
De'sir, and is the best sugar in the world, a great deal better than
the white lumps of which we are so proud. The boy knew this fact,

and it made his fingers to curl and his brown eyes to glow.

He had never learned the Chm-ch Catecliism, this poor chdd
;

otherwise, no doubt
Pring ! Prang ! Crick ! Crack ! Four, if you please : two on

each ear, so that the report was heard a mile off", and eveiy chokra
on the estate jumped clean out of his jacket—because he had no
shoes to jump out of—in terror and sympathy.

' Hein ! Ha ! Thou wilt steal, then, good-for-nothing ? Take
that—and that—little pig of Malabar !

'

The boy fled to the kitchen, whe e he was received with the
jeers of those who had not been recently detected.

And the old woman sat do'mi on the steps again, in the sun,

and laughed with her eyes, her lips, her teeth, her head, her hands,
her portly person, and her feet. She brimmed over and she shook
with laughter.

e2
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CHAPTER n.

THE SQUIRE.

Among the many questions which may be put by fools for the dis-

comfitm-e of those who pretend to be wise, is the question how it

is that men can be found to put their money into a sugar estate.

For the dangers and risks are great ; tlie work is hard ; the
climate is generally trying ; and the ultimate results are wrapped in

a delightful cloud of uncertainty. As for the capital required at

the outset, that is so great that it would maintain a whole family
in England. On the mere interest of it they might take a house at

Kensington, and give dinner parties, and go every year to the sea-

side. As for the thing to be grown—the cane—it is surrounded on
all sides by innumerable enemies, like everything else which is care-

fully planted, tended, cockered up, and rendered effeminate. Some-
times it is an insect, which comes from no one knows where, and
has no other object in life than just to bore holes right through the
cane, and so to destroy it ; or it is a worm that appears suddenly in

the ground, and refuses to eat anything except root of sugar-cane,
and no one knows where he comes from either ; or it is a kind of

rot ; or it is a wasting away and a drying up of the sweet juices
;

or it is some other of the many thousand diseases which affect vege-
table life. Sometimes, also, it is a troop of monkeys, who get into

the fields by night, and tear up the canes for very wanton mischief.

Above all, there are the hurricanes, which lay the canes prostrate, tear

them up by the roots, and wash them out of the ground ; and they
may come any year or every year. So that, unlpss fortune is more
than commonly kind, the end of every planter who has not so large

a capital that he can stand up against two, three, or even four bad
years in succession is the same—monotonously the same. That end
is, in fact, smash ; and his estate is sold. And then, because hope
goes on springing in that elastic and everlasting way of which we
know, there is never wanting a purchaser with a little money to

throw away, and the old game begins again, with chinking of glasses

and the sparkle of champagne, and the best wishes of friends, and
the confidence of the young beginner.

That, however, is only the fate of the small capitalist. If you
have got plenty of money to begin with, and want to multiply it by
ten, and can afford to wait, and like tropical life and exile, with
the things which some weak-kneed brethren call discomforts, such
as hot days and vertical suns, and mosquitoes and prickly heat,

and insijiid beef and tasteless mutton, you can do nothing better

than take a sugar estate and manage it yourself. Some day people
in England will find out how profitable a thing it is, so long as you
ueed not borrow money to go on with. Then there will be com-
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panies started. Owners will sell to promoters for four times the
value of the estate : that will be good for the owners, who will

come to Paris or London, or Monte Carlo, and have a fling so long
as the money lasts : the promoters will sell the estates to the share-

holders for ten times their value : this will be good for the pro-

moters who will make money by one swindle, to lose it in the next

:

then the companies wiU issue shares, publish prospectuses, and
exhibit their sugar in grocers' shops ; and they will appoint
managers of local experience. These managers will be so experienced
that they will sell the sugar, receive the money for the coolies,

put everything in their own pockets, and bolt, working their way
round by New Caledonia and Tahiti to San Francisco, and from
there to New Orleans, enjoying the roses and rapture of gambling
saloons, bars, and billiard-rooms. The company will then ' bust
up,' and the estate will be sold for half its real value to a local per-
son, with no money but what he borrows from the bank, and all

will go on as before, and, if we are aU happy, let us not sit down
to ask what odds.

The proprietor of Mon De'sir, Captain Kemyss, commonly
called the Squire by his English friends, became a planter through
falling in love. It was in this way.

About five-and-twenty years ago, when people in Palmiste were
beginning to think that they might try to forget the calamity of

their great and terrible cholera year and to leave oft' telling each
other horrible stories, there arrived in the island an extremely
sprightly regiment, the officers in which were nearly all young,
rich, and disposed to make things cheerful for themselves and all

their friends, so far as lies in the power of the English orticer. They
manifested this disposition from the day of landing ; they received
callers with effusion ; they called upon everj'body, bought horses,

dog-carts, buggies, pony-traps, American traps, drove about the
country, accepted invitations to all the planters' houses, turned up
uninvited to the Sunday morning breakfasts, held magnificent

guest nights, allowed their band to play as often as they were
asked, and gave balls the like of which had never before been
heard of. Also, they oflered prizes and cups at the races, and rode
to win them ; and they had an eleven, and for the first year or so

they played the national game with vigour ; they were always
pleased to see everybody in barracks at all hours and at all meals

;

brandy and soda was continually being produced ; they exhibited
and kept up, to the admiration of philosophers, a real Charles
Lever-like air of solid, substantial enjoyment of life, as if there
were no headaches, as if youth would always last, as if there was
nothing in the world to care for beyond sport—in moderation ;

cricket, billiards, and racquets—always in moderation
;
parade and

drill—in strict moderation
;
gambling—in tolerable moderation ;

feasting, drinking, and love-making, without stint or stay, mode-
ration, or any restraints beyond those imposed by physical con-

sideration, such as the dimensions of the waist or the absence of
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the opposite sex. The colonel looked young, being about forty-

eight, but he was tough—besides, the resources of science were
called in to maintain the dark glossiness of his hair and moustache

;

the majors also looked young, being about six-and-thirty ; the cap-

tains were in the early thirties and the late twenties ; the subs,

were all under five-and-twenty. It was a thirsty, toss-pot regi-

ment ; a rattling, rollicking, story-telling, song-singing, card-

playing, racing, billiard-playing, betting, gambling, drinking, sit-

up-late regiment ; a handsome, Hirting, dancing, mean-nothing,
detrimental regiment ; a regiment, in short, which turned the heads
of all the girls with fl^ittery and compliments and dances, and all

the things that youth ^nost loves. In this regiment tliere were a
couple of young men—that is, comparatively young, for they had
both already got their company—who were close friends, and not,

like their companions, wholly given over to sport and amusement
;

tliey had, in fact, the unusual good sense to perceive that life cannot
be all champagne and skittles. Wherefore they sometimes went to

bed early, did not take soda and brandy as a pick-me-up before
breakfast, observed a liberal moderation in strong drink during the

day, and did not look upon all pretty girls as made solely for the

amusement of the man with the scarlet jacket. In fact, they were
the small minority which among every madcap crew are always
found to spoil sport by squaretoed temperance. In any other
company they would have been considered as rather dashing young
fellows ; in this, the comparative soberness of their maimers and
morals was felt to be a standing reproach to their brother-officers.

It is a safe rule that one must not be more virtuous than one's

fellows. Therefore the regiment heard with great relief and thank-
fulness that not only Avere these two engaged to be married it) girls

of the island, but tliat they were going to sell out at once.

They became, in fact, engaged to two cousins, girls of French
descent, who had been brought up tcjgether and were to each other

as two sisters. They were alike in appearance, in tastes, and in

accomplishments ; they resembled each other in agreeing to be very
much in love each with her own English wooer ; they were both
young, both beautiful, and both amiable. They differed, however,
in one small point, felt by both young ladies to be of no importance
whatever; namely, that one was rich and the other poor. Cajitain

Ferrier, the grandson of a peer, who married the rich girl, was him-
self already tolerably well provided ; Captain Keniyss, the son of a
bishop, who had only a moderate patrimony, married the one who
was poor. Now, if he had stayed in the army, or liad gone home
and lived quietly upon his modest income, he would have got along
very well. But when he found that Ferrier intended to remain in

Palmiste and cultivate his wife's sugar estate ; when he learned,

further, that his own wife would like notliing in the world so well

as to remain all her days in the place where she was b' mi ; when
he considered the fertility and goodness of the land ; when the

pleasures of a planter's Life were pointed out to him, with the
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chances of a great fortune, he yielded to temptation and bought an
estate. Observe the difference at the outset between the two
friends. Captain Ferrier married a girl who was the only child of

a planter with the largest and most fertile estate in the island
;

with his own money and with the money already made out of the
estate he would be enabled, whatever happened, to ride out the
Btorm. Therefore, with ordinary care, his prosperity was assured.

Captain Kemyss, on the other hand, invested the whole of his own
veiy moderate fortune in purchasing an estate. To complete the
purchase he had, like most of his brother-planters, to borrow of

the bank a third of the purchase-money at nine per cent. He there-

fore became, for life, a man encumbered with a hopeless debt.
One son was born to him, Tom by name, now his manager, pai't-

ner, and overseer. His friend Ferrier had several children, but aU
died except one, a gii-1— Virginie. When Ferrier died himself,
during the great fever year of 1867, Captain Kemyss became the
guardian of the child and the executor of the will. Madame
Ferrier and her daughter came to live with him, and they formed,
Creole fashion, one household.

There are some men to whom the backwoods or colonial life,

far from friends, seems to strengthen and deepen their old ideas

about the most desirable manner of life. Captain Kemyss—the
' Squire '—carried on m the quiet Palmiste bungalow the kind of life

to which he had been himself brought up. He was on his tropical

estate an English countiy gentleman ; he educated his son in his

own ideas ; it was through him that Tom showed no rusticity, and
Virginie no Creole insularity. He was now a man of sixty ; tall,

grey-headed, with a grey moustache ; he had a military bearing
still ; he was a member of the Legislative Council, and was, there-
fore, the Honourable Captain Kemyss, and in the whole colony
there was no one who bore so good a name, or was held in such
great honour, or was more regarded for integrity and trustworthi-
ness in all his doings as he.

His life would have been perfectly happy, but for a certain grim
spectre, which would not be confined in a cupboard, but kept
marching about with him wherever he went ; stood behind him at

dinner ; sat on his bed at night, and never left him. It was the
lean and gaunt ghost of bankruptcy. He first raised this ghost by
much calculation and sad foreboding in the hurricane year of 1868

;

two or three good years laid it in the Red Sea ; then bad years
followed, and uj) it sprang again, vivacious and sprightly as Jack-
in-the-Box, and more horrible to look at. After that it was never
laid again, but came every year nearer to him, looked larger, and
shook a more threatening finger. Some men are so thick-skinned
that, although they see the danger afar off, and know that they will

shipwreck upon it, yet they go about their business in perfect

happiness, regardless of the certain future. The Squire, who was
as courageous as most men, trembled and shook with shame and
terror when he thought of the word bankruptcy. The year 1880
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was, for the estate of Mon Ddsir a bad year ; the yield -was poor
,

it seemed as if the soil was, perhaps, giving out
;
prices were not

high
; the crop was short ; the bank was beginning an ominous

note of warning. Still, if 1881 was good— if there were no hurri-
canes and prices improved—the estate would pull through somehow,
as it had pulled through so many years before, by being able to
meet the interest of the debt ; if not, if anytliingat all of the many
things which might happen went against him, then, then—the blow
could no longer be staved off—he must go t(^ the wall. The pro-
spect, to a man turned sixty, of seeing the whole of his life's work
destroyed and brought to nought, was a very terrible thing to
consider.

There was one way out of the difficulty ; one certain way
; yet

it was a way which he would not suffer himself to dwell upon.
How if Tom were to marry Virginie 1 For then there could be no
more troubles about money. The two estates—hers, large and
prosperous ; his, small and struggling—adjoined. They could be
worked with the same mill and machineiy. Tom could manage
both. No one knew better than himself, the trustworthy executor
and guardian of the child, how, year after year, good and bad
together, her estate brought in a clear income of eight thousand
pounds at least ; and how this money had been accumulating and
piling up during Virginie's minority, until it was now, for a land of

small capitalists, an enormous fortune. But to consider the girl,

almost his own daughter, as the means of rescuing himself from
difficulties was a dreadful tiling to him.

Meantime, there were two persons who were as desirous of

seeing this result as Captain Kemyss, with the advantage over him,
that they did not conceal their wishes.

' Sybille,' Madame Kemyss would whisper when she saw the
young people together.

' Lucie,' Madame Terrier would reply, pressing her friend's

hand, silently.

The cousins who were so much alike in youth had grown alike

again in middle life. This is a trying time with most women : they
have lost the later beauty of womanhood, and have not yet put on
that of age. These two ladies, however, were still beautiful, in the
soft and graceful Creole way ; only they looked older than they
were, which, perhaps, helped them. They were past forty ; and
tliey looked, somehow, though their hair was neither thin nor grey,
nor were their faces crows-footed, as if they were past fifty.

'In France,' one would say to the other, 'we should have
settled it ourselves by this time.'

' In England, ' the other would reply, ' the boy would have
settled it with the girl before this time.'

' Tom is a good boy, Sybille. Perhaps he fears your possible

displeasure.

'

• He is a very good boy, Lucie. That is why I wish he would
tell Virginie that he would like her to be his wife.'
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The only reason why Tom did not tell her this most undoubted
truth was that he was a Creole. Now all Creoles are perfectly

happy with the present condition of things, provided that ensures

a sufficiency of curry and claret and a roof. It is a land of sweet
contentment. Tom was profoundly in love ; but then he had been
in love with Virginie ever since she was born ; there was nothing
new in that. It was impossible for him to think of life without
her. On the other hand, things were so pleasant as they were,

that it never occurred to him to desire a change. They tell a story

in Palmiste of two Creoles who once lived there ; they were de-

votedly attached to each other ; they went on year after year
enjoying a protracted springtime of love ; their parents died ; they
still continued their gentle courtship ; the years passed on ; they
became grey and bald ; still they met day by day, and had their

little lovers' quarrels and the fond renewings of love, quite in the

Horatian style ; when one was seventy and the other sixty-eight—
though, to be sure, they still felt like twenty and eighteen—

a

friend suggested that it might be almost time to complete the long
engagement by a wedding. They considered for a few months

;

they thought the suggestion reasonable ; they were married ; but
they had so long been lovers that they could not bear to give up
their old habits, and they presently separated with mutual consent,

went back each to his own house, and ' carried on ' as before.

As regards Virginie herself, she was young ; she had never
considered or thought of the question at all. She was undoubtedly
very fond of Tom ; it seemed as if life without Tom would be im-
possible. But, as yet she was innocent of any thought of love, just

as she was wholly and entirely ignorant of the world, of humanity,
of evil, wrong-doing, treachery, and deception. To be sure, the
coolies were always in trouble, always suffering or inflicting wrong

;

always deceiving, cheating, thieving, and quarrelling. Only, what
coolies do, regarded as part of humanity's statistics, is only inte-

resting to those who are able to take a broad and catholic view of

mankind, therefore not interesting to those who live among them.
In other words, the white residents in Palmiste disclaim the
brotherhood of the coloured man. It is difficult to understand the
ignorance of such a gii'l so brought up. She had not only never
left the island, but had never slept off the estate, except once, when
she went to a Government House ball, and once when she went to

a garrison ball, six montlis before this time. She had been edu-
cated by her mother and Madame Kemyss ; her guardian took a
share in the teaching, too ; the only friend of her own age was
Tom ; he was her companion and confidant. She knew nothing of

society, except as she saw it at home when people came to stay.

There was no art whatever within her reach, except music, which
her mother taught her ; there was no church even within reach,
and the Sunday was only marked by the reading of part of the
English prayer-book ; there was no talk of literature, because her
guardian had but few books, and she had read them over and over
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again ; there were no politics. As regards European events, they
are treated on these estates with about as much concern as if they
were the events recorded in Gi))bon. Tliere were wars and defeats,

and many thousands slain ; treaties made became treaties broken
;

the victor was flushed with con<iuest, and the enemy rolled sullenly

over the frontier. Historians never alter their sweet flowing style,

because the events of history are always the same. To the dwellers

in this far-off land the events of the present are no more real than
the events of the past ; to Virginie, as she heard them summed up
when each mail came in, they were shadows and unmeaning things.

The realities of life wei-e the morning and evening rambles, the
flowers, the water-falls, the hills, the fruits, and Tom.

CHAPTER HI.

IN THE bachelors' PAVILION.

In the pavilion the lazy bachelors began, one after the other, to

stir, sit up, curse the mosquitoes, and finally to get up and come
forth, clothed, for the most part, in ragged flannels and rough tweeds
which had known service and were stained and torn. There
was great diversity as regards hats ; for some had broad Panama
hats, with brims like the spreading amplitude of a family umbrella

;

and some had the ordinary round hat of the period, generously

endowed with flowing puggrey ; and some had solar helmets ; and
one, which was the Padre, wore the ecclesiastical broad-brimmed
felt which we all know and love so much. He also wore the long

flapping coat which, with the broad felt hat, makes our ecclesiastics

almost as graceful to look upon as their brothers of Spain. One
only among them appeared as if he was dressed for a battue in an
English preserve, perfectly turned out in garments which made one
or two of the younger men ashamed of their rags. This was the

Honourable Guy Talbot Ferrier, Virginie's second cousin, only son

and heir of Lord Ferrier, and a captain in the line regiment now
on garrison duty at Palmiste.

Most of the party knew each other as only colonials can know
each other—that is, with a perfect knowledge of all the strong

points, weak points, good qualities, bad qualities, virtues and vices

which distinguish their brethren. Not the least use for any of

them to pretend to sail under false colours, or to put on side of any
kind. Of course they did it, but it was no use doing it. Among
them was Sandy McAndrew, of the great Scotch firm of McMull,
McAndrew, and Comi)any. The only fault of Sandy, regarded as

a man and a companion, was that he generally fell asleep during

dinner. In other respects he was perfect. Then, there was Davy
McLoughlin, his pai-tuer, remarkable for the fact that his legs after

dinner had a tendency to tie themselves into knots, which is an
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embarrassing thing to witness until you get used to it. There was
also the Pink Boy, who was only nineteen, and had but just

arrived, and as yet had not had time to display his many admirable
qualities. But he was good at laugliing ; and he was as handsome
as Apollo ; and he blushed, which, I believe, that god never did.

His tweeds were almost as good as those of Captain Ferrier, but
they were in different style, because the Boy was not a noble sports-

man at all, but an accountant in a bank. And there was the
Assistant Colonial Secretary, a person of veiy great importance in

the official world ; in private, a great retailer of good things, with
a prodigious memory ; so that, once started, he would go on, v/ith

stories new and old for a livelong day, and very often did. He
knew every man, woman, and child in the colony, and had an
excellent story to tell about each ; a cheerful, even a jovial com-
panion ; and he was of the persuasion which allows a curly crisp

brown beard to remain upon the chin as a complement to the curly

crisp brown hair.

There was also Major Morgan, who came with Captain Ferrier.

He was a soldier by profession ; but his principal occupation was
the playing of cards, which was the reason why he was so frequently

the companion of the younger man. Though he was entirely

addicted at cards, and found in the changes and chances of the pips

the only joy in life, and thotigh he played to win, he was not a

gambler. It will never be said of the Major that he was in difficul-

ties by reason of his losses at cards ; rather, it may be safely

prophesied of him, that in the immediate future, when he has re-

tired from the service, he will begin a long and tranquil career as a
morning, afternoon, and evening whist player at his club. But at

present he is still young enough to play any game that offers,

whether e'carte', loo, lansquenet, baccarat, be'zique, cribbage, whist,

poker, euchre, all-fours, monty, picquet, sechs-und-sechzig, or nap.

A cheerful man, who generally won, and therefore regarded the

world as a place where justice is accorded to merit.

The Professor— his name was Percival—who had been a resident

in the island for four or live years, was always to be found at Mon
D^sir at the bonne annee. Perhaps, when he arrived, he had enter-

tained hopes of introducing energy and activity of mind and body
into the lazy colony. All such hopes, if any existed, were now
gone ; he dreamed no more of fostering a love for culture, being

quite persuaded that things would go on their old way whatever he
said or did. This is, after all, a philosophic line to take ; even in

quite temperate zones it requires an amazing amount of talk, per-

suasion, entreaty, tears, expostulation, kicks, shoves, cuffs, boxes
on the ear, admonitions of stick, to move the people a small six

inches ; in tropical countries it wants ten times the energy to jjro-

duce a far more miserable result, and fever is the almost certain

consequence. Therefore, the Professor sat down, and said that

uncultured man was probably as happy as he of the aesthetic crowd ;

and that, for his own part, he should cultivate his garden—which
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words, like those of Candide, were an allegory. He found himself
much happier when he had ceased to make himself unhappy about the
downward tendencies, swinisliness, and grovelling of the islanders.

He was cheerful again ; he recovered his spirits ; began again to

tell stories, and regarded life as an optimist. In person he was
sliorter than most ; he made up for that by being broader than
most ; he wore a big brown beard and spectacles ; he had a catholic

taste for wine of all kinds, if only it was good, and was almost a
Frenchman in his admu'ation of all pretty women.

There was one other guest whom one should notice among all

the rest. It was the Padre.
He was young, quite young, and enthusiastic. When he left

Oxford to be ordained a Bishop's Chaplain for Palmiste, he thought
he was coming to a place which was crying aloud for the guidance
of the Church. He dreamed of an obedient and docile flock,

patiently awaiting instruction. He would instruct them ; he would
guide them—to be sure, he had only, with great difficulty, secured
a humble third in Moderations—he would lead them. And to

ecclesiasticism of the Keble College kind he would add, by degrees,

aesthetics, athletics, art, and culture. There was not as yet, in the
whole island, one single piece of blue china, nor a peacock's feather,

nor a picture of the latest school, nor a ballade of the prig-poets,

nor any old silver, or lace, nor ritual, nor vestments, or incense

—

all were downright sturdy independent Protestants, Scotch Presby-
terians, and so forth. So that a deep depression fell upon the
young man's soul. He was so young, too, that he could not bear
to see things going on without joining in them ; and so sensitive

that he felt the ridicule of his own long skirts ; and so sharp that

he saw how his profession was more respected than beloved, and
that his presence was too often a ghie. Then he was too sincere

not to be grieved by the thirstiness of his companions, their random
talk, their 'wild words,' their readiness to play cards, and their

eagerness to laugh at a good story. He tried to tell a few good
stories himself, but perceived with pain that he did not succeed in

making his hearers laugh. A tall, thin young man, with the narrow,
high forehead and straight features often found in enthusiastic

young clergymen ; one of the kind who ailect great thirst for

knowledge with the air of having known it all beforehand ; who
have an exasperating way of saying 'Yes, yes, yes,' to whatever ia

said ; and a man perfectly sincere, perfectly virtuous, honourable,

and religious, whose life is bound to be a failure because he under-
standeth not his fellow-man.

As they came out upon the verandah of the Pavilion, one by one,

they began to disperse. The Assistant Colonial Secretary, observing

the remarkable neatness of the Padre's dress, the length of hia

skirts, and the glossiness of his trousers, proposed to take him for

a pleasant walk among the hills ; they set off together. Those who
saw them start reported an ominous twinkle in the Secretary's eyea,

and a courtesy in his demeanour, not always remarkable in his
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treatment of the cloth. When they returned, about nine o'clock,
the Padre's long coat in ribbons, and his glossy trousers held to-

gether by pins and bits of string, they remembered that twinkle,
though the Secretary now takes blame to himself, and says that he
ought to have taken thought of the Chinese raspberries and other
thorny underwoods on that hillside. He may be very sorry, but
his impersonation of the Padre in a thorny thicket caught by the
skirts is funny, and has been known to make even the Bishop
laugh. As for the Professor, he went into the garden and cut a
pine-apple, and found a shady place to eat it in. Then he returned
to the Pavilion and tlrrew himself into the hammock, there to read
a French novel, which the Pink Boy thought was a learned treatise,
and therefore would not interrupt. Sandy McAndrew took a gun
and went to take pot shots at the bo's'n birds in the ravine. His
partner, with an eye to business, borrowed an umbrella, and went
to inspect the canes. And the Pink Boy, left alone because no one
invited him to join their party, ventured timidly to the verandah
of the house in hopes of finding Miss Terrier alone and getting a
talk. She was not there : but the squire was, and they went out
for a walk together, which was not quite the same thing.

The Honourable Guy Talbot Terrier, born, as Debrett tell3

everybody, in the year 1853, was therefore on New-Year's Day,
1881, in his twenty-eighth year. He was, at first sight, a singularly
handsome young man, whose features were regular, figure tall and
ujiright, and eyes of a soft dark blue. His voice was musical and
full, and his hands were small. He would have formed, in fact, an
excellent model for a sculptor, and, by simply changing his expres-
sion—nothing more—a most beautiful and poetical portrait might
have been made of him. It was, however, just his expression
which spoiled him. He had got, somehow, the wrong one, and so
an incongruous and uncomfortable eflect was produced. There are
a great many young men like him in this respect. Nature intended
them for one expression, and they have gone astray, and so got
another wliich does not fit. Later on in life it does not matter

;

because the manner of life which gives the expression also changes
the features. Now, in the case of this young gentleman, the
nobility of purpose, the resolution of virtue, the courage of principle
which should have appeared naturally on his face were not there.

Virtuous resolution and high moral principle are not always
necessary qualifications for making a young man popular. There
were many men much beloved in Ferrier's regiment who were not
implacably virtuous

;
yet Ferrier himself was a man with no friends

;

he was perfectly well bred ; he was not generally insolent ; he was
not boisterous, or loud, or contemptuous, or superior, or any of the
things which generally make men unpopular. Yet he was not liked.

Many reasons might be assigned to explain this fact : one will be quite
sufiicient—the young man not only thought of no one but himself,
but did not pretend, as many quite selfish men do, to think about
anybody. He was thoroughly held and possessed by the love of
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self. He had but one god—the soul within him which continually

craved for something new, something which it could devour, some-
thing which would keep it in excitement. Now the man who
desires, not before all other things, but to the exclusion of all other

things, his own personal gratification, is always in the long run, if it

comes in his way, mainly attracted by gambling. There is a fierce

excitement in it ; there is the raj^id acquisition of money—the pos-

session of which means venal pleasure of all kinds ; there is the

trampling on other people in order to get it ; there are the alterna-

tions of fear and hope ; no one else is benefited by your success
;

no one else desires it ; every man is wholly for himself ; there is

but one prize, and all desire it ; to make one man happy, the rest

must be disappointed. Therefore, though there are many pur-

suits in which the egotist may gratify his favourite passion, there is

none so entirely absorbing and so satisfying as gambling.

A man at eight-and-twenty ought, even in colonial garrison life,

to have some other pursuits. Ferrier found none which gave liim

any pleasure. He played continually : he would have played all

day ; he was ready to play all night. The pleasing result, so far,

was a quagmire of debts and obligations out of which the way would
have been dubious even to a rich man. Now the house of Ferrier had
never been rich. Lord Ferrier was not rich as a country gentleman

;

as a peer he was certainly poor. And at all times there was present

to his heir the vision of those debts and the anxiety how they were
to be paid.

This morning he awoke raspy in his temper, as often happens
when men sit up till two in the morning to play e'carte' and drink

too much soda and brandy. And he remembered that the Major
had taken another I O U from him when they parted. And, in

addition, he found that his groom had let down his horse and cut

his knees. It was small satisfaction, yet some relief, to kick and
cuff the fellow ; and when this was done there was still the recol-

lection of that I O U.
' A bad night, Ferrier,' said the Major, looking at the little slip

of paper in his pocket-book. ' This makes thirteen hundred and
fifty-five, I thmk.'

Ferrier received the hint in silence.

'If I were you, my boy,' continued the Major, 'I would drop
play for a while, just to let luck come round a bit.'

' Luck !
' the loser groaned. ' There never was such luck as mine.'

' I don't think, Ferrier, that I ought to play with you ; it isn't

fair. I keep my head
;
you lose yours. I'm an old hand, and you

are a young one. I play for the game
;
you play for the stakes.'

' Hang it, man ! You can't mean that you don't play to win ?

'

' Of course I play to win. Every man does. But I tliink of

the game, and you think only of the points. See 1
'

Ferrier threw himself into one of the long chairs and relapsed into

a gloomy silence. The New Year had begun badly, indeed, for him.

It was going to finish—but this, as yet, he knew not—worse. Thp
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]\Tajor strolled out with an umbrella, and then there were left on
the verandah only the Professor and Ferrier. Presently the Pro-
fessor droj^ped his French novel, and, lazily swinging in the ham-
mock, contemplated the moody young gentleman with wonder
and pity.

' It seems to me,' he said to himself, after a while, ' that here is

a young man whose conscience is pegging away at him like the eagle

at the man on the rock. I wonder what he has done. To think
that Virginie should have a cousin with such a face.'

Indeed, at the moment the face was suifused with such a glow
of vindictive wrath, self-reproach, and hatred, that it was quite

horrible and terrifying to look upon.
' I wonder who it is, and what he has done : though, perhaps,

it is a person of the other sex,' said the Professor. ' But it may be,

perchance, that the Honourable Guy is possessed of a devil or twn.'

Towards nine o'clock, the sun being high and the heat of the
day faii'ly begun, the men began to come back, and when the Secre-

tary appeared leading the discomfited Padre, with liis beautiful

skirts cut into ribbons like a banana-leaf after a hurricane, and his

black trousers rent in a hundred places, there arose a shout of

admiration and joy quite beautiful to hear. And then they all went
to bathe.

Tom, who was the last to return, having been the round of the
whole estate and made notes of shortcomings, led the way. He
knew the pool where water was coolest ; it was half a mile off,

where the ravine was the deepest and the narrowest. And he knew
the shortest way to it, which was straight down a perpendicular
rock about ninety feet deep ; but, as he went down there eveiy
morning, it never occurred to him that anybody should think of

breaking his neck there, and he was greatly surprised when half-

way down to see above him the Padre clinging to the rock like a
spread-eagle, unable to move up or down. Presently, the united
efforts of the party got him vip, and the Professor undertook to

lead him to the pool by a safer and more circuitous route.

Oh ! the pools and lashers, and waterfalls and brawling mountain
streams of Palmiste ! Oh ! to sit under a little cascade of four or
five feet high, to let the cold water flow over the hot and weary
limbs, it is a joy which we who shiver in cold latitudes cannot under-
stand or even conceive. It belongs almost to the keen and pas-
sionate joys ; it is one which never palls, of which one is never
satiated, the desire for which recurs every morning. ' But,' said
the Professor, ' I prefer the long way round.'

The bath and the walk home, and the dressing which followed,
brought them well on to eleven, which, as everybody knows, is the
breakfast hour of the Palmiste jjlanter. Eleven o'clock in the fore-

noon is, in fact, the proper time, the natural time, for eating. We
foolish folk of England have abolished breakfast and substituted
luncheon, a meal which spoils the day, depraves the appetite, and
ruins the dinner. Nature intended mankind to eat twice in the
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day, and each time after the fatigue of labour. At eleven, if one
gets up at five or thereabouts, the day's work is well-nigh done.

After six hours in the saddle among tlie canes, for instance, which
Tom had, one gets home with a hunger almost unintelligible in tliese

climes ; a hunger which to a London alderman would make life

indeed worth having. With what a cordial will that breakfast waa
attacked by the guests ; how claret tiowed without stint or stay

down thirsty throats ; how, after the simple bourgeoise plenty of

bouillabaisse, fish fried, fish boiled, chicken and salad, cutlets, grilled

tui'key, and devilled bones, a stately prawn curry added nobility to

the repast ; how coflee was followed by a chasse ; how Tom dis-

tinguished himself beyond and above his peers ; how the Pink Boy
contemplated the thing with rapturous wonder ; and how the Padre
thought with something like shame of the plain English rasher and
the cup of tea—these are things which may be briefly indicated, not
dwelt upon. Envy is a hateful passion, and one must always con-

sider the weaker brethren.

After breakfast there was a rest. Most of them went back to

the Pavilion for cigars. The Padre, fatigued with the morning'3

scramble, and perhaps just touched with the unaccustomed wine,

fell fast asleep. Only Captain Ferrier remained with the ladies.

He had shaken off his moody fit, and was now, having taken a great

deal of claret, thoroughly set up and revived. Virginie had a great

many questions to ask, and the two ladies sat and listened

in their soft and dreamy manner. They talked about England
;

and the child wanted to know all about her cousins and the noble

head of the house ; what the castle was like ; what they all did

when they were at home in it ; what the place was like, and what
the people. Her cousin tried to describe them aU. But what can
a girl understand who knows no winter, no fog, no snow, no east

winds, no green enclosures, no English villages, and no old English

churches standing amid the graves of all the generations, girt

with the old trees 1

Meantime Tom, who knew not the meaning of fatigue, though
he had been six hours in the saddle, and had eaten a more enor-

mous breakfast than any of the rest, was busied with what appeared
to be a net. At sight of that net the Professor arose, and softly

retired to hide himself in the tool-house with his novel. Tom un-

rolled his net, examined the meshes, mended one or two places,

then rolled it up again. This took half an hour or so. Then he
called a boy, and gave it him with a few directions. Then he
rubbed his hands, and announced, with a cheerful smile, that every-

thing was ready, and they could stai't as soon as they pleased.
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CHArTER IV.

THE HUNTING OF THE GOURAMI.

Let us first,' said the Secretary, the only one who had been taking

any part in the preparations, ' wake up the Padre. He, too, must
go with us.'

He was awakened with some difficulty, and at first exhibited

temper, and refused to join the expedition. However, he was
young, and not to go might seem like showing a white feather

unworthy of an Oxford athlete. Besides, the sport was the gentle

and harmless one of angling. Therefore the poor innocent, though
with misgiving, put on his broad felt hat and once more adjusted

his wliite muslin puggrey and was ready.

When the Professor had been led forth by the ear from his

hiding-place and had been told that he, too, must go, and that

resistance would be unavailing, the party was complete, the only

man left behind being Ferrier, who had no taste for sport of any
kind outside an English preserve. He suggested that the Major
should stay behind with him and while away the heat of the day
with a little ecarte, or vingt-un for two—a very pleasing method
of losing money. But the Major refused, and went off with the rest.

First marched Tom, important, because he was the leader or

captain of the chasse aux gouramis. Next came the Indian boys,

cariying the gear ; then followed, with a rueful countenance, the

captive Professor, grimly remembering fatigues on a certain occa-

sion a year ago, and devoutly wishing that the sport was over ; after

him the Padre, the long skirts of his only clerical coat left him
flapping about his legs, and his white puggrey streaming behind the

broad black hat ; and then the Assistant Colonial Secretary, with a
sweet smile upon him as he contemplated that broad hat and those

flapping sku'ts, and thought of what awaited the owner of those
gai-ments. It was the hottest time in the year ; in the shade the
thermometer would be about ninety ; in the sun, anything you
please. Yet there was a gentle breeze or stir in the air from the
south, whence cometh the breath of the Antarctic, warmed upon its

way, yet cool still, and fresh, when it floats across the hot and
tropical twenties.

' In the ravine,' said the Professor, in order to encourage the
Padre, ' there will be no breeze at all ; the rocks catch the heat and
hold it till strangers come ; then they give it out, and the stranger

is as grateful as you will be presently. It will be like the hot room
in the Turkish bath—that room, I mean, where, if you want break-
fast, you take the materials in raw and hold them in your liand till

they are cooked. Last year we brought some tiffin with us—eggs,

you know, and bread, and some slices of ham ; we put them on a
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stone just for a few minutes while we went into a pool after the
gouramis. When we came back the eggs were hard boiled, the
bread was toast, and the rashers of bacon were done to a turn.'

' I wish,' said the Padre, ' that I had left my waistcoat at

home.'
' If you had been well advised,' said the Professor, whose only

fault was a want of reverence for sacred things, ' you would have
come on this expedition in your surplice, and nothing else.'

Presently they came to the break-neck way down the cliff, down
which they all scrambled except these two, and they went igno-

miniously round by a longer and safer way. ' What boots it,' asked
the Professor, ' to save ten minutes if you break your neck 1

'

When they joined the party, the Padre observed, with surprise,

that they were all undressing. Further, that the Professor, with a
sigh, also began to shed his garments, and that he himself was
expected to do the same thing. He realised the meaning of the
irreverent suggestion about his surplice when he received a little

maillot of coloured cotton, such as Frenchmen use to swim in.

And he began almost to wish that he had not joined the expedition.

In a few minutes the whole party were arrayed in this primitive

dress, in which and their helmets and hats, and nothing else, they
began walking along the hot boulders, under and among which the
stream was brawling on her way.

The streams of Palmiste are all alike : they rise in the hills and
they run into the sea, through ravines beneficently provided by
Nature for the pvirpose. If there were no ravines they would have
to tumble, in break-neck fashion, over precipices. As it is, they
gracefully roll, run, leap, babble, roar, prattle, fall, hasten, or linger

on their way, through most beautiful valleys, sometimes deep, some-
times shallow ; sometimes broad, sometimes narrow ; sometimes
with perpendicular faces of rock, and sometimes with sloping sides,

clothed with hanging wood. Sometimes the bottom of the ravine

consists of great rounded boulders, and one has to get along by
jumping from one to the other. At first, this is fatiguing, until you
get into the swing of it. Sometimes there is a broad fiat bottom,
covered over and piled with boulders ; sometimes the ravine closes

quite in, and the stream runs noisily between the rocky walls of a
narrow way ; sometimes the water dashes over the stones, forming
hundreds of tiny cascades ; sometimes it glides under them, and is

invisible iuv half a mile or so, though the dense growth on either

hand speaks of the water below ; sometimes it widens out and forms
lashers, pools, or basins ; and sometimes it leaps over a cliff and
becomes a waterfall, dazzling, featheiy, like diamond spray. And
eveiywhere, except on the face of the rock, trees : such trees as one
may dream of

;
palms of every kind—the date palm, the cocoa,

the raphia, the travellers' tree, the aloe with its long mast, the

fragrant acacia, the tamarind, and a hundred others, whose namea
one knows not. In the shade under the trees and hidden behind
Uie rocks are ferus, such as one may not hope to see in any other
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country, and on the branches of the trees are orchids for those who
have eyes to see and knowledge to understand.

The ravine on that hot January day was very silent, winding in
and out, growing deeper as it approached the sea. A few bo's'n

birds called to each other flying across from rock to rock
;
you could

hear, perhaps, the chatter of monkeys in the trees. But there was
no other sound. The place is so far away from the steps of man
that a visitor who should chance to slip and fall might lie there
until he died, and long after, without being found. For many
miles of its course no one ever goes there, except at rare intervals
when Tom brings his friends to fish for gourami, or when he strolls

down in the afternoon with a gun on the chance of a shot. The
coolies, an incurious folk, have no occasion to go there ; the
negroes are afraid of ghosts ; and, of course, no one except an
Englishman would venture into those hot and stifling depths at high
noon of the New Year, with the sun straight over head glaring into
all kinds of nooks and crannies where, save at such seasons of

vertical advantage, ray of sun can never enter. The men were
barefooted, and presently the Padre began to understand the Pro-
fessor's allegory of the hard-boiled eggs. He was very hot in spite

of his scanty apparel ; he asked himself, with shame, what certain

people at home, who thought greatly of his missionary zeal, would
say if they saw him now ; he was tired with the early morning
walk ; his feet were blistering ; his legs ached with the perpetual
leaping from stone to stone ; his shins were bruised with frequent
falls.

Said the Professor softly,

'Last year a man came here who was unaccustomed to walking
on red-hot stones. We carried him up again after a Avhile, but he
has never recovered the use of his feet, and now goes on crutches.'

Then he was silent, and the Padre began to think there might
be some truth in it.

But their leader called a halt, and everybody, while the pre-
parations were being made, sat down with their feet in the water.

They were arrived at a most beautiful pool, about forty feet

long and twenty broad. Great trees hung over the water, and
splendid lianes, with stems as thick as the trunk of a good-sized
English oak, spread out long arms, octopus fashion, to throttle and
destroy the trees which they embraced. They began—those who
understood the method—by lowering the net carefully into the
water at the upper end. When all was ready the Professor, with
a groan, took up his position in the middle, while Tom placed him-
self at one end and the Secretary at the other. These three were
places of honour assigned to those who were most at ease in tlie

water, and presently they were all swimming slowly down the pool,

joined by the others. It was a sweet and a beautiful sight to see
the spectacles of the Professor glittering under his helmet, as lie

went through the task, without enthusiasm, yet conscientiously
;

and the broad hat Df liis Pteverence shading an anxious face, because
32
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he was not happy about his feet, and because the proceedings
seemed to lack the dignity proper to the cloth ; and the red face of

the Major and the deliglit of the Pink Boy in the coolness of the

water. Presently Tom handed over his end of the net to the

McAndrew and disappeared. After remaining under the water for

about five-and-twenty minutes or so, during which time he was
adjusting the net at the bottom, he came up again. At this point

the Professor, catching sight of the Padre's nose just out of the

water, under the shade of his beautiful broad hat, began to laugh
silently, and communicated a shivering to the net, so that Tom
thought it was one of the eels, in length from ten to forty feet, for

which the rivers of Palmiste are so famous, and went down again

to investigate.

By slow degrees and with great care the net was hauled along
the whole pool and pulled in at the end. Then Tom's respon-
sibilities began again. For he now had to dive down and bring up
the fish, taking only as many as they wanted and picking out the

big ones, throwing the young fish back again into the pool. Mean-
time, those who were not actively employed sat on the edge of the

pool with their feet in the water and waited. It was a good haul

;

out Tom said that they must have one more cast of the net, and
that the next likely pool was not more than a quarter of a mile

down the stream. He set off, leading the way, as before. The rest

followed meekly, with the exception of the Professor, who beckoned
the Padre and made a gestui'e of silence.

When the procession had disappeared beyond the next bend of

the rocks, he rose and asked his Reverence if he wished to play

that game any more.
'I—I—certainly think that we have had enough.'
' Then come back with me. We will put on our clothes and we

will go cameron-fishing instead.'
' Have we not had enough fishing for one day ?

' The Padre
thought of those awful stones and of his blistered feet, and
remembered the cool verandah.

The Professor hastened to explain.
' We shall not take off our clothes for cameron-fishing ; nor

shall we jump about on red-hot boulders ; and we shan't walk at

all. It is a lazy sport. We shall sit under the shadiest place we
can find, higher up, where there is a little air, I will teach you how
to fish. I never catch any myself, but I know the way other people

catch them ; and perhaps yo\i will be more lucky.'
' All this seems a dreadful waste of time, does it not ? ' asked

tlie man fresh from Oxford.
'You have only been a month in Palmiste,' said the Professor.

* After a little, you will discover that you canH waste time here.

There's no such thing as wasting time, xmless, indeed, you throw it

away on reading. Out here we are irresponsible. Life goes by, I

suppose, because there is a cemetery ; but you don't feel as if it

was ever going to end. There is no use trying to do any work.
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Nobody will ever be improved ; nobody wants to be improved. It

is warm and sunny—what more can a man want ?

'

' If I thought that,' said the Padre, ' I would go straight back
to England and find Work. Why, it was because I thought I
should find my Work here that I came.'

The Professor smiled. ' That is the language of the schools. I
know it.'

' Would you have me,' asked the young clergyman hotly, ' would
you have me take this post in order to sit down in shady places and
catch—what do you call them ?

'

' Wise men sit down and meditate,' said the Professor. ' Talk
to the Srjuire ; he never reads much, yet he is as wise as Solomon.
Piestless men buzz about, and shove, and push, and call it work.
Do you know the story in Rabelais about the work of Diogenes ?

'

'I do not read Rabelais,' said his Reverence, coldly.

'Poor man ! Never mind. There was a civil chaplain here
until lately who was a miracle of laziness. Yet he always went on
t;ilking about his Work, with a capital W, you know, just as you
do. It is very good to begin with, and the habit remains.'

'I hope the habit will remain.'
' It will. It will. But the thing will vanish. I am going home

myself before long, because I am one of the restless men, and want
to work. It is very foolisli of me, and I am sure I ought rather to
stay. Never mind. Let us go catch the cameron. Then we will

find our way home and sit on the verandali till it is time to dress
for dinner, and eat letchees and talk to Virginie. I have known
her ever since I came here, which is now four years ago ; and I am
in love with her, as you will be before long—very likely you are
already—you need not blusli, because it does you credit—and I am
deuced sorry she has got that fellow for a cousin.'

' Why ?
' asked the Padre.

' Why 1 Because—because I do not like him.'
They had their cameron-fishing. The Professor led the way to

a quiet little stream above the ravine, where there was shade.
Here he cut a long thin branch of a willow-like tree and tied to tlie

end of it a running noose, made of the thin and strong tendril of

the liane. 'Now,' he said, 'you do likewise. Go and sit on that
stone, there, and I will sit there. All you have to do is to keep
quiet. When you see a cameron marching along, pit-a-pat, suspect-
ing nothing, hook your noose over his tail. Tlien nip him up, and
he is caught. It is quite easy to do it, though I have never been
able, witli all my efforts, to catch a single one.'

' What is a cameron like, when you do see him ?

'

' He is about six inches long, and he is black, and he looks like

a crayfish, or big prawn. He is good enough to boil a beautiful
red, and he lends himself to curry, or you can eat him boiled. He
isn't proud. Now, go and catch him.'

The Professor was short-sighted, consequently he never saw any
camerons at all. But he sat very patiently, with his noose in the
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water and the camerons playing about the harmless trap in dozens

;

and he meditated,
' She will be a great heiress '—this was the staple of his reflec-

tions— ' that cousin of hers will be a Lord, very likely he will want
to marry her ; and she ought to marry Tom, because she loves him

;

next to Tom, and if I could make up my mind to murder Tom, she

ought to marry me, because I love her. And her money would set

tlie Captain's estate on its legs again. Poor old man ! Half a

hurricane this year and down he goes ! Hallo !

Padre, old man, wake up. It's half-past five, and instead of

catching camerons you've gone to sleep again. I haven't caught
any myself, but I've had some splendid misses. Let us go and talk

to Virginia.'

CHAPTER V.

HOW THB MAIL CAME IN.

This New-Year's Day was considered by the INIon Desir party as in

no way differing from any other New-Year's Day. As usual, there

was open house so far as the resources of the establishment allowed :

Bo many beds, so many sofas, so many mattresses, so many guests.

They came ; they feasted, talked, sang, and rejoiced ; there was
abundance of talk, with the popping of corks innumerable ; there

was the prettiest girl in the whole island to court, compliment, and
tease. When the brief holiday was over they all went away again
to their respective work. That is what happened every New-Year'a
Day. All things in Palmiste go on as if they were to last for ever,

or to recur for ever on the usual day. And certainly no one could
have suspected that a time so festive, gay, and irresponsible would
bring with it the cause of a revolution—nothing short of a revolu-

tion—for the lives of half the people in the party.

When the Professor, after the fruitless liunt for cameron, sought
the verandah of the house, he perceived, being with his spectacles

nearly as good as otlier people without, that something had
happened or was about to happen.

First of all, the English mail was in, and there was present the
Captain of the mail himself, who had just come out, and was sitting

in great contentment in one of the easiest of the chaii's. The
Squire, whose face was troubled, was holding a letter in one hand
and the Home News in the other. First he read the letter through,
then he read a page or two of the newsj)aper, then he turned to the
letter again, and then he went back to the paper ; evidently he was
thinking more of the letter than of the printed page. The two
elder ladies sat with tears in their eyes, holding each a hand of

Virginie, who stood before them, pale and troubled, as if she was
going to be offered up in sacrilice. What could be the matter?
Captain Ferrier stood apart, with a small packet of open letters in
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his hand, occupied with his own thoughts, and they seemed ag
gloomy as those which had distorted his features in the early
morning.

Something was certainly going to happen. As a rule, the
excitement of the mail lasts from the first appearance of the signals
on the Signal-hill until the issue of the slip into wliich the news of
the whole month is condensed by the Editor of the Commercial
Gazette. Tins summary, which is aU that anyone wants to see,

varies in length from four inches to sis inches and a half. Think
of getting your news for a whole month condensed into six inciies

of letterpress ! All the great people in the world, the Bismarcks,
and the Gladstones, and the Gambettas ; all the ministers, states-

men, generals, Parliament men, eloquent speakers, persuasive
preachers, convincing ^Titers, mischievous demagogues, restless

agitators, misleading-article men, poets, prigs, dramatists, his-

torians, novelists, actors, artists. Big Rag, Little Tag, and Bobtail
—all over the habital)le globe toil and moil with the utmost diligence
for four weeks in every human tongue, and the result of the whole
can be boiled down into a six-inch slip ! And even that does not
prove that the world has been advanced by one sixth of the length
of that slip. The monthly spectacle of a whole world feverislily

busy, and doing nothing, is of itself, without considering the climate,
sulficient to account for the philosophic calm and resolute inaction
of the Palmiste natives. ' ^V^ly all this care ? ' they say. ' Nothing
comes of it. Only sometimes knocking of heads together ; tumults,
broken bones, revolutions, and wars, with loss of property and
triumph of the wrong side. Sit down, neighbours, and let us tell

each other pleasant stories, and make merry wbvle we may, until
the night falls, when we are fain to go to sleep.'

The perusal of the slip finished, the excitement instantly dies
away. Everybody reads the same papers, the Overland Mail, the
Hume News, and the Illustrated London Neivs ; some go so far as to
read the Saturday Review and Punch, or the Spectator. But they
are few ; therefore, since no one can boast of any information but
that which is open to his neighbours, there is no inducement to
talk politics ; and since no more information can come for a whole
month, there is no inducement to speculate.

The captain of the mail-steamer arrived, then, about four of the
clock, bringing with him the monthly packet of letters and papers
for the whole party.

'I heard,' he said, 'who was out here, and I waited for the post
to be opened, and so brought all their letters, as well as yours,
Captain Kemyss. And how goes it with you and yours, and how
is the pretty maid ?

'

He had been on the line a good many years, and Virginie was
still for him his pretty maid, and he was a privileged guest at Mon
Pe'sir, to come and go as often as he pleased and was able.

Then he sat down and rested while the letters were read.
There were two for Captain Kemyss—Ms correspondence with
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the mother-country, after so many years of exile, had dropped by
degi'ees, and was now almost reduced to nothing ; one for Madame
Ferrier—a veiy unusual circumstance ; one for Virginie, who had
never had a letter fi-om England before ; five or six for Captain
Ferrier ; two for the Professor ; half a dozen for the Padre ; a pile

for the others ; and a vast quantity of newspapers. Punches, monthly
magazines, books and pamphlets for everybody.

The first of the two letters which Captain Kemyss opened was
from a certain cousin of his, a country gentleman of the Midland
counties, and was respecting Tom. ' My advice,' said the writer,
' is to keep the boy where he is. Let him stick to the thing that

he knows. As for sugar-planting being precarious, it has kept you
for thirty years, and I dare say it will keep him. England is not a
good country just now, especially for men like me, who have a

dozen farms on their hands ; ' and so on—and so on—a letter which
does not concern us.

Captain Kemyss laid it down with a sigh. He had hoped that

i:)erhaps some chance might have been found for Tom when the
crash, so long imminent, should come at last. Then he took up
the other letter, which was in a writing strange to him. When,
now a dozen years and more agone, his guardianship of Virginie

began, there was a second guardian, also one of Captain Ferrier's

brother-officers, who had sold out, and was then living at Southsea.

It was understood that he was to hold an honorary office, and that

the child would continue to live with her mother at M(m Desir,

while Captain Kemyss managed her estate. So honorary was the

office that the acting guardian had almost forgotten the existence of

his coadjutor, and had not even learned that he was dead.

The letter was from his widow, and was as follows :

—

'Dear Sir,—

-

' As the widow of your old friend and brother-officer, one who
was associated with you in the office of guardian to Miss Ferrier, I

trust I need no introduction or excuse for addressing you.'— ' So
Jack is dead, is he,' said the reader, stopping to look at the sig-

nature. 'Poor Jack! I had almost forgotten him.'— ' Circum-
Btances have not allowed me, until lately, to ofier any hospitality

to my ward, if I may call her so. I am now, however, I rejoice to

say, at last in a position to discharge one at least of the duties

accepted for me by my late husband.'—'He married— I heard that

he married—I forget who she was,' said the .Squire, stopping again

at this point to recall things, ' somebody of good, family, I know

—

and she had expectations. Let me see. They were hard up when
I heard last—lived in a cottage at Southsea ; that must have been
twelve years ago. Then Jack died, I suppose, and she's come into

the money at last. I suppose that is what she means.' He went
on with the letter

—

'I believe that our dear Virginie—or Lueie^forgive me if the

name has escaped my memory—must notv be seventeen years of

age. I hear from the Colonel of the lyOth, just returned from
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your lovely island, that she is perfectly charming and perfectly

beautiful. I have also learned, to my great satisfaction, that you
have so well nursed her estate that slie is now a considerable heiress.

Now, my dear sir, do you not think it would be a great pity that

this young lady, while she is still young, with her aifections free,

sliould not come to England and make acquaintance with her own
people ? I have the honom- of knowing Miss Ferrier. I was talk-

ing on this subject to her on the last occasion of meeting her. I

am happy to inform you that slie expressed herself in the kindest

manner concerning her unknown cousin, and will, I am sure, show
her all the attention when she comes home that she can desire or

expect. As for me, I do not disguise the fact that I should like

to have a young and beautiful girl staying with me, partly because

it is i^leasant to have young and pretty faces about one, and partly

because they make a house attractive and bring people about one.

Others may hunt for lions ; it is my principle, my dear Captain

Kemyss, that men care more for lionesses. When I get my fair

Creole in my drawing-room I shall not let her go in a hurry.
' As regards matrimonial prospects, you may entirely trust me.

I will stop the first sign of a flirtation in the very bud, unless the

man is thoroughly what you have a right to expect. There are not
so many men of the right kind in this town, esi^ecially since the
terrible blight that has fallen upon landowners

;
yet there may be

some. Of course, I know there are many dangers which beset a

girl of fortune or expectations. London is always abounding in

penniless adventurers, literary men, subalterns, younger sons, and
even curates, who are longing to marry an heiress and hang up
tlieir hats and sit down idle for life. But they shall not get near
our Virginie. I will surround her, my dear Captain. I will be
like a hollow square with fixed bayonets, until the right man ap-

proaches, and then I wiU be a benevolent Fairy. Of course,

a girl of good—almost of noble—birth, who has none but good
relatives— I think I have heard that her mother belongs to the
House of Desmarets d Auvergne—who has also a great and pro-

ductive sugar estate—witli, tlie Colonel said, a hundred and twenty
thousand pounds, but perhaps tliat is too good to be true—should
look very high indeed. Tliere is nothing to which she may not

asi^ire, though if we dream of a coronet we should be sober
;

our thoughts ought not to run higher than an earl or a viscount.

However, I will do my best. Character, of course, as well as

position, should be carefully inquired into.
' 1 have written honestly to you, because if you were really a

private friend of my late husband you must be a man of the world.

I frankly think that my ofi'er is a good one, and that in the interests

of the girl you ought not to refuse it. If her mother lives, my in-

vitation will extend to her ; but, on the whole, I sincerely tliink it

will be better that the child should come alone, and acquire by
living entirely among English people, the ideas, the air, and the

tone of English society.
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' I hope to have a favourable answer by return mail. I am
ready to receive my charge to-morrow, if she can come. If a
chaperon can be found, the arrival of my ward in person would be
the most favourable reply possible.

' I remain, dear Captain Kemyss,
' Yours, very sincerely,

' Lauba Hallowes.'

The Squire read this frank and plain-spoken letter through
twice. The tone of it struck his ears, long unfamiliar with the
world of fashion, discordantly. His ward was to go to London,
and stand in the matrimonial market with other girls, saying,
' Behold me ! I am rich, beautiful, young, of gentle birth. I will

take a coronet in exchange for myself.' Yet the letter was honest

;

also, the invitation was one which ought not to be lightly refused.

It was right that the girl should go to England ; it was part of her
education. She ought, as Mrs. Hallowes suggested, to make the
acquaintance of her own people ; she ought to go while yet young,
with her affections free. And at this point, he said, with a sigh,
' Poor Tom !

' and read the letter again. Evidently the letter of a
woman of society—of the world ; and probably a woman who would
make social capital out of her rich young heiress. Yet, what harm
would that do Virginie ?

At this point he folded the letter and raised his eyes. A
singular pantomime was going on.

First, his own wife took a letter from Madame Ferrier's hands,
and read it. Then both ladies and Virginie gazed upon each other
in a kind of stupor. Then Madame Ferrier held out her arms, and
the girl fell into her maternal embrace.

' Child,' murmured the mother, ' can I let thee go ? So soon?
So soon ?

'

' Sybille ?
' said her friend, speaking the language of her youth,

' we must let her go. It is for the child's own good ; we are two
simple Creole ladies, who have never left the island and never
shall. But Virginie has English cousins ; she must visit her
father's countiy, she should learn to love his home. Virginie,

child of my heart, what sayest thou 1
'

' What can I say ?
' she replied. ' Oh ! what can I say ?

'

' It was thy father's wish, my dear,' her mother went on. ' He
spoke continually of taking thee to England when thou wast
grandie.'

'It is I,' said her guardian, 'who should have thought of it.

My dear, the time has passed so swiftly that I forgot you were
grown up. I ought to have remembered that it was due to you
that you should go home for a while—for a while '—he repeated.
' We must let you go. ' He took her hands and bent over her with
his kindly smile. ' We cannot bear to part with you, my dear;

but, if your mother consents, we must let you go. May I see

tliose letters ?

'
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One of them was from Mrs. Hallowes to Madame Ferrier, con-

veying to her the same invitation as she had made to Captain
Kemyss, but in dilferent terms. For she said nothing about society

or matrimonial projects and ambitions ; but dwelt upon the advan-
tage to the young lady of seeing England, and sjjoke of her own as

a quiet home among a circle of quiet friends ; and she also dwelt
upon the advantages to be derived in the way of music, art, and so

forth.
' She must be, indeed,' thought the Squire, ' a woman of the

world.'

The other letter was from Yirginie's second cousin, Maude,
daughter of Lord Ferrier and sister of the man on the verandah,
who was scowling over his letters. It was a very short letter, but
kindly ;

—

'Dear cousin,' she wrote, 'I learn from Mrs. Hallowes, the
widow of one of your guardians, that she has invited you to pay
a visit to England next year. I sincerely hope that your mother
may let you come, even if she does not herself accompany you.
Remember that you have cousins who would like to make your
acquaintance.

' Your father was at school with mine, his first cousin. I have
heard a great deal about you and your beautiful country home
already from my brotlier, and I assure you that I look forward to

making your acquaintance with a very great deal of pleasure. We
spend most of our time at The Towers, but generally have two
months in London. Wherever we are, when you are able to leave
Mrs. Hallowes, come and stay with us, as soon as you can.

* Your affectionate cousin,

Maude.'

These were the three letters which fell like so many bombs into

the peaceful verandali on that sunny afternoon. And this it was
which, when the Professor arrived, was making his host read the
Home, Neios with eyes which read indeed but saw not, and turned
again to the letter.

' A Coronet, ' he murmured ;
' but why not ? Poor Tom ! Yet,

would it have been right—would it have been honest—to take
advantage of her innocence and ignorance before she knows the
world ? Let her go. And Tom must take his chance. A poor
chance, indeed ! Rank against rusticity. Fashion against fidelity

;

the lover of the town against the sweetheart of the country.'

Virginie's cousin, meanwhile, had opened two letters. One of

them was from his sister. He read it hurriedly, and crammed it

into his pocket as if it made him angry. What it said was tliis :

—

' Dearest Guy,—I hear from two or three people who know, or
ought to know, that our Creole cousin is rich, young, and beautiful.
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Also that she has manners which would fit her for any station

And that she is coming home to stay with a woman who wants her,

I l^elieve, as a help to get on in society. The woman, however, in

very well, and will take the girl to good houses. I have taken
notice of her /or yr/w sake—mind, for yov,r sake—and because such
a woman may, in certain cases, be very useful to you. Now, Guy,
be reasonable. You tell me that you are in desperate straits. It

is now six years, or thereabouts, since these desperate straits began.
I do not reproach you ; but I remind you that you have had, not
only your own allowance, but all my money, and all that I could
persuade my father to add. He does not know of these straits ; if

he did he would ask you how they are caused. I do knoiv, Guy.
Again, I do not reproach you. I will even go on trying to help
you, thougli I know that every ten-pound note we get for you will

only go the same way as its predecessor. Now, consider carefully.

When you were at home last summer I caught an heiress and got
her here on purpose for you to meet her. You remember her.

She was not, I own, in the least degree beautiful, nor was she clever

at all ; and I did not expect tliat you would fall in love with her
;

but she was rich and she was amiable, and she was ready to fall in

love with you. And men in desperate straits cannot always marry
anybody they please. But you would not have her, although you
were in such straits. Now, here is this other girl. Come home
immediately, on urgent private aftairs. Come home, if you can, in

the same steamer with her ; make fierce love to her all the way
home. When she goes to Mrs. Hallowes', let it be with your
engaged ring on her finger. When you get her money you can pay
oft' j'our creditors, even if you only begin a fresh course of madness..

There, Guy ; that is all I can do for you at present. I have only
to add that the times are bad for everybody who has got land,

and therefore for us. And it is not the least use expecting any
further assistance from your father, or from your affectionate sister,

Maude.'
'Then,' mm-mured the young man, 'how the devil is Morgan's

I U to be taken up ?

'

The other letter was written in a less clerkly hand, and there

were occasional mis-spellings in it. And it was this letter which
made the young man scowl.

' I told you, Guy,' it began, without any polite or conventional
endearments of speech ;

' I told you that I would let you know
from time to time what I am doing and how I am doing. Yery
well, then. I am doing very well. And so is the boy. He is not
like you, I am glad to say, as yet ; in face he takes after me and
his grandfather, the scene-shifter, who was once a very handsome
man ; and I hojie he will never become like you in any single

respect. And, as I am not quite a lady mj'self, though more so

tlian when you knew me, I have got a girl who is a lady to act as

his governess and companion. By the time the child grows up and
can compare, I shall, I dare say, have become more like a lady,
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because I do not want him ever to be ashamed of his mother. An
actress I am, and shall remain. Ten pounds a week, my gallant
Captain, your wife draws. She's got her marriage lines safe ; but
nobody knows that she's the Honourable Mrs. Terrier. Biz ia

first-rate. We have got a piece good for six hundred nights, and
the ghost walks regular. Portraits of your wife are sold wherever
she goes—character-portraits, looking in the glass, tying a handker-
chief round her head, in a riding habit—all sorts—and she gets
letters, offers of marriage, bouquets, and applause, and everything
which the heart of an actress can desire. So that she is quite
happy. And the boy is so beautiful that she does not so veiy much
repent having fallen in your way. And, as for his rights, why,
whatever you do, you can't gamble them away. I do not want ever
to see you again, nor to hear from you. The Army List will tell

me where you are, which is all I want to know. And, on the least
attempt at interference with my boy, we go to The Towers

—

accompanied by our own people, the resj^ectable scene-shifter—and
we see my lord, and we introduce the daughter-in-law and the
grandchild. It is a good situation, and I think I should play it

rather well. I remain, your wife, not at all affectionate, Violet
Lovelace—it is a swell name, and I found it in the Court Guide

—

but it is not so good as my own real name, which is, as you very
well know, Emily Ferrier.'

When Captain Ferrier had got through the whole of this epistle,

which did not take long, he fell into a study, in which everything
became a nocturne, an arrangement in black. He was roused by
the arrival of the Professor, against whom, for some unknown
reason, he had conceived a violent and irrational hatred. He glared
at him for a moment, and then strode hastily away. First he
walked along the avenue of palms, and when he got to the end of it

he swore aloud ; then, by way of distraction, he went to the stable
to look at his horse, and swore again, and if his syce had been in
tlie place it would have been bad for that poor Indian. But he was
not. The man was at the moment with the old witch of Endor
bargaining for a charm which would slowly poison a horse, so that
no one would suspect what was the matter with him, and an honest
groom should not get into trouble. The terms of the transaction
were amicably arranged, and the charm, which was to take the form
of a little something to pour among the oats, was promised, on
condition that this estimable person should pay for it beforehand

—

because he could write—in forged passes, by means of wliich the
old woman afterwards made much money and helped many of her
friends to deceive the police.

We may here observe that, among the many things which once
done cannot be recalled, perhaps the most fatal is such a thing as
Guy Ferrier did when he was just twenty-one years of age, being
then a young gentleman of very headstrong disposition, and fully

determined upon having all he wanted, at any cost. He had always
from clu dhood acted uj)on this principle, and it made him so
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popular at school, that when he left the boys proposed to have
fireworks. In the Army he contmued to act on the same settled

principle, being now quite certain that he deserved to have all he
wanted ; and he was so much beloved, therefore, that when it

became known, directly after the arrival of this mail, that Ferrier

was going home on urgent private affairs—presumably the raising

of money to pay his debts of honour—his brother-ollicers so far

sympathised with him as to give thanks unanimously that he was
going to enjoy a holiday. It was upon this principle, also, being
at the moment consumed and inflamed with passion, that, at the
age of twenty-one, he entered secretly into the bonds of holy
wedlock with a certain 'young person' named Emily Hicks. She
was quite young, extremely pretty, quick, and clever, well able to

take care of herself, almost uneducated, the daughter of a scene-

shifter or carpenter and ' general service ' theatrical man, and she
was just commencing a dramatic career, which now promises to be
distinctly successful, when this thing happened to her.

The interruption to her professional pursuits lasted rather more
than a year. She then returned to Daddy Perigal, and informed
him that for the future she should never again speak to her hus-
band, nor take money from him, nor in any way own him ; that
she should go back to the stage in her first-assumed name ; but,

for the sake of the child, whom she brought with her, whose rights

must be watched, she would assume her legal name when the boy
should be grown up. She therefore returned to the stage under
her old acting name, and began to work just as hard as if she were
still really Emily Hicks, with her future before her, instead of the
Hon. Mrs. Ferrier, a woman married and done for.

As for her husband, he went his own way, and contrived, as a
rule, to forget her existence, except when he was reminded of it

by such a letter as he had just read, or by his sister's well-meant
attempts to find him an heiress. Between himself and an heiress

there always stood this woman and her boy. At first, he suffered

from great apprehensions that she would communicate with his

own people. As she did not, he gradually recovered confidence in

her word. He could not marry ; that was true ; but then he did
not want to marry. The goddess of Chance was the only bride he
cared to worship ; some day, most certainly, if Emily lived and
the boy lived, there would be a row. Meanwhile, so long as she
let him alone, he troubled himself little about her. When his

thoughts were turned upon her by such letters as he had just

received he realised how bitterly he hated the woman.
' We are going to have a sad change. Professor,' said Captain

Kemyss. ' Virginie is to leave us and to go to England.'
' Virginie will go away ?

' This was, indeed, a change.
' Yes : she had another guardian besides myself, though I had

almost forgotten it : she is invited, and we think we ought to let

her go : we hope it will not be for long. But who knows ? who
knows 1

'
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There were letters, too, for the Professor. Among them one
which seemed to cause hhn much agitation,

' Come home at once,' it said, among other things, * The
longer you stay away, the more difficult will it be for you to get

what you want. Come, and you shall join the ranks of the penniless

adventurers and make a spoon or spoil a horn.'

When they met at dinner, a certain sadness weighed upon their

minds. The dinner was silent ; for now they all knew what was
going to happen, and that the party would be broken up, never,

perhaps, all to meet again. Virginie was going to England—the

child who had grown up among them. Why, McLoughlin,
McAndrew, and the Secretary had seen her every New-Year's

Day, and plenty of days between, for seventeen years ; they had
watched her pass from infancy to childhood ; she grew slowly,

before their eyes, from a girl, unperfect, bony, angular, to a woman,
perfect, rounded, marvellous. She was the joy of the house—the

great and chief attraction of Mon De'sir. There was no one like

her in the island. And now she was to go. What—what would
the place be without her ?

In Palmiste one is accustomed to seeing people come and go.

The ofhcers of the garrison, naturally, are constantly changing
;

the Governor changes every six years or so ; the chiefs of the Civil

Service are always changing ; and partners and clerks of mercantile

houses are perpetually coming out and going home again, to say

nothing of those who succumb to the extraordinary thirstiness vt

the place, and go prematm-ely to their long home. Therefore, no
one was surprised to learn that Captain Ferrier was called home
on urgent private affairs.

With the Professor it was different ; he was liked by many
;

he had been in the Colony four or five years, and was regarded,

though wrongly, as a permanent resident. He was an eminently
cheerful soul ; he played a fair hand at whist ; he had at times a

mordant tongue, and was good at the repression of those who, in

Palmiste or elsewhere, endeavour to assert themselves over much
;

and he had a great fund of information and anecdote, by means of

which he could enliven the dinner-tables of the plain, honest Scotch

folk who mostly make up the civil society of Palmiste. It was
rumoured that he wrote—no one knew what ; men who had lived

with him knew that he possessed, hidden away in drawers, a quan-
tity of MSS. ; that he had been known to extract one, now and
then, and to read it for the benefit of his friends ; so that, when
the news fell upon them that he, too, was going, it was felt that

his intention was to go home in order to publish those MSS., or

write more.
The dinner languished. The talk was forced. The Pink Boy

told about the gourami-fishing ; the Padre recounted some of his

sufferings on the boulders ; and the Professor narrated his fruitlcKS

chasse of the camerons ; but the Squire was dejected, the two elder

ladies sad, Virginie anxious and restless, and Tom downcast.
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After dinner, the Squire filled his glass and gave his usual New-
Year's toast.

' Gentlemen,' he said, ' I drink to all friends at home. Captain
Terrier, I drink the healtli of his Lordship. Major, Professor,

McAndrew '—he bowed to each in t"^n in his kindly and courtly

way— ' to you and to yours, here and at home, I wish a Happy
New Year.

' It will be a strange New Year to us,' he went on, ' without
our child. Virginie will go, I suppose, by this next mail ; we send
her to the keeping of good hands ; we trust—that is, we hope

—

that we shall have her back among us in a year or two, when she
has shaken off the rustic ways of Palmiste and learned the talk of

Mayfair. But we are not afraid. Our Virginie will not forget her
old friends ; and for hostage, we keep Madame Ferrier with us.'

Virginie, who sat on her guardian's left, seized his hand and
kissed it with tears.

' As for you. Professor,' went on the old planter, ' it's a dis-

graceful thing that you can't stay with us. You've got enough to

live upon—what does a bookman want more % You know the
foolishness of fighting ; here is a haven of rest ; and you must
needs go back to wringle wrangle among the literary men of London.
For shame, sir ; for shame ! Haven't we been kind to you %

'

From all voices, except the two officers, there came a chorus.
' Haven't we been kind enough to you. Professor ?

'

' Hech, mon !
' This was the expostulation of Sandy McAndrew.

He felt at the moment that after the many hundreds of sherry-and-

bitters, cups of cold tea, brandy-and-sodas, and vermouths taken
by the Professor in the room over his office, it was ungrateful in

him to go. There needed no words.

' Come with me, Virginie,' said Tom, when he could get speech
of her. She went out with him into the night, looking like a
white ghost vipon the dark lawn.

' I want to say something to you, dear,' said Tom, ' before you
go. May I say it to-night %

'

' Yes, Tom. Say what you please and all you please.'
' It is this, Virginie. You are going to leave us. That is quite

right. You have rich friends in England whom you ought to see.

I always thought that you would go some day. And you are rich

yourself. My dear, we have been so much together, all day long

together for all these years, that Ave are almost like brother and
sister, are we not ?

'

' Go on, Tom,' she said, with a quick perception, almost a pang
at her heart, that they were not brother and sister.

'I am not clever at books,' he continued. 'The Professor is,

but I am not. And I don't know how to talk about things, like

your cousin. I am only a Creole, a son of the soil, a sugar-planter.

But, Virginie, I want you to believe one thing.'
' 1 will believe anything, Tom, that you tell me to believe.'
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' It is a very simple thing. It is only that I love you '

*But I know you do, Tom.'
' And that 1 shall always love you, whatever you do. I mean

—

because, of course, whatever you do will be right and good, and
the best thing that ever any girl did—that even if I hear that you
have accepted some man in England, some clever man or some
great man, I shall go on loving you all the same. I am what I am,
Virginie ; but, whatever happens, good or bad, you will remember,
will you not—oh ! my dear—that here, at Mon De'sir, there is one
man who loves you always.'

' Oh ! Tom,' she said, bursting into tears. ' Why must I go to

England at all ? Yes
;
you all love me

;
you are all too good to

me. And I wish it was over, and I was back again, and all was
going on just the same as before.'

This can never be. One of the most cruel things that Time,
who is always dragging and tearing something from us, does is that

he will never let pleasant ways remain or renew themselves. He is

always destroying. He tramps on, always a lusty youth, whose
companion, as in Watts's picture, is pale Death, and beneath his

feet as they go the flowers are trampled down and their grace and
perfume lost. There may be—there should be always to the end

—

other flowers before us, but they are not the same.
And at Mon De'sir this is the last of the old New-Yeai Days

when Virginie, the sweet and innocent child, would be there to

meet and greet them with her smile and her pretty soft caressing

ways.
' She must go, Tom,' said his father that night, ' with her afi"ec-

tions free.'

' Yes, sir,' he replied ;
' I have told her to-night that I shall

alwaJ^s love her ; I thought I ought to tell her that before she goes.

But she will go with her afl'ections quite free, as you say.'
' Humph !

' That was all Captain Kemyss said. What he
thought was—Wliat will Mrs. Hallowes say if Virginie tells her ?

CHAPTER VI.

HOW THE JNIAIL WENT OUT.

Next morning the party broke up in sadness, and in the early

morning they drove or rode away.
The earliest to go was the Professor. He appeared on tha

verandah with the morning tea. Tom was there in his morning
rags, and Virginie in her white frock, always fresh and sweet as a

lily. All tlu'ee were depressed, but the saddest of all was the

Professor.
' It is my last visit to Mon De'sir,' he sighed. ' In a few days I

•fhall have left the island, never to see it again.'

I
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* If I thought,' said Virginie, ' that I should never see it again,
I would not leave it.'

' My most pleasant memories,' the Professor went on, lugu-
briously, ' will be those of the days spent here—and of you,' he
added.

' They ought to be,' said Tom, thinking of Virginie, rather than
of Men De'sir, though he was narrow-minded enough to think that
no place in the world could be more beautiful—wliich is, indeed,
true. Then he got up and went oif for his morning ride of inspec-

tion. Weeds grow, and coolies are lazy, and Sirdars go to sleep,

even though lovely Creoles make all hearts sad by going away.
' You are ambitious,' Virginie said. ' We have always said that

you would not make this colony your home. What is an ambitious
man to do here ? I wonder, though, whether you will be any
happier in England than you might be here, if you chose tc

remain.'
' I dare say not,' he said, with a kind of groan. ' After all, we

must not be for ever looking out for happiness. There is no place

in the world where one can laze along so happily as here—nor is

the claret so good anywhere, I think. But one must work, and
after a time one wants to do the work one likes best.'

' Everybody is always going away,' said Virginie. ' It is sad for

the people who live here. Directly we get fond of anyone he
resigns or gets transferred, and so we lose him. And now I am
going too. At all events, we shall go in the same ship.'

' Yes ; I shall not have to say farewell until we get to England,
Besides, it is a kind of satisfaction to feel that if I am going you
are going too. One cannot think with any comfort of Mon De'sir

witliout you. It would be too wretched to come here and find no
Vii-ginie. To be sure, there are the ladies, and the Squire, and
Tom. But, after all, they are not the principal characters in the
piece. They come on the stage, you know, to be grouped round
the central figure—you.'

' Thank you, Professor,' she said, smiling. ' You have always
been kind to me.'

'I have always been in love with you,' he replied, with a frank-

ness which did not displease her. She was accustomed to be loved,

and regarded the Professor's assurance in much the same light as

if it came from her guardian. ' Not that I presume upon that fact.

It is a beautiful thing for a man like me to be in love with a girl

like you. I am proud of it, and, I assure you, grateful to Pro-
vidence for the magnificent privilege of being in love with such a
girl as you.'

' Oh ! Professor.' This incomprehensible statement confused her.
' I mean exactly what I say, though you do not understand

what I mean. So long, however, as you know that I am your
faithful servant, that is enough.'

' What have I done,' she asked, ' that you and Tom should both
say and think such kind things about me ?

'
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The Professor shook his head.

'You cannot yet understand,' he replied, 'your own power.
But you will before long. I do not know what Tom has said, but I

hope that he put his case clearly, and that you will not forget any-
thing of what he said. Because, Virginie, sometimes words, when
they are first heard, seem to mean little. But, when they are

remembered, they get in course of time to acquire their full mean-
ing. Perhaps Tom's words were like these.'

She was very young and she was very innocent. Tom's words
had not been understood by her in the sense he intended—that is,

not in their fullest sense ; not in the sense which we who read
them give to them. In other woids, this child had no thought
whatever of love-making, courtship, and such things.

' I remember perfectly what Tom said,' she replied, considering

a little.

' Don't tell me,' he interrupted hastily. ' If you remember
them, it is enough. You are going into a strange world

;
you will

get new ideas, and see new people, and learn to think differently

in many ways ; and you will be far from your old friends. Where-
fore, remember Tom always ; and if you want counsel think of me,
and let me help if I can.'

And then the Squire appeared, and the Professor presently took
his leave.

Six days later, the mail steamer, lying in the harbour with her
Bteam up, ready for her start, presented, at five o'clock in the after-

noon, an animated and lively appearance. The departure of every
mail is attended with plenty of bustle and crowds of visitors ; but
on this occasion, when, in addition to certain French families, the
departures of Virginie Ferrier, her cousin, and the Professor were
all to take place together, it seemed as if the whole island were
going with them, so crowded were deck, and comjoanion ladders,

and saloon. On deck there were gathered little groups of sym-
pathetic friends. French ladies were pressing their infalhble

nostrums against sea-sickness ; there were a hundred words of

last parting, of recommendation, and of warning to be given ; there
was the musical ripple of women's talk ; there were the strident

voices of Southern Frenchmen. Marseillais especially, and the soft-

blurred syllables of Parisians, or those who, by clipping of syllables,

would fain pass for Parisians ; and there surged up from the saloon
the loud laughter of the British officers who had come on board to

rejoice with their brother over his departiu-e ; and the merchants
and civilians who had come to mourn over the farewell of the Pro-
fessor. Sorrow and joy alike demanded the alleviation or en-

couragement of brandy-and-soda. Continuous were the poppings
of corks : loud was the shouting for the steward ; higher and still

higher grew the pile of empty soda-water bottles.

On deck a little court surrounded Virginie. Among them were
the Pink Boy and the Padre, both desperately in love, though
their case was hopeless indeed. His Reverence, for his paii.

t2
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dreamed of a sympathetic helpmeet, who would admire his ser-

mons, encourage his ambitions, and help him to show the colony
an example of the active Church life. It did not occur to him that

a girl brought up as Virginie had been might become many things
;

but ecclesiasticism was impossible for her. The Pink Boy thought
how delightful a thing it would be to have Virginie with him in

those hot rooms of his over the Bank, in pleasing contiguity to the

guano depots, and the port, and the bawling crowd, always en-

gaged in lading and unlading. And, for his part, he did not under-
stand how such a girl could not marry such a boy as himself. They
went on dreaming, however : now, for reasons which will presently

appear, they will dream in this way no more. The girl was flushed

with the excitement and the emotion of leave-taking. She was in

charge of a French lady, who was going all the way to London.
All the farewells had been said but one. There only remained, of

the home circle, her guardian : her cheek was flushed, and her
eyes were bright and tear-stained. She had no heart for the com-
pliments and pretty things which one after the other came to say

to her.

At last there came the time of departure.

A beautiful gradation marks the ceremony of leave-taking on
board the mail. First, the comparative strangers ; next, the

friends ; then the intimate friends ; last, the members of the
household.

Thus, when the oflicers and the merchants, and those of the

French people who knew her, had ofi"ered their hands and wished
Virginie ban voyage, and all, even the Padre and the Pink Boy,
were over the side of the ship and in their boats, there remained
the hardest parting of all—that with her fond and faitliful

guardian.

He kissed her forehead, cheeks, and lips.

' My dear,' he said, taking her in his arms, ' it is best for you
It is what your father would have wished. Why should we re-

pine ? Yet, it will be sad, indeed, without you.'

So they parted. Captain Kemyss was the last to leave the ship

before the bell rang ; the whistle shrieked, the screw turned, and
the great sliip began once more to drive its long white furrow on
the main. But the old man's eyes were dim, and for a while he
could not see anything.

When they cleared, he became aware that Virginie was stand-

ing aft, beside the steersman ; and behind her were the Professor

and her cousin, and she was waving her handkerchief and crying.

At sight of her tears, the Pink Boy's eyes filled, and he choked,
and then he said a wicked word to one of the boatmen, which gave
him relief. And the Padre, who felt a similar inclination to choke,

obtained relief by rebuking the Pink Boy for that wicked word.

So they came ashore, and fur many days the light of the sun was
dim to them, and curry, even prawn curry, had no flavour.

It was then six o'clock, and it wanted nearly an hour to sunset.
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As for Tom, the reasons why he was not on board were per-

fectly well known to everyone, and there was a general feeling

that they did him credit. If peojjle are in love, and are soft-

hearted and cannot trust themselves to say good-bye in public,

then people had better stay ashore, which Tom did. But he had
his little plan in his own mind, and this is what he did.

From Mon De'sir to the Signal-mountain is a good twelve miles

by road. But a man with strong nerves and a steady head can
tind a much sliorter path by way of the mountains, which lie in

an amphitheatre round the town.
They are rather awful hills to climb about, being provided,

more plentifully than falls to the lot of most hills, with bare faces

of rock and precipices, and real saddle-backs, along which the rare

visitor, who would get along the top, has to drag himself with a
leg hanging over each side ; but Tom knew the way well, and had
too often achieved the feat to think about the danger. Therefore,

as he intended to see the last of the girl he loved, he climbed
along this break-neck ridge, and made his way to the Signal-

mountain.
There is always a man on watch up there ; he is provided with

a telescope two yards long or so ; he has a little hut half buried in

the rock, and a mast provided with cross-trees and ropes for

signalling the approach of ships ; he is up at break of day and re-

mains on watch till sunset. And when hurricanes come he is

generally blown far away out to sea, hut, telescope, mast, and
all.

Tom stood beside the hut with the telescope in his hand, and
watched the departure of the steamer. First he saw the crowds on
board break up and disappear over the sides, till there were only

the passengers and the crew left on deck ; then he saw his father,

who was the last to leave ; and then he saw Virginie standing at

the helm waving her handkerchief. At first he could see her face,

and he knew that she was weeping. The screw went round. The
ship passed out of the qniet harbour waters and began to roll in

the waves of the Indian Ocean. Virginie stood there still, after

the point was cleared, when she could no longer see her friends,

watching the receding shores of the island she had never left be-

fore. What thouglits, what memories, were in the girl's mind !

Her lover remained motionless, glass in hand, while the sliip grew
less, and the figure on deck grew smaller, till the white dress, the
last he saw of Virginie, vanished altogether. Then he watched the

ship itself till the sun went down and the night fell, and ship, and
sea, and all dropped out of sight. Then, with heavy heart, he
slowly descended the hill. He had seen the last of Virginie. How
and when would he see her ayaixx ?
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PART 11.—IN THE SEASOI^.

CHAPTER I.

A ROSE OF JTTSV.

On a certain morning in the sweetest month of all the twelve
•which either adorned, or disgraced, last year, the bright and
sunny month of June, when east winds were over and tliunderstornis

nut yet begun, the Row was thronged with those who rode, and the
walks with those who did not ride but sat on chairs, or strolled up
and down and talked, if they knew anybody, and looked at the

crowd, and pretended to know everybody, and to belong to quite

the inner circle, and deceived nobody, and came to see, and to be
a part of those who were seen. On such a morning Frenchmen in

London cease to complain of the endless hrouUlard, and to compare
Hyde Park with the Bois ; Colonials leave oft' boasting of their

climate—it really is too bad, the way in which Australians, for

instance, tlu'ow their beautiful climate in our teeth ; and good
Americans hesitate whether, when they die, they will not ask to go
to London rather than to Paris ; and financiers thank Heaven that

such skies should belong to the city where the money is. As for

the leaves on the trees, the golden-rain, and the lilac, the rhodo-
dendrons, and the flowers and the grass, everybody knows that

they are placed in the Park like the flowers on a dinner-table, the

better to set ofi" the guests. They do not belong to nature at all,

any more than the cascade at St. Cloud. They are provided by
Fortnum and Mason, or some other firm, for a splendid banquet of

sunshine and fair weather, to which all are invited alike, but to

which none should come who are morose, envious, disappointed,

and ill-natured. For these there is Regent's Park, with the daisies

and the dandelions of Dame Nature.
Among those who rode was Virginie. With her were her

cousins, Guy and Maude Ferrier. Six months of the strong cold

English air had taken something from the delicate bloom which lay

vipon the cheek of the fair Creole beneath her own palms, and had
given her a little of the hardy and robust look of her English
sisters. Just now, flushed with the exercise and the excitement,

the warm air, the soft sunshine and the animated scene about her,

the girl had lost for the moment all her Creole languor, and was in

very truth become an English girl in appearance. Whether she

lost or gained by the diflference I do not know. Certainly, of all
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the young and beautiful women in the Park that morning there was
none, English or otherwise, more beautiful than this fair Creole, a

fact observed by many of those philosophers who love to lean over

the railings and meditate in the midst of youth, beauty, wealth,

flowers, gay and careless talk, on the happiness lying ready to hand
for vii'tuous people in the best of all possible worlds. Especially,

if virtuous people find their own happiness in witnessing the joy of

others. Captain Ferrier was master of several accom{)lishments,

besides the art of card-playing and gambling ; among other things,

he could ride well, and looked his best on horseback. Beside him
rode his sister, also an accomplished horsewoman. Mounted, she
looked handsome, being tall and of graceful figure. Wlien she dis-

mounted you perceived, first, that she was no longer very young,
being, in fact, four yeai"s older than her brother, and he was
twenty-eight ; next, she was thin, and her pale face, with its large

and lustrous eyes, wore an anxious look, as if she was continually

suffering for tlie sins of others—which, indeed, was her hapless case.

This expression of face is more often found in women than in men,
because the manly mind does not set its hopes too much on the

achievements of other men ; and when you see it you may be very

sure that husbands, sons, or brothers have 'turned out bad.' For
the moment, however, she, too, felt happy, because it seemed at

last as if a thing on which she had set all her hopes was really

likely to take place.

'Make love to her on board.'

That was Maude's injunction to her brother when she wrote to

him in Palmiste Island. Captain Ferrier would, perhaps, have
obej-ed, but for one circumstance : he found on board a young
fellow who was as fond of cards as himself ; and he preferred

playing e'carte or picquet in the smoking-cabin, for'ard, to dangling

after his cousin on the after-deck. Besides, he could not pi'esent

himself, except as a sort of rival—good Heavens ! a rival—to that

fellow, Percival. Now Percival, who certainly was not the son of

a peer, but had started quite as a second-class passenger in life,

and was by no means desirous of passing himself oh' as anything
better, was for some unknown reason peculiarly hateful to this

young man ; the more so, because Virginie in his society seemed
always more ha]>py than in his own. But, indeed, it is absurd to

account for the hatreds and jealousies of selfish men, because they
are terribly vain, and brood, and take imaginaiy off'ence, and
magnify their own importance, and do not see the proportions of

things ; so that they become very thorough haters indeed. If

their lives were spared long enough, they would end by hating all

the world. The disposition of those long-lived Patriarchs Mahaleel
and that of his more distinguished great-grands<m, are not stated :

but if they were as selfish as Guy Ferrier, one j^erceives clearly how
tor the last two or three hundred years of their lives they would
have regarded the whole of mankind with an unrelenting hatred.
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It has been suggested, or dreamed, or told after revelation by some
philosophers of the more profound kind, that when this kind of

men die they are presently transported to a remarkable island,

where there are many beautiful and toothsome things, but not
enough to go round. In the general game of grab which is always

going on, and on account of its disappointing results, they are said

to develop quite astonishing hatreds.

Guy Ferrier learned at school to despise the whole of mankind
except a few who need do nothing, but are born to enjoy ; most of

the boys in his own set who held those views went out into the

world and shook off this narrow view ; he went out into the world

and retained it. He despised, for instance, the honest Scotch

merchants because they bought, to sell again, cargoes of sugar ; and
he despised the Professor because lie held a post by which he earned

his living. He despised him so heartily, and found it so intolerable

to be addressed by him on terms of equality, that he began to hate

and despise his cousin for liking him. And his miiid was so warped
by prejudice, and so narrow, that he found it difficult afterwards

to shake off the dislike. He therefore avoided the quarter-deck as

much as possible, and spent his time chiefly with his venturous

friend, from whom, in the course of his voyage, he won so large a

sum that he could afford to send the Major a cheque for five hun-

dred on account. But it is not every day that a man who is a

player, but not a fine player, picks up another who ia also a player

and a more reckless player than himself.

He had one chance. He sat opposite to Virginie at breakfast,

luncheon, and dinner, being naturally placed near the Captain,

while the obscure Professor had to content himself with a seat at

the chief officer's side. It was impossible for any young man to sit

opposite to the girl every day for three hours or so—because in

this line of steamers meals are considered the chief business of the

day, and must not be hurried—without perceiving that she was an

extremely attractive young lady. Yet his mind was not open to the

sweet influences of love. A lover ought to be light-hearted, and he was
heavy-hearted ; a lover ought to look on the world cheerfully ; Captain

Ferrier regarded it gloomily, as a place whore luck is generally against

the player, and where people are wickedly impatient to be paid. So
that the innocence and ignorance of the girl, her curiosity about

the great world she was going to visit, her vague hopes and little

fears, which to most men were charming, irritated him. If Maude
wanted him to marry her, he thought sulkily, she might arrange the

thing herself—at all events, any kind of marked attention before

all these people was out of the question. He paid her no attention

at all ; he made no attempt to appear interesting or clever, or pro-

found or remarkable in any way, as is frequently done by men who
open the old-fashioned siege in the old-fashioned way, and try to

begin by inspiring respect. Virginie thought her cousin a rather

morose young man, who never laughed, and smiled only when
politeness required the effort. He was, in fact, a morose young
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man. It is one of the pleasing results of a life devoted to tlie

pursuit of ' pleasure,' that it makes a man, quite prematurely, in-

capable of mirth, merriment, or joy of heart. It is very odd, but
it is so. Sometimes one thinks that those black brethren of Ceylon
who never laugh must be one and all engaged in the pursuit of

pleasure.

When the voyage was over, and Guy Ferrier met his sister, he
was fain to confess that he had made no jjrogress whatever.

She shook her head sadly.
' Things, Guy,' she said, 'can no longer be trifled with. There

is absolutely no more money for you.'

'There must be some,' he replied. *I must get a couple of

thousand at least before long.'

' How long can you wait, Guy ?

'

' I do not know. Perhaps three months
;
perhaps four or five.

I must have money, Maude.'
' Can you not borrow more ? You have raised money before on

your reversionary interests—can you raise no more ?

'

' No, not a penny more. They are mortgaged to the hilt.'

She sighed heavily.
' My poor father ! If he only knew !

' Then she thought of

what her brother had done, the futility of helping liim ; the vain

sacrifices she herself had made filled her with wrath which for the

moment overcame her affection. ' Oh ! Guy—Guy—what a shame-
ful—what a wicked thing it is ! All gone the same way, and no use

to help, no use to advise.'
' If you have nothing but reproaches, Maude, I will go. I did

think that from you I should meet with a little sympathy. But
women are all alike.'

' Yes, 'she said, bitterly, 'we are all alike : we sit at home and hope
and pray, and the Prodigal goes an, and takes everything and throws
itaway. We are all alike, Guy : we sit andsufi'er, and can do nothing.'

He made no reply, because there was nothing to say. This thin

and anxious woman of thirty had given him everytliing. He had
taken all her own money and all she could get from her father ; he
had taken her jewels and sold them ; he had taken her youth and
beauty ; he had promised, he had made countless promises, but he
broke them all. It would have been better for her—far better—if

at the veiy first mess she had left her brother to flounder out as

best he might. Now she had done so much, she was bound to go
on ; she must stand by him and sufl'er to the end.

She had sunk into a chair, and sat with clasped hands, and
eyes which had no tears in them. She could not cry for the indig-

nation and bitterness in her iieart.

' And my father knows nothing,' she said. 'He knows nothing.
And some day he must be told, because I can help you no longer.'

' If he must know, he must, I suppose,' h'T brother repUed,
carelessly.

' There is your cousin, Guy : can you not even think of her ?'
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' I have thought about her, Maude, In fact, I think about her
every day. Isn't it an infernal shame that a girl like that should
have a hundred thousand pounds, and I should be hard up for a
trifle of two thousand %

'

' Is that all you think about ?
*

* Enough too ; I should say.'
' What is she like ?

'

* I believe you would call her pretty. She's a fair girl ; and her
manners are good—at least I dare say they are. She doesn't do
anything dreadful. But you had better call upon her. She tliinka

a great deal about the relationship, and you may be civil to her.'
' And won't you think about her, Guy, in the way I want ?

Think how it would set you up to marry her. You could buy back
all your mortgages. You could start quite fair again. There would
be no more debts and worries.'

*I tell you I do think about her.'

Then why—oh! Guy—why ?'

' Because I do not want to marry any woman. Is that suflBcient

reason for you ?

'

' I shall do what I can for you, Guy. Wlien your difficulties

are so great that you can bear them no longer, you will, perhaps,

take the step which will relieve you. It is the only step, remember.
Meantime, I will do my best to prepare the way for you.'

He made no reply, but left her with moody and morose face.

These schemes, these difficulties, were concealed from the head
of the house. Lord Ferrier, who, although he found his son difli-

cult to get on with, and taking small interest in the things which
interested himself, was yet perfectly satisfied as regards his manner
of life. Let the young man do what he pleased up to a certain

time : he had, himself, followed the traditions of the House in

serving under the coloui's for a term, before becoming a simple

country gentleman. Let his son do the same thing. As for him-
self, he loved the simple life of his country house. He was a
farmer and a landlord before everything else. Things were tight

with him, because many of his farms were unlet ; but things would
improve. There was no money, because it had all been laid out in

unproductive improvements ; and, at the best, Lord Ferrier was
poor for a peer. A stately, tall man of sixty odd years, with a
Presence, who had gone beautifully grey, which is much better than
going bald. He was taller than his son ; his head was larger ; his

figure was broader ; his appearance more solid ; and his eyes were
better. The eyes are the first of human features to catch the ex-

pression which grows out of the life which men lead ; then it goes

to the mouth and lips ; and, finally, it is stamped as a seal upon the

forehead, The stamp upon the old Lord's forehead was what may
be expected in that of a man who preserved those old-fashioned

ideas about honour, duty, religion, loyalty, patriotism, property,

rank, contentment, thrift, modesty, which formerly stood the old

country in good stead, and seem now doomed to decay and dis-
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appearance ; a man who was proud of his name and descent, was
kind of heart and considerate towards all men ; who was courtly in

manner and sincere of speech ; a man who hated Radicals, Repub-
licans, Communists, Socialists, Nihilists, Comtists, Atheists, and
persons of 'advanced' views generally, as he hated the Devil. As
for his estates, he was a tenant for life ; he held them on trust ; it

was his duty to hand them on to his successor improved and en-

larged. And, as every gentleman ought to have a hobby, it was
Lord Ferrier's hobby that he could paint. He had painted steadily

for forty years ; and during the whole of the time, according to his

friends, his painting ha.d grown steadily worse. Yet every year he
sent a picture to the Royal Academy, which was promptly rejected

;

and every year he made dozens of studies, landscapes, heads, cattle-

pieces, and river-scenes—working as hard at his hobby as any
professional man at the calling which gave him daily bread.

Maude called uj^on her cousin, and was gracious to her and to

her guardian. The beauty and the grace of the girl, so soft, so

delicate, so ethereal, surp^rised her. Was her brother a stone, that
he should have been blind to this miracle of loveliness ? Her
manner was a little shy, because she was so inexperienced and so

ignorant, but it was the manner of a lady. She invited her, with
Mrs. Hallowes, to dinner alone, so that it would be a dinner en
famille, she said.

To this first entertainment she did not invite her brother—for

reasons. Lord Fcrrier would interest the girl more. And, in fact,

Virginie was greatly moved by the kind and afiectionate reception
which the venerated head of the house accorded her. He told her
how he had been at school with her father, his first cousin, and
what a good fellow he had always been, and how she resembled him
in face, though her father was never—well—never half so charm-
ing ; and he paid her so many compliments and showed her so much
kindness that Virginie fell in love with him at once. The compli-
ments and kindness of old men always please girls ; if they are
girls of the world they are pleased because men of such wide ex-
perience should show such admirable discrimination ; if they are
girls new to the world they are pleased because they are not afraid.

The worst of young men's flattery is that one never knows what
they may say next, and that they may at any moment go on to a
proposal.

Maude began at once, so as to lose no time, to acquire that in-

fluence over her cousin's mind wliich would assist her in her designs.

She must woo Virginie for her brother. She must make this girl

in love with herself, with Lord Ferrier, with the house, with every-
thing belonging to them, before she would tiy to make her fall in

love with Guy, She called nearly every day ; she sent frequent
invitations ; she drove with her ; she made her father buy a horse
for her, and then slie rode with her ; she managed so that if

Virginie went anywhere, or saw anything, it should seem as if by
her advice or help. She gave her wise counsel in matters of dress.
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She instructed her in the things which girls mnd know, or seem to

know ; and she took her in hand in the matters of art and music,

of which Virginie was profoundly ignorant. In all Palmiste there

is not such a thing as a picture ; while as to music, they know little

or nothing beyond the elementary tune. And always she pleased

the girl, who was easily pleased, by a show of afiection, sympathy,

and interest, as if she had always longed to know her, and had
studied carefully how she could be of use to her. At the same time,

lest ]\Irs. Hallowes should be jealous, she treated her as if she was
an old and valued friend, instead of a mere acquaintance.

Then Virginie, thus assisted, began to go into society.

From her point of view it was bewildering. All the people

seemed to know everybody, and to be able to talk about everything.

For herself, she knew nothing, and she knew nobody. She waa
not able, at first, to talk about anything. After a little, she began

to understand something. Maude taught her the way in which
pictures, and music, and books are talked about. But the things

of real interest, the family histories, the personal gossip, she could

not master. She was also greatly astonished, at first, because no
one took the smallest interest in the events and politics of Pahniste

Island. In her eyes, this place was the most important, in every-

body's eyes, of all the British dominions, next to England itself.

Small as it was, only a tiny speck in the ocean, it grew such a

quantity of sugar, and had so romantic a history, that Australia,

New Zealand, Canada, seemed of comparatively small importance.

And she could not possibly understand how anybody could fail to be

interested in its politics, its fertility, its beauty, or the differences

in the social position of the inhabitants. Most astonishing thing

of all, she actually once met a coloured man, a native of the island,

at a dance, and the English girls were dancing with him ! Haj^pily,

the man had not the presumption to ask her for a dance. Tlien

she met a man who had been a Governor there, and nobody called

him ' Your Excellency,' or paid him the slightest reverence or

respect ; and men talked slightingly of Colonial Bishops ; and
gentlemen who were honourable members of the Legislative Council

were held as nought. These things were strange to her at first.

Maude was worse than anybody. She refused to pretend any
interest in Palmiste ; she would talk of nothing but England, and,

which Virginie liked, especially of the honour and glory of the

Ferrier House. But daily she felt more and more how small a

thing was her own sugar estate and simple bungalow compared with

the splendid estates and noble houses of the people to whom she

now belonged.
' Why should you trouble your head about the place ?

' Maude
Baid. ' You will marry and settle in England, and your mother

will then, I hope, come home and live with you. You have no

other friends there, have you %
'

' Oh ! yes. I have many friends. There is my guardian,

Captain Kemyss, to begin with ; and Madame, and Tom.'



A ROSE OF JUNE. 285

•Tom! Who is Tom?'
' Tom is Captain Kemyss's son, you know. He always told me

he loved me.'
' That seems great presumption ; but perhaps he only meant it

in a brotherly sense.'
' Of course,' said Virginie. ' Tom was always a brother to me.'
Poor Tom !

'And then,' she continued, 'there was the Professor.'

What was he 1
'

' He is in England now. He isn't a Professor any more ; and
his name is Percival. He always said he loved me, too.*

' They showed their good taste, my dear Virginie,' said Maude,
laughing. ' But I think it was a great impudence to tell you of it.

Perhaps they merely wanted to make you understand that they
really had good taste. No doubt, however, they have already con-
soled themselves.'

When the first strangeness had gone off, when Virginie had
become an established and constant visitor at the house, when her
father became, by his own admiration of the girl, an unwitting
accomplice in her schemes, Maude began, but cautiously, to talk

about her brother. He seldom went into general society, she
explained, because he was too fastidious for general society ; the
dreadful want of taste in conversation, dress, and manners irritated

him ; he did not, certainly, belong to the dancing set ; it was not
to be expected of him that he would go to balls for the sake of the
supper, as many men do in this abominable town. Guy was, as no
doubt Virginie had already discovered, a man of the most refined

and fastidious taste ; he was not a great talker, but his opinions
were convictions ; he never tried to show his own superiority, but
when he was called upon, Maude said, the true ring of intellect

was heard in his every utterance ; what he said was always right
;

what he did was always noble. Maude drew the picture of the
brother she ought to have had ; the splendid result of generations
of careful training ; the perfect knight ; the statesman of the
future ; the prop and support of the Conservative cause. Heavens !

if men only understood how women love them to be great and
strong ! They know that we want them to be beautiful, and they
do their best, all out of the kindness of their hearts, to meet our
views. But we, selfish creatures that we are, waste and idle our
lives away and do nothing, so that our sisters and wives are fain to
be ashamed of us, and to apologise for us instead of being proud
and happy because we are so brave, and so industrious. Lay it to
heart, my brothers.

One thing astonished Maude
;
yet she seemed to understand it.

Guy had never fallen in Ljve with any woman. This was not
because liis nature was cold, for, she said, he was a man of the
deepest and warmest feeling, but it arose from his refined taste and
the dread which he naturally felt lest he should find something in

Uia wife, when it was too late, to trouble and irritate liim. ' Think,



286 THEY WERE MARRIED.

my dear Virginie,' she said, clasping her hands, 'if such a man,
with nerves so highly strung, should have to live all his days with a
person whose very appearance might irritate him hourly. My dear
child, if he could only find a true wife somewhere ; if he could
only find a woman of your tender heart and sweet temper and
sympathetic susceptibilities. But there,' she sighed, ' men never
see what is lying before their very feet.'

' Sometimes I think,' she said, warming to her subject, ' that

Guy is like a knight of romance. There was never any frivolity

about him ; he could never endure what some young men call fun.

Heaven protect us from the funny man 1 He never wanted to

laugh at foolish jokes and stories. My dear, did you ever see a
whole theatre full of people laughing because a man has tumbled
down and hurt himself ? He never wanted to talk, even as a boy,

to show his wisdom. You have observed, probably, his silent

moods. It is by meditation that wisdom comes. When he is in a
silent mood he loves to hear grave music. I was glad when he
came in last night and sat down in a corner, not wanting to talk,

that you were playing that sonata. Your playing, dear child, like

your voice, soothes him. My own voice is too loud for him, and
my playing is too—what shall I say ?—too brilliant. I play as I
was taught, and I suppose I think too much about execution.

' Guy was saying the other day '—this was during another of

Maude's confidential conversations— ' that beautiful women are

made for beautiful rooms. Our own rooms, he said, never look
properly furnished unless Virginie is in them. Was it not pretty

of him, my dear 1
'

These and a thousand such sayings could not fail to produce an
eSect upon a girl so utterly inexperienced as Virginie. Mrs.
Hallowes, who knew perfectly well what they meant, and who per-

fectly appreciated the value of her ward, fell in with the plot,

because she honestly thought the match a highly advantageous one
for the girl. She wrote to that effect indeed to Captain Kemyss.
' I hear notliing very much,' she said, 'against Captain Ferrier'a

reputation, except that he is a man of very few friends. His chief

fault, in my eyes, is that if he intends to become Virginie's lover,

he shows very little ardour. Indeed, he has not even begun to

make love. But his sister assures me that his afiections are very

strongly engaged, and that he only hesitates because he thinks that

the young lady should at least have time to look round her.

This seems honourable, though not what one would expect of a
young man, when so beautiful an heiress is in the case. Indeed, I

should prefer a little anxiety lest so great a prize should be carried

ofi" by someone else. As regards our dear girl, she looks upon
Maude as her greatest friend ; she considers Maude's brother to be
all that a fond sister has painted him. And though I do not
suppose that she is at all what we used to call "in love," I do
think that she waits but the word. When that is spoken, there will

be no other man in the world for her but Captain Ferrier.
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* You must not think that she forgets her Palmiste friends ; on tlie

contrary, she is always thinking of you all—and for you, and espe-
cially of her brother Tom. But she writes to you so often that I
need not assure you any further upon this point.'

' So she will marry her cousin after all, ' said Captain Kemyss,
laying dowTi the letter with a sigh. ' I do not like him ; but I may
be wrong. After all, it is satisfactory to think that she will be
Lady Ferrier. Her father would have liked it. And as for Tom

—

her "brother" Tom—as Mrs. Hallowes calls him—clever woman,
that !—he must put up with his disappointment. What else could
he expect ? Perhaps, if things go wrong, he may remain as Vir-
ginie's manager. I would rather he had been her husband.'

So things were planned for Virginie. She was to marry her
cousin. She had been brought over from Palmiste for that pur-
pose ; she had become engaged to him out there, people said : she
had been romantically promised to him in infancy, others said.

Nobody knew who started these reports, or what foundation of fact
they possessed ; but everybody believed them, and Maude herself,

when she was asked if they were true, did not contradict the state-

ment.
But what a shame, what an extraordinary shame, that so beau-

tiful a girl should have been engaged even before she came out.
The soft sweet languor of her manner was roused to animation only
when she danced ; her limpid eyes ; the delicacy of her com-
plexion ; her graceful figure ; her gentle kindliness to all ahke,
from peer to Treasury clerk, endeared her to English youth, and
made Mrs. Hallowes, who ' ran ' this heavenly creature, a Power
for the time in the Social world. With an heiress one can always
get into good houses ; with such an heiress there is no telling to
what heiglits Mrs. Hallowes might have raised herself, but for the
events which interrupted her upward flight just when she was
beginning to feel herseK at her strongest and best. These events
were connected intimately with the ride of tliis particular morning
in June.

As these three rode in the Row, there were many who recog-
nised them, and pointed them out to each other. Among thesA
ffere some—gentlemen dressed with, perhaps, more regard to
colour and picturesqueness of effect than is common in society

—

who seemed to know the Captain professionally, and informed each
other that things were looking up with certain pieces of signed
paper ; for the Hon'ble Captain Ferrier was going to marry a girl

;

no doubt the fair-haired girl riding alongside him, who had got, it

w-as said, nothing short of a hundred, yes, a hundred thousand at
her back. Then they passed by and others followed, and a good
many of the men who rode that morning seemed to interest these
gentlemen with big cigars and showy garments and diamond rings.

Now where the crowd was thickest, opposite Hyde Park Gate,
where the chairs were ranged in a double row and were all filled.
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there stood a lady, still young, being not more than five or six-and-

twenty, accompanied by an old gentleman, and surrounded by a
small court of gentlemen. Other ladies as they passed turned their

heads and looked at her with curiosity—that is a polite way of

saying that they stared their very rudest and hardest at her. She
was well dressed—extraordinarily well dressed—and was a most
striking and handsome woman, with regular, strongly marked
features, a strong mouth and chin, and rather a loud voice. Out-
side the little circle of her friends stood, or strolled, all looking
at her, a noble army of martyrs—young men—who longed to

make her acquaintance, but could not because they had no one
who would introduce them. For this lady was no other than
Violet Lovelace, the new light of the London stage, as clever

and sparkling as any who had ever offered their beauty and
their wit for the admiration of the public. And this little

circle round her consisted of those who could boast of an acquaint-

ance with her, in right of which they became her courtiers. And
the old gentleman—he was manifestly old, though his wig was
black and curly, because his Hps trembled and his eyes were crows-

footed—was Paul Perigal, for many years attached to the Princess's

Theatre. He was, in fact, in his seventy-fifth year, and he dressed

carefully after the fasliion of his thirty-fifth summer, which was
when her gracious Majesty was stdl a youthful bride, and when the

mode as regards collars, neckties, and hats diflered in some impor-
tant details from the present. Violet Lovelace retained her old

friend and tutor in her house as her companion : he kept the house
going, paid the bills, was her faitliful steward, saw that the ' boy

'

was looked after when liis mother was at rehearsal, and went with

her wherever she went. Now as Violet was invited a good deal to

supper and breakfast, and liked to accept as many invitations as

possible, being a kind-hearted person, glad to bestow a little happi-

ness wherever she could, the old man was more than her companion
and friend—he was her chaperon ; and nobody lived who could

truthfully boast that Violet Lovelace had accepted an invitation

alone.

While they were all talking, the lady half turned her head and
looked at the riders. Then she stopped laughing suddenly.

' What is it, Violet 1
' asked one of her friends—everybody

called her by her Chiistian name. ' You look as if you had seen a
ghost.'

' I have, my Lord,' she replied. ' I have seen a ghost whom I

hoped never to see again ; and I feel as if buckets of cold water
were being poured down my back. So I think I will go home.
Come, Daddy !

'

' The ghost I saw, Daddy,' she explained, when they were out-

side the Park, ' was the ghost of my husband. He did not see me.
The sight of him made me long to—to say something I should not.

A lady must not be violent, must she \
'

Paul shook hiS head doubtfully.
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* Violence,' he said, ' sometimes means fire. You ought to rise

to the occasion. Give me a woman who can feel a situation and
rip out the words as if she meant them . But such a woman is hard
to find nowadays. When I was a young man '

' I do feel the situation, Daddy. I assure you, I feel it very

strongly. And I should like very much to rip out the words. But,
somehow, I don't think the audience would have been jileased.

We must always consider the stalls, you know. In your young
days you only played for the pit. Let us go home. The sunsliine

has turned into cloud for us, and the warm air is cold.

'

'The "Return of the Husband,"' murmured Paul. 'Adapted
from the French of "Le Mari Repenti." Principal parts by Miss
Violet Lovelace and IVIr. .' I remember he said his name was
Richard Johnson ; but he looked like Mr. Plantagenet Howard.'

' Never mind his name, Daddy. That was his sister riding with
him—the sallow-faced woman, with black hair and big eyes, and a
thin figure. She looked at me as she passed with the curious con-

tempt which makes us actresses love the real lady so much. Bless

her ! I know all about her. My husband takes all her money
from her to pay his debts. Tender, thoughtful brother he is !

Daddy,'—she clasped the old man's arm with both her hands,

though they were in the open, in gay and handsome Piccadilly,

which has a thousand eyes— ' Daddy, if I thought the boy was
going to turn out like his father, I would—no—I would ask you to

take him away and kill him.'
' He won't,' said Paul. ' With such a training as I have given

him, and such an example as mine, he can't.'

' Wlio was the girl with him, I wonder ? Not that I care. She
seemed pretty.'

' If he repents, and comes home and asks forgiveness, I suppose
you will take him on again.'

' Never, never ! And he knows it. Marriage is always a
lottery. Some men belong to the good lottery ; most to the bad
lottery. My husband, Daddj^ is one of the very last and worst

;

he is, indeed, a most disgraceful lottery. But even he won't try

on the repentant dodge. Don't talk about him any more, and let

U3 buy something to take home to the boy.'

CHAPTER II.

Elsie's friexd.

*I THiinK, Elsie,' said Mr. Percival, formerly called the Professor,
' that tills is a chapter which will fire the imagination, and make
the blood boU and the pulses quicken. Don't you find your gene-

rous young heart leaping up ?

'

He was reading from a manuscript, and a girl was sitting at the

U
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open window listening. The place was a first-floor in one of those

streets of profound respectability—from the lodging-house point of

view—about Bloomsbury. A box of mignonette was in the window,
which assisted the imagination and helped the listener to follow the

reader far away among woods and meadows, streams and hills.

The girl was quite young, not more than eighteen or nineteen ; she

was listening critically, and she shook her head to express a kind

of doubt. It was a head of a pretty shape, set oft' by the last

fashion of wearing the hair, which reveals the shape of a head,

and is therefore fatal to many a girl who might otherwise be counted

beautiful. Her face belonged to a not uncommon type, whose
beauty depends chiefly on expression ; it is a good, safe kind of

beauty, because when it once takes hold of a man, it grows upon
him, and fastens upon him, until he cares for no other kind of face

in the world.

Mr. Percival, no longer the Professor, for he had resigned, and
was now engaged on making that spoon or spoiling that horn, lived

in the house as lodger. He had lived there before he went abroad,

so that he returned to it as an old friend. Elsie, the daughter of

the house, was a school-girl when he went away, and a grown-up
girl when he came back. There was only one other lodger, and he
was an old gentleman who gave no trouble ; and on the proceeds

and profits derived from her two lodgers, Elsie's mother, who was
a widow, paid her rent and taxes and supplemented the family

income. All day long, until half-past seven, Elsie was the gover-

ness of a child of five or six ; in the evening, resuming an old

custom of her childhood, she became the companion and confidante

of Mr. Percival, a pleasant, conversational, good-natured sort of

man, who liked companionship, especially of the youthful female

kind. Sometimes she went for walks with him in the quiet squares
;

or she sat with him, or she read with him, or even she went to the

theatre with him, in a manner which would have been compromising
to the last degree in some circles ; but in Elsie's, which can hardly

be called a circle, and yet was not a square—perhaps a crescent, an
oblong—it didn't matter. She had no frieiids who would inquire

what were Mr. Percival's intentions, and, indeed, at present he
had none, because Elsie seemed to him still the child he remembered
when he was last in London, and because he was without an income
and was feeling his way along the thorny path of literature, dream-

ing and devising great things, and meanwhile thinking himself

lucky when he had a book tossed to him for review, or got an
article accepted, or hit upon an idea which could be afterwards

worked up. As for falUng in love with Elsie, that, if you please,

no more entered into his mind than into hers. He was ten years

older than herself, which at eighteen seems a frightful difference.

She knew, besides, that he was already in love with a young lady

as beautiful as a queen, whom he could never marry by reason of

one Tom, who somehow stood in the way. This young lady was in

England, having come across the seas in his company, but he did
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not go to see her, because, Elsie thought, he felt that it would be
a pity for him to get more entangled in this hopeless labyrinth of

love. Besides, a literary man wants to keep his brain clear, and in

that novel he was writing, from wliich he read to her sometimes in

the evening, there was a man so madly in love with a young lady

whom both hero and novelist thought was perfect, yet who seemed
to Elsie a whimsical woman, that merely to portray his emotions
it was necessary for the mind of the writer to be quite free from
any troubles of its own ; the largest and fullest sympathy was
required for love of this passionate kind. When the work was
completed it would be time to visit Virginie, whose Clu'istian name
Elsie had heard many hundreds of times.

She shook her head, criticising the chapter.
' I suppose it is a powerful scene,' she said ;

* but, you know,
they wouldn't really go on like that. Nobody possibly could.'

' What would they do, then ?

'

' Oh ! I don't know. They would feel angrj^ and disappointed
with each other. Then they would go away and break things off,

I suppose.'
' It is clear to me, my child, that you have not the faintest

conception of the passion of love. How should you ?
' he sighed.

' For my own part, I have experience. I portray, with a change of

name, my own feelings towards Virginie.'
' Oh !

' She laughed the laugh of the Doubter. ' Your passion,

indeed ! But you have grown desperate, and you—why you go on
as happily as if you had no passion.'

'The sting is concealed,' he said. 'It is like the hair shirt.

Many a lusty knight of old was found after death to have worn a
hair shirt unknown to his friends.'

' Yes,' she said sharply. ' They put on flannel first, I suppose.
Why can't you draw things as they are and people as they talk ?

That is what I like to read about.'
' Profound student of human nature ! Remember that it is the

province of Art not so much to present Nature faithfully as to

present things as they should happen—but don't. Nature is fiat.

Situations are wasted. In real life, my child, events do not happen
dramatically ; nor are the right things said at the right moment

;

nor are there surprises—though, to be sure, il n'y a rien de sur que
Vimprevu. Real life, Elsie, is apt to be dull

'

' Horribly dull,' said the philosopher of eighteen. * Frightfully

dull, sometimes.'
' Yes, and flat, and unhappy ; being made unhappy chiefly by

little things, not big calamities. Temper, I believe, and want of

sympathy, and want of change, and want of society, make up most
of the domestic unhappiness which no he novelist has had the
courage to tackle. It is woman's work, not man's, to write about
the little pin-prickings of the home life. Did you ever have prickly

heat, Elsie ? Of course you have not. Then you can't understand
—but I can—what many of our beautiful EngUeh l&om<8S are like.

d2
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Heal life ? No ; I do not think I shall tackle the subject of real

life. Romance is what I shall freeze to.'

' Want of change seems to me the worst thing of all,' said Elsie.
' Look at my poor father. He was born in London, he lived in

London, and he never went out of London, because he never could
afford it. Hampstead he called the country. It was his only idea
of country, poor dear. It was mine, too, till you first came and
we began to go about together.'

'Yes,' said the great writer, as yet unknown ; 'we have made
pilgrimages on Sundays, haven't we 1 We know the pit of the
theatre, do we not 1 We have ventured on the river at Hampton,
happy Hampton ! we two together. Courage, Elsie, life must not
be monotonous for you.'

'Then life ought to be honest,' said the^ girl passionately.
' Why, I am a common cheat and impostor.

'

' Nay, nay,' said her adviser. ' If Miss Yiolet Lovelace is

pleased witli your manner and work, surely that is enough.'
' She advertised for a perfect lady for her boy. I answered the

advertisement. She was very good to me, and said at the beginning
such kind things about my manners, you know, that I did not dare
to undeceive hei'. "My dear," she said, " I want a perfect lady,

because my boy will be a gentleman. You may go on calling me
Miss Violet Lovelace if you like, because that is my stage name

;

but I am a married woman, and my husband is a Wretch, although
he is a gentleman of good family. I am separated from him. As
for myself, I am not quite a lady— oft" the stage ; but I am getting

on, and when the boy grows up and can make comparisons, he shall

not be ashamed of his mother. Of course, I have few opportmiities

of knowing real ladies in private life. So now you see what I want,
and if you will try, and will be good and patient with the boy, I

shall always be more grateful to you than words can tell." That
was what she said ; and I deceived her, and said I would try.'

' The word lady, Elsie,' said Mr. Percival, putting aside his

manuscript, ' covers an area about equal in extent to that claimed
for the word gentleman.'

' If I had told her that my father was nothing but a humble
clerk in a small house of business, and that my mother took in

lodgers, would she have received me as her governess % You know
she wouldn't.'

' The question is, rather, if she knew these facts now would she
consider you unfit for the post ? Because you see, my child, she

seems to like you.'
' I am sure she likes me. Nobody could be more affectionate to

me, or kinder, which makes the deception worse.'
' Very good then, and you like the boy.'
' Who could help liking the dear child ?

'

' In that case, Elsie, trouble not your little head albout possi-

bilities. For there are many. Enj oy the good fortune that comea
in your way. Sunshine is scarce. Kind persons are scarce. If
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Miss Violet Lovelace asks you any questions about yourself, tell

her what you please. Meanwhile, be as useful as you can to the
boy. Now, my child, I am going to put away the Novel. I say,

though,' he added, lovingly regarding his manuscript, ' the last is

really a most tremendous chapter. I wonder how Thackeray
would have treated it. But, poor man, he never could have con-

ceived a situation so dramatic and so terrible ; and I am going to

have a quiet pipe. You need not go unless you like. In fact, I

would rather you stayed.'

She did stay. Nothing could have been a greater reversal of

the manners and customs of the perfect lady, whom Elsie was sup-

posed to present for the ensample of the boy, than for a girl of

eighteen to be sitting night after night with a young man of eight-

and-twenty—alone, if you please. Yet Elsie liked it. And the
young man liked it. And Elsie's mother thought no harm of it,

and if she did she was welcome to walk upstairs and put her head
in and speak her mind.

' Miss Violet,' said Elsie, ' came home to-day at half-past twelve
in a very low way. First, she sat down and sighed as if her heart
was breaking. Then she wished she had never been born. After
that she kissed the boy, and said that if ic was not for him she could
wish that she was dead. When they served our dinner, which is

her breakfast, you know, because she has to sit up half the night

sometimes and gets up late, she would not eat anything.'
' Got a cold ?

' asked Percival.
' Oh ! no. She never catches cold, though the theatre is full of

draughts. She got up presently and went away to her own room.
Then Mr. Perigal, who had been sigliing with her, like a pump,
whispered to me that she had seen her husband in the Park.'

' This grows mj^sterious. Is her husband generally invisible 1

'

' Mr. Perigal told me all about her marriage. She married a
gentleman who was in love with her because she was so beautiful

and so clever. Mr. Perigal was -at the wedding, with her father,

who is a stage carpenter at Drury Lane. Mr. Perigal believes that

he was married under a false name. Anyhow, she won't say who
or what the man is. But he must be a very bad man, because she
left him and came back to Mr. Perigal, and said that nothing would
ever induce her to go back to her husband, or to take any kind of

help from him. And to-day she saw liim riding in the Park, and
it gave her a turn.'

' Ah ! Things might be made of this,' said the aspiring

novelist.
' Fortunately,' Elsie went on, ' it seems that he did not see her.'
' The Park would be a fine stage for a recognition scene . "It

is—it is"—amid the tears of a sympathetic crowd—"it is my long-

lost husband ! Behold that scar, inflicted, in our happy, happy
days, by your own hand, and with the kitchen poker ! At last you
find me " '

' You forget,' said the young lady without an imagination, ' that
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he must know where she is and all about her, because her photo-
grajih is in all the windows.'

' To be sure. I forgot that. It must be a pleasing thing for a
separated married man to be reminded of his bonds by every shop-
window. I should walk in the Park—which, it seems, the gentleman
was actually doing—so as to get out of the way of the photographs.
I suppose Mr. Perigal does not know the cause of the separation %

'

' No. She has never told anybody. No one knows her name,
or anytliing about the marriage at all. Her husband, whoever he
is, has never sent her any money or helj) ; and at first, before she

made a success, I think she was very poor at times. It seems
cruel, when she is so beautiful, and so clever, and so much ad-

mired, and might marry well if she were free.'

' Yes, it seems cruel. Still, she has the boy.'
' Yes. The boy is to be sent to a public school, she says,

because his father was there. And he is to go to Oxford afterwai'ds,

if he wishes. And then he is to go into the Army. So that we
suppose his father was in the Army, too. As for the stage, it is

not to be mentioned in his presence. And yet the child is a born
actor, like his mother. But you don't care for this talk. Miss
Violet Lovelace is nothing to you.'

' On the contrary, Miss Violet Lovelace is a good deal to every-

body who goes to the theatre, if it is only to the pit. You and I

have often admired her extremely.'
* You would laugh to see the love-letters and the bouquets she

gets. Sometimes she shows them to me ; sometimes she tosses

them to Mr. Perigal, who puts them in the fire ; and sometimes
she gets angry with them, and tears them up in a rage. Now your
pipe is finished, and perhaps you would like me to go. But if you
like to have another, we can talk about Miss Virginie.'

' Woman is a wheedler. You know I should like to have
another pipe, and you know I like to talk about Virginie.'

' She lives, does she not, in an enchanted island ?'

' Yes ; enchanted when she is on it. Formerly it was one of

the Fortunate Islands. The shades of heroes used to haunt its

woods and sit beside its waterfalls. I saw Ulysses there myself,

once ; but when I drew nearer, intending to have a talk over a few
little things, he changed into an aged nigger with snow-white wool.

But there is no doubt that the island was enchanted while Virginie

lived there. Now that she has come to England the spell, I dare

say, is removed. It cannot be anything more than a commonplace
bit of an island, with ups and downs—which they call hills and
ravines—and trees and rivers, and it smells all over of guano. I

wonder anyone can go on living there. But no doubt they are all

packing up to go away as fast as they can.'
' And what sort of a Palace did she have ?

'

' The Palace was built entirely of jasper, malachite, white

marble, and other precious materials, set with sapphires and pearls.

It was crowded with works of art, especially in sculpture, and it
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was hung with rich tapestries and silken curtains ; beautiful flowers

stood about, and there were perfumed fountains, and always the

sound of dropping music, and wonderful maidens, with lustrous

eyes and long floating hair, dressed in amber silk of Greek fashion,

to attend the Princess.'
' How delightful ! She was the Queen of the whole island, of

course.'

'\Vliy, of course she was. Nothing else was possible. She

ruled all hearts, and was, indeed, a most gracious monarch, the

fountain of honour, and the dispenser of joy.'

' And you were in love with her.'

' That was not unusual ; in fact, we were all in love with her.

But Tom came first. I only came second.'
' That horrid Tom !

'

* Yes ; I often regret that I never pushed Tom over the edge

of the ravine. It might have been done so very easily, and the

consequences to me would have been so delightful. Indeed, I was

only restrained from doing so by the consideration that perhaps

Virginie might have been annoyed, and one would not vex that

divine creature even by a crumpled rose-leaf, to say nothing of a

crumpled Tom.'
' I see. Did she like being loved by everybody ? Did it make

her vain ?

'

' Vain ? Are you aware that you are speaking of Virginie ? Do
you know that she is without any fault at all ? My dear Elsie,

you must not ask questions which betray ignorance so profound.'

The girl laughed

—

' Oh ! it is delicious. And all about a woman !

'

' Why—who should it be about, if not a woman ?

'

' To think that men can talk such extravagant nonsense, and, I

suppose, believe it about any girls !

'

' She is a goddess,' said Percival. ' Now, if there were no god-

desses we should have to invent some. Do you see ? Which things

are an ailegoiy.'
' No, I do not see. Cannot you be content with your Virginie

as she is ?

'

' "As she is," ' he replied ;
' there is no " is." You are to me

—what I think you are. You are to yourself—what you think you

are. To your mother you are someone else. Virginie is to me—

a

goddess. Wliat she is to other men doesn't matter.'
' I like it,' said Elsie reflecting ;

' only it must make a girl

ashamed of herself to be called a goddess, when she knows very

well that she is just like other people, and, I suppose, the best of

girls sometimes feel that they ought to be better. Good-night,

Mr. Percival. Go to bed and dream of your Enchanted Palace.'

' Now, there is a girl,' said Percival, slowly, as he prepared

for going to bed, ' who might make a man, in time, believe that

there may be, after all, different kinds and degrees in goddess-ships.

May be ? There are—yet—oh ! Virginie !

'
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CHAPTER III.

AN ACTKESS AT HOME.

KoEODY wanted a Miss or a Mistress to place before that illustrious

name of Violet Lovelace ; other people crave for titles ; the more
naked his name the better pleased is the actor ; he knows, you see,

the difference between real and sham distinction. The young lady
arrived at the highest honours of her profession by a single leap.

When she began, when Guy Ferrier discovered her, she was only
intrusted with those parts which require little speaking, but a good
deal of standing about on the stage. In one sense, therefore, she
was, from the beginning, one of the brightest ornaments of the
British Theatre, and, as one of a group, she helped to form many
most delightful pictures.

At the outset, she was quite an ignorant young lady, without
very much ambition, and only half conscious of her good looks. If

you are born in the neighbourhood of Drury Lane : if your papa
is a ' carpenter,' using the word in its theatrical sense ; if all your
fi'iends belong, somehow or other, to the 'House,' so that the
children go on with the Pantomime as soon as they can wear a
costume, and the grown-up ones are supers, unless they are ticket-

takers, carpenters, door-keepers, dressers, and the rest of it ; if the
pavement of Russell-court, Duke's-court, and Vinegar-yard is your
dancing-school ; if your mother is a dresser at the theatre, and
your cousins are ballet-girls, and your brothers also drop naturally

into the service, you are also pretty certain to fall in with the
stream, and regard the theatre in some form or other as offering

you the only means of getting your daily bread.

It was Mr. Paul Perigal— 'old' Paul Perigal ; his earliest

recollections of the stage are connected with the visit of the allied

Sovereigns—who first found out Emily Hicks. Purely in the

interest of the drama he kept an eye upon beauty or promise
among the humbler children of Thespis. Emily lived close to the

theatre. She went on at Christmas till she grew too big to go on
any longer. Her mother proposed that she should follow her own
line, which is safe, if not lucrative, and become a dresser. But
Paul Perigal ordered otherwise. ' Hicks,' he said to the carpenter,
' you've got a girl who may be a flyer. I've observed her. Hicks.
She will be, unless my experience deceives me, a beautiful woman.
Your own experience of the stage. Hicks, will warrant you in

agreeing with me that beauty is half the battle, because a girl can
always be taught to stand and turn her eyes about and smile, even if

she can't open her mouth to speak. But your girl is as sharp as a

needle and as cheeky as a boy. Send her to me, Hicks, and I will

do what I can for her.'
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Emily Hicks was not slow to recognise the fact that it is ten

times more jolly to be dressed and to stand on the stage for the

admiration of the world than to be hidden away behind for

the purpose of dressing others. She also knew that she was
frightfully ignorant of manners as well as of learning, And when
she saw—which was every night—the stage ladies with their mag-
nificent stage manners, she wondered whether she, too, would ever

have to walk with that air, to sweep back the skirts with gestures

so splendid, to wear such frocks as if they belonged naturally to

her. Now, in the eyes of such observers as Miss Emily Hicks, it

is most true that ' manners maketh the woman.'
Paul Perigal took great pains with her. She was such a sharp,

intelligent pupil that he began to conceive the greatest hopes of

her. She had a voice of the kind which is good for a song on
occasion, though not enough to make her a singer. He had the

voice trained ; then he had her taught to dance—perhaps she

would become a burlesque actress ; then he taught her to walk and
to carry herself ; then he taught her to read aloud, to speak without

the use of Drury Lane colloquialisms ; then he persuaded her
father to let her live with him entirely, with the view of separating

her from those young friends whose acquaintance in after life might
not be desirable. And when all was done, and the sharp-faced,

cheeky child of Duke's Court had become in two or three years

transformed into an extremely beautiful girl of seventeen, thus

trained and drilled, the worthy old actor began to instruct her in

the real craft and mystery of the dramatic art.

From such small beginnings sprang the greatness of Violet
Lovelace.

She was on the stage in that small way already described for a
few months only. Then she left it to marry a man who was madly
in love with her : a young man, a handsome man, a man in the
army, a man like a hero of romance for dark eyes and dark hair, a
man—oh !—who was going some day to have a title. The last fact

was her own secret, never revealed to her father or to Paul Perigal.

Paul heard of the intended marriage with a groan of disap-

pointment. He hoped for so much from this girl, who was so

clever. Now she was going to marry a swell, and his labour of

four years would be lost. Never, never again could he hope to find

a pupil so promising. His professional reputation was staked upon
her success. He allowed her, he told everybody, to go on in small
parts only in order to give her confidence ; but wait—wait a bit

—

she would make the finest Lady Teazle ever seen on the stage ; as

Rosamond she would make an epoch ; as Juliet she would be
incomparable. He boasted about her at Rockley's :

' A gem of the
first water, gentlemen ; the very first water. I shall be content,
for my own part, with tlie immortality which will be my lot, not as

an actor, though, perhaps, memories may survive—I say nothing,
but a certain Mercutio of the year 1836 is quoted still—thank you,
gentlemen—but I shall not be remembered so much as an actor.
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but as the happy finder, developer, and instructor of this light in

Histrionic Ai-t.' And now this gem was lost, wrested from him,
and to be lost to the drama. Pity ! pity ! a thousand pities !

What, however, Paul Perigal did not foresee, and could not
possibly foresee, was the return of the deserter (who looked pale

and worn, but resolute), which took place within a year of her
marriage, and her announcement that she was ready to take up her
old work, and to devote herself with it. She further informed her
tutor that no questions were to be asked about her husband, who
was a Wretch worthy of the greater condemnation. Then she asked
Paul what he thought of the baby, who was wonderful for six weeks
old ; and then she said that she was ready to begin at once.

' I don't wish to put impertinent questions, my dear,' said Paul,
tearfully, because the divided emotions of joy at her return to Art,

and of sympatliy with her wrecked married life, brought those
signs of sympathy to his good old eyes. ' But I should like to ask
one, if I might.'

' Can't tell. Daddy,' she replied, in something of her old defiant

way. But she looked as if, at touch or word, she, too, might ' go
oflV ' Can't tell till I hear it.'

' Only this, my dear,' he said. 'I did my best to make you a
lady.'

' You did—bless your dear old heart !

'

' But, you know, my experience extended to ladies on the stage,

and—and—in point of fact—not those who have played leading

parts. I don't think, for instance, that I ever saw a Juliet of the

Lane at her own house. And as for Society ladies—ladies in the

front—of course I never knew any. Oh ! I know it's getting

different with the young fellows now. But I'm old, and I under-
stand my position, which is more on the level of the Nurse or Lady
Capulet than with Juliet. So that, you see, I've been at times

fearful lest, when you went into marble halls and gilded saloons,

people might have wondered who you were. Because your manners
might not, perhaps, be quite the same as theirs. Don't think me
rude, my dear.'

' Don't be afraid. Daddy. I never had any opportunity of

showing any manners. Because I have never seen a lady, or a
gentleman either, since I went away. Amy Robsart, bless you,

was nothing to it. And I believe if my lord and master had been
able to make that little trap in the staircase without being found
out he would have done it, and I should have gone into it—flop :

and there would have been an end of one. Of course I only Avaited

till the boy was born to come away. And, of course, he didn't

want the boy at all. I've been locked up since the wedding be-

cause he's ashamed of his wife, and he wishes slie was dead.
' Never mind asking any more questions, Daddy. I mean to

live, not to die ; and the boy shall live too. And now that is

settled let me get to work. No more standing with one knee bent

and a sweet smile—like that—if you please. I must have a country
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engagement for leading parts ; and then I must come to town. Gc
to Rockley's, and tell them I've come back. You may gas as much
as you like about talent and beauty and such. I'll have my jshoto-

graph taken again—you don't think I'm going off, do you 1—and
with your help, you dear old Daddy, we'll pull 'em in and make
Bome money.'

She went into a country troupe and travelled for three years
and more, patient, working hard, studying every morning with
Paul, and never neglecting the boy.

Then she came to town and made her first appearance in a new
comedy, which would certainly have been a failure but for her
acting and her extraordinary beauty. Tlie unforced merriment,
the pathos, the ease of the new actress startled and arrested the
people. It was a great success, and Violet's fortune was made.

The first thing she did was to advertise for a real lady to take
daily care of her boy, now five years old and no longer a baby.

Elsie was the real lady. Violet chose her from a good many
applicants on account of her quiet manner and trustworthy face.

' Some of them were dressed better,' she explained, ' and some
of them pretended to know more, and some of them wanted to

teach the boy on a system. Most of them looked as if they would
probably beat and pinch the boy when I was out of sight. In
that case I should have had to beat them, which they would not
like, and there would have been rows. But this girl I am sure
won't beat him. I told her I wanted a lady, and she blushed very
prettily—Daddy, if only one could blush on the stage !—because, I

suppose, nobody had ever doubted that she was a lady ; not a stalls

lady, or a private-box lady, but an upper-circle-at-four-shillings-

reserved lady, who comes to the theatre by Underground, and is

not ashamed to cry and laugh ; father something respectable, I
suppose, with a shop somewhere—what does it matter ? She said
that she would do her best for the child if I would let her take
him ; and she spoke so prettily—don't you think I might find a
part for this style of thing ? Look, Daddy '—here she drooped her
eyes a little, made her face a little longer, just smoothed her hair,

folded her hands and lowered her voice, and became immediately
Elsie. ' That kind of thing. I believe it would take, if the people
got to understand it at once. But I want an author—oh ! I want
an author badly.'

' But about the governess ?

'

' Oh ! yes—well—you know she is quite young, and I am four-
and-twenty, and I feel ever so old.' Violet was given to mix up
things so that it is not always easy to follow her line of thought.
What she meant, however, was that she was old enough to read
character and to enact the part of a patron. ' So I just kissed her
and told her to come every day, and that I was going to be a real
lady sometime—in fact, that I am always understudying the part

;

but that at present I was a great stage lady, and so on, and so on.
And here we are, and here she is, Daddy—and I feel that so
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respectable a young lady confers dignity upon the house. You are

not to bring any more people from Rockley's here, if you please
;

the place will have to be as demure as the Foundling Hospital, and
if you and I do sometimes have a little supper with a few noble
patrons of the drama, we must have it out of the house in

future.'

'Very well, Violet,' said Paul. ' Do you think the young lady,

at odd moments, would like a little instruction in the '

' You dear old man !
' She threw her arms round his neck and

gave him a stage kiss, which everybody knows is done without
impressing the lips upon th^j cheek or brow at all. But she dis-

arranged his wig. ' I believe you would like the whole world to go
©n the stage.'

' All the world's '

' Don't, Paul. And let Elsie alone—she is to be my governess,

not my rival. I should like,' said the actress, proudly, 'to see the
woman who will be my rival, in a year or two. And now, Daddy,
one more trial of that scene. Come ! But I must find an
author.'

It was this assumption of the ' real lady ' which preyed upon
poor Elsie's mind. Not that it entered Violet's busy head to ask
who or what her father was. She was profoundly ignorant of the
world outside the stage. Whether she was told that Elsie was the
daughter of a Bishop or of a City clerk, she would not have sus-

pected any difference. One sometimes gets glimpses of this ignor-

ance of humanity's cherished social differences. Everything de-

pends on rank, even in the most Radical and Republican countries
;

and rank is a thing of so much delicacy, so many shades, that only

one born in the middle of it all can truly understand it—can at

once feel the true awe for those above him, and the true contempt
for those below. This is an advantage possessed by the middle-

class man, which has never before been set forth. Violet, you see,

was born too low down. In her early days, everybody with a black

coat seemed to her a swell, and everybody in kid gloves seemed a

lady. This kind of ignorance sticks in a surprising manner, so that

you may detect the high-born aristocrat, however he may dis-

semble, by his not understanding why the solicitor and the general

practitioner do not always stand upon the same level, and why the

ladies of both decline to call upon the eminent draper's wife.

After a separation of five years the sight of her husband was to

Violet the revival of old bitternesses that she had thought for-

gotten and clean passed away for ever. But you cannot so put
things away and lock them vip. Nothing is ever really forgotten so

that you are quite safe that it will never come back to you. The
eight of the man's face brought back to her recollection her foolish

belief in him, her trust in his loyalty, her dreadful disappointment
in him, the cruel things he had said, his selfishness, his shame of

her, so that he kept her a prisoner and would neither let her go
anywhere nor bring any of his friends to see her. No one should
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know, he told her, that he had been such a fool. No one should
even guess that he had a wife. When she left him it was with a
letter telling him where she was going and what she was going to

do. They were to be henceforth as if they had never met ; but,
for the sake of the boy, she would preserve her marriage lines.

' Daddy,' she asked, ' could that man take away the boy ?

'

'I don't think he could.'
' If he were to try,' she said, with a glitter in her eye, ' I would

stab him. Did you see him, yesterday ; how he looked in the face

of the girl he was riding with 1 That way he used to look at me.
Sorrow, and trouble, for any woman who falls in the way of such a
man.

'

'There are laws about married people,' Paul went on ; 'but I
don't know exactly what they are, because I never, somehow,
thought about marrying till it was too late. Much better, for an
old man like me, to have a young daughter than a young wife
about him. No wife could be so pretty, and bright, and clever, as

you—and always in good temper '

' Not always, Daddy ; not when she meets her Wretch of a hus-
band.'

' If I had a wife she would only be disturbing my ease. Well,
my dear, I don't know what the laws are. But I believe that
whatever you earn, he can take, unless there's been some sort of a
legal separation. All that you have is his, you see ; and I suppose
that all he has is yours, too.'

'I don't think,' said Violet, laughing rather grimly, 'that he is

likely to go to the treasury on Saturday morning ; and he won't
want the furniture. Besides, that is yours.'

' We will say so to keep it from him. But it was bought with
your money.'

In fact, Violet had displaced all the dingy old sticks and refur-
nished the house with bright new things of the most modern
fashion ; so that the place, though Bloomsbury is not one of the
most cheerful and sunny parts of London, was pleasant to look upon.

' It is the boy, Daddy, that I am thinking of. Always the boy.
I am sure he hates the boy ; he would do the boy a mischief if he
could. Because, you see, the boy is his heir.'

'If he hates the boy, he can leave his money to someone else.'
' It isn't only money, Daddy, It is land, and . . . and other

things that he can't leave.'

'He shall only harm the boy,' said Paul, fiercely, 'by passing
over my mangled corpse.'

'Thank you. Daddy, dear. I know your fidelity, and I will

bring you home a property sabre, one of the sort with a curly
blade, you know. But that won't be the way. Oh ! Daddy, I am
going to have trouble. He will come to see me.'

' Courage, Violet. He can do nothing.'
'And I can do a great deal. Because he is afraid of me.

Patience—patience—Daddy mine.'
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CHAPTER IT.

THE ONLY WAY OUT OF IT.

On that night Virglnie dined with her cousins. No one was at the

dinner excejit Mrs. Hallowes and Guy, who was for once in a good
temper, and actually did something towards promoting the cheer-

fulness of the evening. For this small mercy Maude was gi'ateful.

The reason why he was in a good temper was that he had only that

very morning hit upon an idea which seemed to him not only the

most excellent way out of his perplexities, but also the only M'ay

out. Because he was now perfectly assured that unless he married
an heiress there was nothing more that he could do to avert the

crash. And because that idea seemed good in his own eyes, he saw
a hundred reasons why it should seem good in the eyes of the

other person chiefly concerned with it.

Tlie idea was the following ;

—

On arriving in London he realised, principally through the
photograph shops, the truth of his wife's statement that she, the

woman whom he regarded with so lively a detestation, had become,
almost at one step, one of the most popular actresses of the day.

For her face greeted him with smiling eyes from every bookseller's

shoj), from every photographer's, and from every stationer's. Violet

Lovelace was before him everywhere. He could buy her picture

showing full face, three-quarter face, side face ; he could buy her
looking into a glass, tying a hood round her head, gazing heaven-
wards, in riding habit, in her favourite character, seated, standing,

kneeling. After the first shock he cared very little about it, and
ceased to be irritated by the sight of a woman he would fain have
forgotten. She had succeeded. Very well ; let her succeed, so

long as she kept her secret. It was not until that vexy morning
that he began to think how this very success, instead of being a
danger to Mm, might actually be of the greatest use. It Avanted

only a little—a little . . . well ... a little absence of scruple
;

and if he found, for his own part, that he could contribute, so to

speak, this absence of scruple, why was it to be supposed that she,

on the other side, who had as much to gain, would show herself

troubled with qualms of conscience ? For the plan which he had
formed in his own mind was nothing but this—why not agree with
the actress to break off suddenly, and say no more about the bond
which tied them together ? All they had to do was to go on as if

nothing had ever happened at all. Such simplicity in the idea !

Such a swift and sudden cutting of a Gordian Knot

!

He considered the subject dispassionately, as he thought. That
is to say, he lay back in liis chair, and followed in imagination the

various advantages of the plan.
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She was still young ; she was—well, perhaps, she still thought
herself beautiful ; how could he have ever been charmed by the

beauty of which men raved ? She was clever, they said ; cer-

tainly in the old times her tongue was free and her temper sharp ;

she had always a little court of admirers about her ; half the men
in London were languishing for her ; a great crowd gathered round
the stage-door every night to see her drive away ; Princes went to

her theatre and applauded ; the men at his club talked about her
;

she was inaccessible ; she was guarded by old Paul Perigal, whom
she called Daddy ; she lived a quiet and blameless life. Why,
such a woman, said Guy, has excellent chances : she may marry
anybody—really, anybody ; she has only to be careful of her repu-

tation. Would it not be best—say as a calm, cold matter of busi-

ness—to agree together that this business, a most awful nuisance

to both of them, should be terminated % It wanted nothing but
common consent, and silence afterwards.

Best ] Why, it was the only thing to be done—the only possible

thing. To go on as they were all their lives : thus to be tied and
yet to be kept apart : could anything be more fooUsh ? If it was a
good thing for himself, it was surely a far better thing for her : so

good a thing was it for her that he hesitated whether he should do
the woman so kind a turn. Certainly, he thought, taking the

mental attitude such a man always assumes, she had behaved in-

fernally badly to himself, and deserved nothing at his hands. Yet,

considering how greatly his own interests were concerned in the

matter, he would go and see her, and make her, by word of mouth,
a definite oifer of release. How happy she would be to have her
freedom ! How cleverly she had played her cards so that, with
Daddy always at her side, her reputation was blameless ! Yes ; he
would let her marry when and where she pleased. Benevolent

young man ! Most unselfish of young men ! And then, when she

was out of the way, he could marry his cousin— and her dot . At
the mere thought of that pile of money his fancy lightly turned to

green meadows, green pastures, green lawns, as large as tables, with
shepherds sitting around, and the click of coin and the voice of him
who held the bank, and the fierce joy of him who won and the

breathless expjectations of him who waited the event.

Lord Ferrier sat with IVIrs. Hallowes on his right : she told him
stories and amused him ; and with Virginie on his left. It pleased

him, though he hardly knew why, to know that this beautiful

creature regarded him with so much respect : he liked her to ask
him questions, to venture timidly on showing a return of the afl'ec-

tion which he bestowed upon her ; he referred things to her, asked
her opinions, proposed plans for her, and gave her presents. He
courted her, as Maude courted her, but unconsciously, for his son.

It was for his sake, not for his own, that Virginie would accept the

oiTer of her cousin.

Nothing would have been more pleasant than this little dinner

«n famille. To Virginie its chief charm was the beauty and fitness
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of its setting, IVIrs. Hallowes had everytliing, without doubt, as it

ought to be. Her furniture was of the most modern fashion ; her
decorations of the most approved type ; the house was spacious and
new ; but her rooms lacked something. You cannot make old

things
;
you cannot add the charm which lies in old furniture

old pictures, old bric-li-brac, all belonging to each other. Mrs
Hallowes had large rooms, and spacious ; and these were small
The things in her house were good, but they were new. Here the

plate was old, the furniture was old, the pictures were old ; there
was an old-fashioned air about the whole, far more pleasing than
anything of the newest fashion. And at his end of the table sat

the chief, old himself, yet in the most beautiful and picturesque
time of man's life—the time of autumn, the age of stateliness and
dignity, not of decrepitude. Maude herself, with her thin, pale

cheeks and lustrous eyes, her dress of black velvet, with a diamond
cross, looked in her jalace as doing duty for the Chatelaine. A
quiet, easy dinner, in which everyone felt that in a home dinner
conversation need not be forced. Maude saw her brother looking

at the girl she wanted him to marry with eyes that seemed full of

admiration. At last, she thought, even his cold heart was moved.
He was moved—a little—as much as his anxieties allowed him to

be moved—as much as any woman could then have moved him.
The prospect of release removed a load of those anxieties. The
thought that his sister expected him to propose to the girl immedi-
ately, and the satisfaction of considering that he might really be
free and able to take that step, made him regard her more curiously.

Yes, she was certainly a very pretty girl, and of a type not com-
mon in these realms. As Maude watched him she thought, but
only for a moment—because it was but a wild hope, a hopeless

hope—that perhaps his affections might be fixed, and the attrac-

tions of the green table be forgotten. But she was too sensible to

dwell upon this unhappiness. She knew, from long and patient

study of her brother, that his case was really as hoj^eless as the case

of an habitual drunkard. He would have his vicissitudes. With
money to spare, he might run on for years ; but, in the long run,

the end was certain. All that could be lost would be lost. Yet,

with this absolute certainty of knowledge, she would not hesitate

for a moment to sacrifice the innocent and truthful girl who believed

all she was told, and suspected no motive. If the evil time must
come, let it be put off as long as possible

;
perhaps it might not

come till he who would feel it most would know it and feel it

more.
' Guy,' said Lord Ferrier, when they were alone, ' your cousin

is a very charming girl.'

' Yes, sir, she is very charming.'

'And very beautiful.'

'She is very beautiful.'
* Is she . . . has she any entanglement ?

'

*I believe, sir, she has none.'
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Lord Ferrier looked about him, and stroked his chin reflectively.
' Then, Guy,' he said, ' we will go upstairs.'

The tliree ladies were sitting together. Mrs. Hallowes presently

rose and began talking to Lord Ferrier, Maude went to the piano
and began to play something. Guy sat down beside Virginie.

Perhaps it was the soft atmosphere of the room
;
perhaps the wine

he had been drinking
;
perhaps the sense of freedom gained by his

newly-conceived idea
;
perhaps the words of his father—which

made his heart feel an unwonted glow as he looked upon the girl

whose fortune would make all things right for him.
' You are looking, Mrs. Hallowes,' said his Lordship, 'at one of

my pictures '—it represented a girl in a field ; and Mrs. Hallowes
was wondering, before she burst into admiration, whether it was
meant for a gipsy, or perhaps an Indian woman, or a Nymph, or a
brown fairy. ' My daughter, when at the age of fifteen. Thank
you, yes ; it is admitted to be a speaking likeness. Yet the
Academy refused it. You see,' he added, with a smde, 'they will

not allow a man who has a title to paint. We must not touch
things professional.'

' Is it possible ?
' cried Mrs. Hallowes, who knew almost as

much about Art as poor Virginie. ' Is it possible ? The most deli-

cately-painted, the most striking likeness.'

Virginie was sitting in an easy-chair, beside a lamp covered with
a soft, warm shade, whose colour was reflected on her cheek

;

other lamps with soft shades were standing about the room, so that

it glowed with a soft subdued light : she held a fan in her hand :

her eyes were soft and dreamy : she was listening to the soft and
dreamy music.

Maude went on playing, and watched with keen and anxious
eyes. So far all was well : her brother, for the first time in her
experience, seemed attracted : she played more softly— more
dreamily : in the old, old days, when he was a lad fresh from Eton,
and stUl open to sweet influences, this dreamy music would make
hmi sit hstening as long as she chose to play. The thoughts of a boy
are long, long thoughts ; and now he was a man, with hardened heart,

and the old innocence was gone : but yet the music touched him.
Yet not as it had done formerly, when it roused liis mind for a

moment to noble ambitions. Now it fell upon his soul as some
potent drug mounts to the brain, and makes a man see things which
exist not and believe things impossible to be real. His freedom
was already achieved—somehow : he was actually free—in imagi-
nation. The ' other one ' had actually accepted her discbarge—in

his imagination.

He was able to do—under these happy circumstances—what his

sister wanted him to do. He would make her happy : he would
make his cousin happy : he would make his father happy. Every-
body shoidd be happy, till the money was all gone. He put the
thing to himself in this lively benevolent way, as if it was a duty
closely connected with the fifth command»ent.
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' Virginie,' he whispered.

She bluslied. It was the first time that her cousin had addressed
her by her Cliristian name.

' Virginie,' he repeated, gently. I have said that he had a low,
rich voice.

Maude heard. She saw her brother's bending head and her
cousin's blushing cheeks ; and she went on playing more softly,

more dreamily, as if her very soul were wrapped and lapped in the
melody.

' May I see you alone ?
' he asked. ' Virginie, my happiness is

at stake.'

His own happiness, of com-se. After all, you can't ask a girl to

marry you on the ground that it will make her happy. Less selfish

men than Guy approach this delicate subject in the same manner.
' My happiness is at stake,' he repeated, feeling quite sure that

the magnitude of the interests involved would not fail of moving
any woman's heart.

She made no reply. Maude, watching, saw how her colour

came and went.
Then Lord Ferrier stepped to her, and interrupted the conver-

sation.
' Will you sing to me, my dear 1

' he said. ' Will you sing me
one of your little French songs ?

'

' If that will give you any pleasure, my Lord.'
' All that you do, fair cousin, gives me pleasure. You are bom

under a happy star, to give nothing but pleasure to all who love you,

my dear.'

She smiled, and sang her song. Guy stood by her. When she

finished, he whispereJ, again, ' Let me see you alone. Let me call

upon you to-morrow. You will see me alone 1
'

' I will try,' she said, blushing.

Mrs. Hallowes had other engagements for the evening ; but
when they came away, Virginie requested to be set down at home.
She had a headache ; she wanted to be alone.

' My dear,' said her guardian. ' Captain Ferrier asked me to-

night to allow him to see you to-morrow alone. I told him that I

could not possibly make any objection. But your decision is in your
own hands, Virginie. Shall I say anything for it—or against it ]

'

' Oh ! no—no !
' she replied ;

' only ... it seems so sudden
. . . and what will Captain Kemyss say ? and my mother ? and
Tom ?

'

'If Tom is a good brother,' said Mrs. Hallowes, 'he will be
rejoiced. Cajatain Kemyss is a sensible man. Of course he will be
rejoiced. And as for your mother, why, my dear, can it be pos-

sible that she would not rejoice at your marriage with the heir, who
will some day be the head of the House, the future Lord Ferrier I

Ask your heart, my dear, and leave \\\e rest to me.'
' I ask my heart in vain,' said the girl, half laughing, hall

sighing ;
' for I get no reply.'
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' You do not dislike him 1
'

' Oh ! no—no. How can I disHke a man so good and noble

as Guy ?

'

Mrs. Hallowes said nothing for a while. She was, in fact, lost

in natural admiration of Maude's great cleverness, because she had,

for her own part, looked in vain for the least sign of this great

nobility ; Maude had filled this young person's mind with a
romantic and impossible conception of her brother's character.

Nevertheless, if the end was good, what matter for the means ]

Besides is there any romance which lasts beyond the fourth week
of the honeymoon ?

' If you do not dislike him, my dear child, the way is already

paved for love. But, indeed, I would not seek to persuade you.

Ask, I say again, your own heart.'

All night long, Virginie lay tossing, disquiet, anxious. If she

dropped asleep, dreadful dreams came to her. She was back at

Mon De'sir. Tom looked at her with reproachful eyes ; the Pro-
fessor held up hands at her and turned away in despair, reminding
her that he had always loved her, and expected to be considered,

after Tom ; even Captain Kemyss, when he saw her coming slowly

up the avenue of palms, dropped his face in his hands, as if he were
asliamed of her.

Bjit why ? For surely a great thing for her, and a thing wliich

her father would have liked ; and Captain Ferrier was the best of

men, although of such sensitive and highly strung nature ; and per-

haps it would please Lord Ferrier ; and Maude would like it ; and
Mrs. Hallowes would like it. And yet—and yet—some fear, some
regret, some disappointment in her mind. And when she rose on
the morning which was to be that of her betrothal it was with red
eyes and a heavy heart.

' Guy,' Maude whispered before they parted. ' Wliat did you
say to Virginie to-night I

'

' I could not say much with all of you in the room. Wliat I am
to say to-morrow will please yon. Maude.'

' I hope it will please her.'
' I suppose it will. Why shouldn't it ?

' Most girls like to
marry an eldest son. Besides . . . Oh ! of course it will please her.

'

'And then . . . Guy . . . Remember a wife is not a sister.' The
tears came into her eyes. . . .

' If you make her unhappy—as you
have mademe unhap]>y—I shall ne iqy forget that, if I had told her the
truth, she would rather die than marry you. Yet, if not for you,
for my father's sake I would do it again, whatever the consequences.
I would rather that Virginie were unhappy than that his last

years should be disgi'aced.'

' Thank ynu, Maude. You are a kind and loving sister. You
always contrive to say such pleasant things when a man has gone
out of his way to please you.'

z2
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' I say the truth to you, now and then, because I cannot help it,

I suppose. Good-night, Guy ! You have got all my little fortune
;

you have got all the money you can raise on your reversionary
interests

;
you are loaded and crushed with debts

;
you have gambled

everything away. There is this one chance left you—a sweet and
true-hearted girl, who will love you for yourself if you show her a
grain of sympathy, and who will bring you a fortune that will set

you up for life, unless you tlu-ow that away as well. But I know
—oh ! I know—what will be the end of it. It is all I can do for

you, Guy
;
your last chance—your last chance. And God forgive

you if ... ' Her voice broke, and she left him.
Guy looked after her angrily.

'What the devil,' he said, ' has come to Maude to-night 1 As
for Virginie '

Then he thought of the money-bags, and that sweet vision of

green cloth floated before his eyes, and he smiled. Wliat mattered
IMaude's anger or Virginie's happiness, compared with the glorious

fight with chance lying almost within his grasp 1 He went to his

club, and drank a brandy-and-soda. Then he remembered the
interview wliich he must have, some time, with his wife. His con-
science was pretty well dead within him ; but yet he did seem to

remember that there was an ugly word in three syllables which
stood for a certain unlawful thing, only possible to be committed
by men already once married. But, then !—pah !—absurd ! Violet
would be only too glad to accept her release.

CHAPTER y.

THE ENGAGEMENT.

In the morning Captain Ferrier made a mistake which is common,
indeed, but always fatal—that is to say, he put the cart before the
horse. In other words, he reckoned his cliickens before they were
hatched. To be more precise, because he wanted a thing to happen
he supposed that it was going to happen, even though rivers would
have to run up hills and rain to fall out of cloudless skies. To be
intelligible to the meanest comprehension, he neglected to follow
an old precept, designed for such as himself, which teaches that it

is well to be off with the old love before you are on with the new.
Bluebeard owed the greatest successes of his romantic career to

remembering this proverb, which Captain Ferrier forgot. To come
to facts, he called upon Virginie before he called upon Violet.

Now, it was most essential for the successful conduct of his case
that the latter should fall in with his views and be a consenting
party to that ugly word of six letters and three syllables.

Virginie received him with a conscious blush, because, of course,

ahe knew well what he nauie to say. She was still actively engaged
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In following Mrs. Hallowes's advice—namely, in asking her own
heart. Nothing is more difficult to do, when you come to try it.

For, first, how are you to put your questions ? What questions are
you to put ? And suppose you get no answer—what are you to do
next ? This was exactly poor Yirginie's case. She wanted to find
out how she should like to marry her cousin, and she could not get
the least glimpse or foreshadowing of what would hajjpen, or how
things might be, either towards happiness or repentance in the
future. Nor could she understand herself as Guy Ferrier's daily
companion. If she had been older, more experienced, a reader of
novels or of poetry, she would have understood perfectly well that
there was no fluttering of her heart at the prospect before her, and
that she cared nothing at all about the man, but only respected an
ideal. Also she would have understood that what Mrs. Hallowes
and ladies like unto her mean by the phrase of asking one's heart
is to be interpreted in the sense of ' consider the establislmient and
the position.' But this she did not understand, and it would have
been incredible to her that her cousin, this soul of honour and fine

feeling, could esteem her fortune as of the least importance in

asking her to be his wife. She was as yet little more than a child
in experience, though eighteen years of age : she knew nothing
more of society than she had learned from four months witli Mrs.
Hallowes, and even that lady knew nothing about the personal
character of Captain Ferrier. To be sure, the personal character
of the heir to a peerage must be very, very bad to form an obstacle
to marriage

;
yet there are some vices, of which the inveterate vice

of gambling is one, which cannot be overlooked even by women of
the world. English girls teach each other and learn from books
and the talk of their elders the true meaning, the proportion, the
value of things, especially of money and rank, concerning which no
'class of persons' can be said to feel more strongly or to distinguish
more correctly. But who was to teach this young colonial that
nothing is what it seems to be, and that we buUd our social structure
on make-believe and assumption %

In one of the queer, wild desrecjUs romances of the last century,
when the French, like the Russians of the present day, were busy
tearing every social institution up by the roots to see whetlier it

would not grow equally well with the roots up and the head down,
there was a certain ingenious Abbe', who wrote the history of a
young lady brought up in a single room, and introduced to the out-
side world after she arrived at years of womanhood. Naturally,
she took a new, original, and quite unconventional view of the
things which she saw. Virginie was in something of the same
condition as the young lady brought up in the bos. She believed
what she was told, and what she saw. Therefore, when Maude
told her how great and good and generous a man was her only
brother, she naturally accepted the assurance, and wondered where
BO admirable a man would find a wife worthy of him. That she
herself would be asked to occupy that position was, indeed, most
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amazing. And now he stood before her ; he bent over her ; he
whispered in his low, full voice, which really sounded as if he was
full of feeling.

' Virginie ! you know why I am here. Will you bid me hope %

'

She made no reply, because she did not know what to say.

'It is for my own happiness.' These wei-e the words he had
used last night ; and it did seem to Virginie, even at that moment,
as if, at such a moment, there was more to be considered than her
suitor's happiness.

Still she made no reply.
' My sister, Maude, will be pleased, I know. My father will be

pleased, I am sure. Virginie, give me your hand.'

He took it. He held it. Then he stooped and kissed her
forehead. She had said nothing ; not one word ; but she was
engaged.

Her lover dropped her hand and walked to the window, with a

sigh. Why did he sigh ? He stayed there for a few minutes
without saying anytliing. Then he came back, and sat beside

her.

He spoke slowly, and said little, and that little was strange.

It was an arrangement, he repeated, in cold and measured words,

that would be satisfactory to all concerned. It was necessary for

him to marry ; it was pleasant to marry his cousin ; they would
have an early day fixed ; his father would, perhaps, be the best

person to write to Captain Kemyss, and she should write to her
mother, and perhaps she would tell Mrs. Hallowes, and so they

could all go on just the same as before. ' Of coui'se,' he said, ' 1

shall be delighted to do anything for you that I possibly can.

You will, I know, command me. But about balls and evening

parties
'

' Oh ! I do not want you to go anywhere unless you like.'

' Thank you. I am not fond of these social things. You
greatly relieve me. It is very good of you.' He spoke with an
approach to feeling, ' I always think that a pair of people who are

going to be married look absurd going about together. So glad

that you agree with me.'

Then he rose, and said that he believed there was no more
to be said, and he kissed her again on the forehead and went
away.

Poor Virginie had no experience in love-making, and had read

few novels ; but she had looked for the display of more feeling.

Still, a man of Guy's refinement was not to be expected to make
boisterous love, like a common rustic and an ungoverned person.

Perhaps, however, he would say more when he recovered from the

emotion under which he had been labom'ing—that sigh !—and
when she herself recovered from her fright.

Then Mrs. Hallowes came into the room and asked her, with a

Bmile, if she had seen Captain Ferrier, and then kissed her, and
told her that she was a girl greatly to be envied, and that her owa
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fortune, added to her lover's position, ought to enable her to take

any place—any place she pleased—in Society. ' And then, my
dear,' she said, ' you will remember me, and ask me to your very

best parties.'

The happy lover went straight to his sister. He was feeling,

in fact, pretty low about the tiling he had done. Still, there was

no cause for anxiety : not the least. The other person would be

rejoiced to meet him half way. But he rather began to wish that

he had paid the less pleasant visit first.

' I've done it, Maude,' he said, in deep and sepulchral tones.

' Done it ! You mean that you have actually
'

' Yes. I'm engaged to the Creole girl. That's what I mean.'
' Oh ! Guy. I am so happy and thankful. But why are you

looking gloomy over it 1
'

' Because I feel gloomy.'
' I suppose I am a fool ; but I confess I cannot sympathise

with you, my brother.'
' No. I did not suppose you would,'
' It can't be money at such a moment.'
' It isn't money. It's worse than money, perhaps. Oh !

Maude ' Here he stopped. 'No. Now I'm engaged,' he

added, more lightly, ' I shall go round and tell them all to wait.'

' There is no one—is there '—Maude asked suspiciously, ' that

you would rather marry 1 You are not in love, somewhere else,

are you, Guy ?

'

' In love ! Women are always thinking of love. No ; there

is no one else I would rather marry. Come, Maude, never mind.

Be pleased because you've got what you wanted, and I shall have

the money—with the wife. Pity I can't borrow it of her, and let

her marry someone else.'

' Do you happen to know—but, of course, you could not ask

her—how it is settled 1
'

'I don't know. I suppose I shall get the spending of it,

somehow, whichever way it is settled.'

' I asked Mrs. Hallowes once, but she does not know. Nor
does she know how much it is. There is a charge on the estate for

the mother for life ; that is all she knows. Well, Guy '—she

heaved a great sigh
— 'you will have it, whatever the amoimt is

;

but I hope, I sincerely hope, that it is all tied up and settled upon

her, so that she cannot even sell out.'

' No one loses who can hold on,' said Guy, gravely. *" The
devil of it is having to leave off just when your luck is on the turn.

Don't be afraid, Maude. I shall do very well. Will you tell my
father, or shall I '\

'

' Do you tell him, Guy. He will be greatly pleased, I am sure.

Go now and tell him ; and, for Heaven's sake, my dear boy, try

not to look as if you were going to be hanged.'
' I wonder,' said Maude to herself. ' I wonder what it is—who

it is. He says there is nobody he would rather marry. At one



812 THEY WERE MARBTEB.

time I was afraid he might have got himself entangled. But it

can't be that. Why has he always set his face against marriage ?

And shall—oh ! shall I—get my jewels back 1
'

No ; she will never get her jewels back, because now she has

found out why Guy's engagement oppressed him with so profound
a gloom.

Lord Terrier was, indeed, greatly pleased. Nothing that his

son had done pleased him so much. Indeed, the contemplation of

his successor's career so far gave him little cause for gratification,

although he knew nothing of the quagmire of debts, liabilities,

money raised on reversionary interests and post obits in which Guy
was plunged.

' I congratulate you,' he said, ' on your good taste and good
judgment. Virginie is a most charming girl. I shall go this

afternoon to tell her so, and to thank her for giving you her hand.

Her fortune is considerable, and, properly husbanded, may help to

win back some of our lost acres. You must regard it as a trust for

that purpose, Guy. Think of your successors.'
' I will, sir,' said Guy, with conviction.
' I suppose that there is no need to hurry the wedding. "We

must first get the consent of her mother and her guardian, Captain

Kemyss. It is now June. It will take two months or so to get

their reply, which we may understand will be favourable. Let us

hold the wedding in September, if that will do for everybody ;

and, considering that Virginie is already a daughter of the house,

I think, Guy, that we should celebrate the event at The Towers.

But all shall be as she wishes ; all as she wfshes.'

The old man began to make plans for the happiness of the

young pair. They should live at The Towers, if they pleased ; he

wanted nothing but bachelor's quarters there : they could have the

town house where they pleased, and so on.
' And, Guy, now that you are engaged, I think you shoiJd send

in your papers. You have had nearly ten years' soldiering, which

is five more than my allowance. A country gentleman owes duties

to his country ; and, if I were you, I would take up politics. Your
wife, with her wonderful beauty and her manner, which is charming,

is fitted to become a leader of society. She might even become to

the Conservative cause what Lady Palmerston was to the Liberals.

She should be of the greatest help to you, if you care for a political

career. And why not, Guy ? Why not ? Surely there never was

a time when there was a better opening for a man of ability.

Think it over.'
' I will, sir,' said Guy. ' I will think it over.'

He went away, and his father fell to building castles in the air,

based on the many virtues of his promised daughter-in-law. Then
Maude came, and they talked together about it, and how wonder-

fully things had turned out as they wished, and what a remarkable

Providence it was that a bride and a fortune should be found for

Guy in so forgotten and obscure a place as Palmiste Island,
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* Let the fortune be tied up,' said Maude, anxiously, 'so that

Guy cannot touch any of it, or dispose of it.'

'By all means,' her father replied. 'Yet I like a wife to show
Bome trust in her husband. All these arrangements should be left

to her guardian. We will go and see Mrs. Hallowes this afternoon,

Maude. Of course you will be gracious to her. I have observed

that you have always been kind to her. Perhaps with a view

—

Maude, is every woman a match-maker ? We will go this afternoon,

and we will bring gifts. I shall give her one of my pictures—the

Joan of Arc, I think, or the Mary Queen of Scots. And we will

find something pretty among the old gimcracks : something belong-

ing to your great-grandmother, who was also her own. That she

will value much better than if we bought her some new trinket in

Bond Street. Come, Maude, let us go and turn over some of the

pretty tilings.

Thus was Virginie engaged : thus was she welcomed as a

daughter by the old Lord and a sister by Maude. They all dined

with Mrs. Hallowes that evening. Guy was still silent and pre-

occupied, thinking over his great and singular happiness, no doubt.

Virginie looked in vain for any words of the deeper heart, because

none came at all. And even Mrs. Hallowes thought, though she

said notliing, that a little attention was due from the young man to

his fiancee ; and that Captain Ferrier seemed certainly the coldest

lover she had ever heard of. But Lord Ferrier saw nothing of

this : he was the lover : he made Vu-ginie sit beside him and held

her hand in his, and stroked her hair, and whispered how happy
she would make him in becoming his daughter, and what a lucky

man was his son.

CHAPTER VL

HtrSBAiO) AKD WIFE.

The interview with Yiolet must be held sooner or later, because,

from the very nature of the things to be said, they could not possibly

be written. One may have no conscience—many men certainly

have no conscience ; but few men are destitute of connnon sense,

and there is generally some caution in wickedness. Again, to put
down in black and white—which may be read by anybody—an
offer to your wife that she may, if she please, go and marry some
one else, provided you are allowed the same liberty, would be,

besides a very imprudent thing, a thing which might go straight to

the head, and lead to repentance before the deed. This kind of

repentance is regrettable, because it sometimes ends in preventing

the crime altogether. Yet one wonders why it has not been
preached up more. Again, if you go and make such an ofter in

words, you may be able to dress it up in flowers and figures of
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fancy, so that by persuasive art its great wickedness may be con-
cealed, and its general advantages alone remain in sight. Now the
general advantages of a clean slate are obvious to all.

Guy knew his wife's address, because it was the old one. He
knew that she still lived with Paul Perigal, as she had done in

former days. He called at the house the next morning at twelve.

J\Iiss Lovelace was not returned from the theatre : he would wait

for her. No ; he would not give his card. Miss Lovelace would
see him when she came home.

He walked upstairs with the air of a man who knew his way
about the house, and went into the drawing-room.

A young lady—rather a pretty girl—rose as he came in.

'Pardon me,' said Guy, astonished ; 'I am waiting to see Miss
Lovelace.'

The girl gathered up some work.
' I will tell her,' she said. ' Perhaps she will not be home for

half an hour. But Mr. Perigal will be back immediately.'

'I do not want to see Mr. Perigal at all,' said Guy, rudely.
' May I ask, if you please, who you are ?

'

' I am the boy's governess and companion '—it was, in fact,

Elsie ;
' and at present he is asleep.'

And then she knew, by the change in her visitor's face and
the sudden look of resemblance, to whom she was talking.

' I will go,' she said, hastily ; and fairly ran out of the room.
' A governess !

' He had forgotten the boy. ' Already a
governess. Yes ; he must be in his sixth year. By gad ! And
Yiolet has got on.' He looked about him. The room was hung
with bright curtains ; there were flowers in the window ; it was
papered and painted in the new style ; on the walls were pictures,

some of them good ; there were choice cups and all kinds of pretty

things in cabinets. ' She has got on. In the old days there was a
ragged carpet here, and it was the girl's school-room, where she
learned to act ; and a table with marks of beer, and pipes on the

mantelshelf ; and an old man in a shabby coat.'
' I think—oh ! Mr. Perigal, don't go upstairs. I think '—cried

Elsie, below, in great agitation— ' it is her husband come back
again. A tall man with dark eyes. When I said I was the gover-

ness, he scowled. Shall I go upstairs and watch beside the boy ?

Shall I call a policeman 1

'

'I will beard him,' said the actor, solemnly.
"Wlaen the door opened and the old man appeared Guy per-

ceived that he was transformed as well—tliat is, his coat was no
longer shabby. Violet's success meant new coats and new boots
for her old friend—it would, also, let us add, have meant honour-
able retirement to her father the carpenter, and her mother the

dresser ; but they would have died out of harness—and new furni-

ture for the house, and newness and brightness generally, with a
good deal of champagne, which Paul regarded, just as the young
man of the present day, as the drink of the gods. The old man
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also had a beautiful new wig, curly, well combed, and as black as

when he was freshly entering upon the thirties. Also his eyebrows

were beautifully pencilled, so that if he could have hidden the

crow's-feet and shaken a more jaunty leg he might have passed for

forty.
' Oh ! ' said Paul, recognising him. * You are the man, are you ?

You are—the—man.' He spoke with a hissing breath between

every word, which is one way, and very effective too, of expressing

contempt.
' What the devil ' began Guy.
' You are my Violet's husband ; and a pretty husband too. You

desert her a year after you married her
;
you send her back without

a penny in her pocket for her baby and herself : you leave her for

five years ; and when she makes her mark and begins to command
her price you come back to stand in with her. That is the kind

of man, sir, you are.'

It was remarkable about Paul Perigal that, even when in

deepest earnest, he used old catchwords of the stage. Sometimes

they were so very old that they had long since lost tlieir force.

' Good Lord ! ' said Guy, taken completely aback at this unex-

pected charge. He expected to be accused of cruelty, and of

neglect, and desertion ; but it did not occur to him that his visit

would be construed into an attempt to live upon his wife's salary.

Yet the suggestion gave him a liint, which he was not slow to act

upon. They were afraid that he would claim a husband's rights

over her money, were they ? Good.
'We are no longer, however,' Paul Perigal went on, 'without

defenders. We have friends. It is no more a question of one old

man—nobody but myself—standing between the serpent and his

victim-che-yild.' He really was quite desperately in earnest ; but

he had personated virtuous indignation so often on the stage that

in real emotion he naturally fell back upon the language of melo-

drama. ' We have but to raise our hands, and all London would

rise in defence of its favourite, the fair and accomplished Violet—
my pupil—your innocent victim—Mr.—IVIr.—Marryer-under-false-
names !

'

' You are an old fool
!

' said Guy.
^Vllat Paul would have said in reply, one knows not. Wlaile he

was gathering himself together for the effort of retort, Violet her-

self burst into the room. She heard downstairs that a gentleman

was waiting for her, and she divined who her visitor might be.
' How dare you come to this house 1

' she asked, with resolution

in her eye.

'I see,' said Guy, slowly. He was sitting in her easiest and
most comfortable chair, and did not go through the formality of

rising for purposes of greeting or courtesy. ' I see that success has

not changed your temper.'
' Daddy,' said Violet, quietly, ' leave us alone. No, I am not

in the least afraid of the man, I assure you.' She shut the door
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after him, and then, standing beside the table, looked her husband
in the face, not defiantly, but as one who has the command of the

Bituation.

'I want to talk to you quietly, and without heroics. If you
please to listen

'

' Go on,' said Violet. ' The very sight of you fires my blood

—

but go on—go on—let me hear you.'
' What I have to say shall be brief. When we parted it was on

the understanding that we should never at any time trouble one
another again.'

' It was. Then why do you come here ?

'

* You told me to go my way, and you would go yours.'
' I did. I have gone my way. It has been a hard and toilsome

way : but I have won what I wanted.'
' Very good, I shall not seek to disturb you in the possession of

anything tliat you may have won if you agree to my proposition. I

have gone my way, too. But I have not been so fortunate as you.

I have lost what I hoped to win.'
' Oh ! ' She meant to imply that she cared nothing at all

whether he won or lost.

' I am now,' he continued, ' a perfectly ruined man. There is

nothing left. I have raised money on my reversionary interests till

they are mortgaged to the hilt ; I have debts which must be paid

—

somehow—debts of honour. There is one way by wliich I can pay
those debts.'

' What do your debts concern me 1
'

' They might concern you very seriously. Of course you know
that, as your husband, I have the right to draw all your pay.'

Violet tm-ned pale. That was what Paul had told her.
' Draw my pay ? But we are separated.'
' That makes no difference unless we are separated under a bond

and agreement, which is not the case. However, the question may
not arise. I only mentioned it to show that my creditors might, if

they pleased '

'Goon.'
' There is, I said, one way out of the difficulty. It is nothing for

you to consent to—in fact, you will be the greatest gainer by it

—

which is why I expect you to agree—and yet it is everything for

me. Tell me, is there the least chance of any present or future

reconciliation between us l
'

'Never—never—never.' Her resolute lips were set firm. She
meant it. The wounds inflicted on her by this man were stUl fresh

in her memoiy. She would never forget them.
' Quite so. And what I expected—and hoped. Yes ; hoped,

by Jove,' he said, in the hard and cruel tones which had formerly

maddened her.
' We regard each other,' he went on, ' with profound aversion.

We do not wish ever to meet again, not even to hear from each

©ther. Is not that the case ?

'
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'It is.'

' Then, Violet,' he said, springing to his feet, ' make the separa-

tion complete. We were married in secret. We will be divorced

in secret. I give you your liberty. Go ; marry—if you please

—

and anyone you please. I am sorry to have stood in your light so

long. You are bound no longer—we are divorced.'

He spoke rapidly, gesticulating with his hands.
' You agree ?

' he asked.

She was carried way by his impetuous words ; she was on the

point of accepting the release offered her, when, fortunately, the

old distrust of all he did or said came back to her, and she hesi-

tated.
* You make me free,' she said, 'on condition of my making you

free in return. Is that so ?

'

' Certainly. It is not a gift which I offer you. I have no gifts

for you. The time of making gifts is past and gone long ago. This
is a bargain.'

' It is a bargain,' she repeated. ' If I accept it
'

'If you accept it,' he interposed, 'you will be free to make any
match you please among your numerous admirers. No one will

know anything of the past ; nobody need know. I was married as

plain Richard Johnson, you in your own name of Emily Hicks.

The only witnesses were your own father and the old actor. They
can be squared, I suppose. Who would identify Richard Johnson
with me ? Who would find EmUy Hicks in Violet Lovelace ?

'

' I should be free to marry again. But suppose I do not want
to marry again ?

'

' Hang it ! you will some day.'
* And you—if I accept—will also marry again.'
' Yes ; I shall many a woman with money.'
* Do you love her ?

'

' What has that got to do with the thing ? She has money ; I
want money.'

'Yes,' she was trying to put the matter quite clearly before

herself. ' And if I do not accept ?

'

' Then—many things will happen to you—and to me—and you
wiU discover tliat the bond of husband and wife may lead to dis-

agreeable surprises. Come, Violet, do not be revengeful, even if I

seem at first to have the best of the bargain. In the long run '

' And when he grows up—when the boy asks me who was his

father—what am I to say 1
'

' Richard Johnson, Gentleman, Deceased. Poor Dick ! Wipe
your eyes. Call him Johnson. Show the boy your marriage lines.

Speak tenderly of his father.'
' And the boy's rights ?

'

' What rights ?

'

' Your heir's rights—what of them ? No ; when the boy is of

age he shall know the truth.'

Guy pondered. When the boy came of age. That would be in
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sixteen years' time. Sixteen years. The curate who had married
them had long since forgotten the obscure couj)le wlio stood before
him one cold day in November. The witnesses, Paul Perigal and
Hicks, the carpenter, would most certainly be dead in sixteen
years. Who was to identify him with Richard Johnson ? Who
could prove that the Richard Johnson, the undoubted husband of

Violet, was himself—Guy Ferrier ? And as for letters from him,
there was not one—he remembered with infinite satisfaction—not
one, because he had never written her a single letter.

' I agree,' he said, softly and persuasively, ' to acknowledging
the boy as my heir when he is of age. Till then, you can keep
him out of the way. Now, Violet, once more consider my proposal.

Let me go free ; let me marry without creating any scandal
;
go

and marry yourself, if you like. If you do this, you will have the
boy to yourself

;
you can bring him up anyhow you please. When

he is of age, but not before, tell him that he is to be the next Lord
Ferrier. Bring him to me, and you will be heartily glad that '

' What kind of things will happen to me 1 ' she asked.
' First of all, there will be an almighty smash. Then, every-

body will know that the beautiful Violet Lovelace is the wife of the
man who has smashed, and his creditors will include her money in

the estate.'

'And the Boy—oh ! the Boy,' she cried.
' A man is always allowed to have the custody of his boy at the

age of seven. The boy is now, I suppose, about five. I shall most
certainly, if you do not accept my terms, take away the boy as soon
as he is seven years old. Understand me quite clearly. I am not
at all the man to be moved by your crying and tears. Tlie boy shall

be mine as soon as he is seven years of age.'

The mother's cheek grew pale.

'There is no act of cruelty or wickedness,' she said, 'that you
would not commit. But have my boy you shall not, so long as

there is a house in England where I may hide him. What next will

happen 1
'

' The boy will be the heir to a title, and nothing else.'

' He is that, already. For I suppose you will spend all the

money there is.'

Violet had never played in any piece where there had been
mention of entail. She therefore knew nothing about the laAvs of

real property. People have different opportunities and privileges

of acquiring knowledge. An actress learns the secrets of the
outside world by the parts she plays.

Guy was about to explain to her that it might be necessary to

cut off the entail by consent of the tenant in possession, his father,

and himself, but, as he saw that she knew nothing of the subject,

he forbore.
' I will acknowledge him. I daresay we shall find a way out of

the row about my second marriage, if there is to be any row Is

not this a fair offer ? If you do not accept it, you will have to fight
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for your money and for your boy ; because I will lay my hands on
both.'

' I must consider,' said Yiolet, presently. ' I do not know what
traps you may be laying. I must consider. I will send you a
reply.'

' Nonsense,' he said, roughly. ' What is the use of considering?

The thing is perfectly plain. Nothing could be simpler. If you
were to consider for a twelvemonth, it could not be plainer.'

' No. I will not decide without consideration. I will send you
a reply. Now, if you j^lease, go.'

' If you hate me, as I believe you do, Violet ; if you desire

never to see or hear from me again, you will accept.'
' I do, from my veiy soul, desire never to see you again. I am

a most unhappy woman because I ever fell in your way. Yet I

will not accept your offer without further consideration. Listen !

Do you hear that voice 1

'

It was the boy. He had awakened from his morning nap, and
Elsie was bringing him, laughing and prattling, downstairs, to have
his dinner.

' That is your son's voice. Would you like to see him ?

'

'No.' This evidence of the child's existence startled and
alarmed him. ' No. I do not wish to see the boy.'

' I am glad I heard him, for he has made me very certain I can
accept nothing at your hands without consideration. He reminds
me, too—could I have forgotten it?—that your offer to me is a
mockery. How should I marry, having to tell that boy his secret 1

How should I commit this dreadful crime that you propose and dare
to look ujion the boy and to tell him that secret ? How could I

bring upon the innocent child shame for his mother. That shame,
at least, he shall never feel. I am an actress ; that I cannot help.

Why, if I could help it, I would not, because it is my pride and
joy. I do not think the boy will ever be ashamed of his mother's
profession. If he is to be ashamed, it shall be of liis father. So

—

I refuse your proposal.'
' Violet, you are a fool

;
you do not know what you are doing

—you do not consider. . . . Remember ... I do not use idle

threats '

' Do what you like—what you can. I refuse your offer. Offer ?

It is no offer ; it is not in your power to give me back my freedom.
What a fool I was not to see that from the first ! No one can.

Nothing but death can cut that miserable tie. There is my answer.
And now, if you please, go !

'

' One moment, Violet. You can, if you please, set up your
back and refuse your consent ; but you had better not. Now I

modify my offer. You will do as you like. I care nothing at all

whether you marry or whether you do not. All I say is, let me do
what I please without molestation or fear of interference. Yes

;

yes, I know what you are going to say. Who is there who will tell

you that the man you married six years ago has married again 1
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Don't interfere with me, and then I will not interfere with you. If

you stand between me and my proposed marriage, then—Misa
Violet Lovelace, or Mrs. Ferrier, or whatever you call yourself

—

remember that you have a desperate man to deal with.'
' And yet I will not promise anything. No—I will consider,

before all, the rights of the boy. But I will think it over. If it

were not for him, I would let you commit this crime without a
word. Because of my boy, because I am a mother, I think not
only of him but of the other poor creature whom you are going to

delude and lead into misery. Oh ! Guy, if you could see yourself

as those who know you see you ! If you could see the miserable,

contemptible figure you cut, when, no doubt, you think you are a
gallant gentleman ! Go—you are but a sneak and a coward.'

He made no reply ; but he went away. As he opened the

street-door he heard the voice of the boy again shouting and laugh-

ing. But this did not soften his heart.

He walked westward, among the squares of Bloomsbury, think-

ing what he would do. He might break his engagement with
Virginie and let the smash come, and await the consequences. He
might go on with it, and let Violet do what she pleased. That was
the best thing to do. Probably she would do notliing. She would
be too much afraid of his wrath to do anything. He could take

the boy ; he could spend her money ; he could make himself in-

fernally disagreeable. Yes ; he would go on. She would submit.

And as soon as these two witnesses to his marriage were dead he
would snap his fingers at Violet and bid her do her worst.

CHAPTER yn.

love's young dream.

When the engagement was fairly and happily accomplished,

Maude sat down and breathed more freely. If her brother was
in debt and difhculties, her father knew nothing, and, for the

present, need know nothing. Perhaps a turn might be taken for

the better. Perhaps Guy might be influenced by a wife.
' I shall expect you,' she told him, ' to pay Virginie the atten-

tion she deserves. You must pretend to be in love with her, if

you are not. Meantime leave her to me. I have already led her
to believe you are a second King Arthur—Heaven forgive me ! I

must manage, somehow, so that the drop from imagination to

reality may prove less than . . . than you have given me reason

to expect.'

'Do you think,' he replied, sulkily, 'that I shall cuflf and kick

her ? Come, Maude, don't be gloomy. You egged me on. I

didn't want to marry the girl. You ought to be happy about it.'
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' So I should be, Guy, if I could think that any happiness will

come to any of us out of it. And it is my doing, whatever comes.

Well,' she sighed, 'do not get into any fresh difficulties until your

wedding-day. And—oh ! Guy ; can you—can you keep away
from the tables for a little while—only till the autumn 1

'

He laughed, but not cheerfully. Because he meant that he was

not going even to try to keep away from the tables. It was not in

order to abstain from the one thing he loved that he was going to

run this frightful risk of marriage. Not at all. Quite the con-

trary. But, then, women are never reasonable.

When one reads how the most worshipful the Lord Mayor, and
with him a following of amiable people, lift up their voices against

the wickedness of the French in allowing Monaco to continue, one

is remmded of a certain text about a mote and a beam, inasmuch

as for every franc which is daily lost and won in that wicked

peninsula ten thousand are daily lost and won in the hells of this

most virtuous city of West London. Yet my Lord INIayor maketh
no sign. If, indeed, hypocrisy be chiefly known in the condemna-

tion of sins to which we are secretly addicted, or to which we feel

iio attraction, then, indeed, we are a nation of the most gigantic

hypocrites—Patagonian hypocrites. We hold indignation meet-

ings about the opium trade—and our people are being ruined, body
and brain, by bad drinks worse than any opium

;
we hold up our

hands at the buying and selling of slaves
;
yet we allow women to

work twelve hours a day for four shillings a week ; and by this

underpayment of women's labour, our long hours of shops, and in

a hundred other ways, we keep our white slaves, and grow rich

upon their labour. All these things make one long for a Prophet,

because, if I understand the Prophetic character aright, his most

important function

—

a very uncomfortable one—was to make
people see clearly their own wickedness, and the evil things lying

under their very noses. No doubt Aliab, before Elijah came, wa^j

often indignant when he thought of the abominable wickedness of

his Syrian neighbour, Benhadad.
As my Lord Mayor and his friends have not yet spoken on the

subject, there exist, for the convenience of young men like Captain

Ferrier, half a dozen clubs, where the noble game of baccarat, not

to speak of ecartd, picquet, napoleon, pitch and toss, loo, lans-

quenet, and many other ingenious devices for the exchange of

money—the humbling of the mighty for good, and the exalting of

the poor for a season—may be tnjoyed. They are chiefly main-

tained by and for the gilded youth and the youth who are believed

to be gilded. These young men of the modern time take their

fliing in a manner not unworthy of their ancestors, save that for

punch they substitute champagne ; and for beer, champagne ; and
for port, champagne ; and that they do not laugh much, and are

generally rather low in their spirits, and therefore need the

stimulus of champagne at breakfast and at luncheon, and at din-

ner, and at the chiming of the midnight bells, and at early matina.
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They ' fling ' in many directions ; but for the present one has only
to do with their favourite pastime of the midnight baccarat.

Guy's engagement at first brought him luck. Everybody knows
how luck follows luck, just as misfortunes crowd thick upon each
other. His tradesmen, whose name was legion, suddenly changed
their front, and showed an amount of conhdence which was ex-

hilarating, and made him feel like buying everything ; the men
who held his promissory notes ceased to look anxious ; the gentle-

man who had advanced liim money on his reversionary interests

began to consider prayerfully the subject of the marriage settle-

ments ; and, in addition, he had a steady flow of luck nearly every
night. So that he really began to consider the girl who was the

cause of all this as a most praiseworthy person, deserving of

admiration.

He had to be seen with her a good deal in those early days,

though, happily, his father took his place, and was never bored
with Virginie's society, as he was himself ; and was not wishing
constantly to be back again tempting Fortune, as he did. It is

not every engaged man who has a father willing to take so much
arduous work off one's hands. Then Maude was useful, and be-

tween the two, Guy really found that a daily call, or perhaps a

dinner at Mrs. Hallowes's house, was quite as much as need be
exjjected of a man.

Love-making, under these conditions, fell very, very far short

of what poor Yirginie expected. There was nothing in it, after

all. She was engaged ; her lover came most days to see her, and
stayed a quarter of an hour, and seemed anxious to get away
again : if nobody was in the room he sometimes kissed her fore-

head coldly ; he communicated nothing about himself, his pursuits,

his reading, his ambition ; nor was he in the least curious about
her own—a huniiliating thing for a girl not to be thought worth a

little curiosity.

It must be her task, Virginie thought, to make him believe her
capable of his confidence. That would, doubtless, come in time.

Meanwhile, a little expression of feeling, a little ardour, a little

warmth of manner seemed wanting even to this inexperienced girl.

In what a different voice had Tom—her ' brother ' Tom—as Mrs.
Hallowes called him—told her that he loved her ! Even the Pro-
fessor, who owned that he mu;;t come after Tom, spoke of his

affection for her with warmer voice and greater show of passion.

But men are, doubtless, different : this man of reserve kept hia

deeper feelings in his own heart. Virginie would get at them in

time.
' My dear,' said Maude, smiling, though she looked anxious,

when the girl confided these thoughts to her, 'do not make an
idol or a god of your husband. You know, in a sister's eyes, it ia

difficult for a brother to do wrong. But a wife is not a sister.

You, who will be with him constantly '—Virginie's heart sank at

the prospect, though she knew not why— 'will find faults in hixa

of which 1 know nothing. You will have to excuse them.'
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' Guy,' she said, passionately, ' have you no heai't?'
' What is the matter now, Maude ?

'

' If is your neglect of that poor girl. What do you look for ?

A more beautiful woman ? There are no more beautiful women.'
' What am I to do, then ?

'

' Pretend that you are in love with her. I have no patience !

Oh ! But for one thing—but for my father's sake—I would break

it off even now.'
' Don't do that, Maude. Come, I will go and buy her some-

thing. It can't be paid for till after the wedding ; so it does not

signify.'

'Oh! Guy'—his absolute inability to see what was wanted
made her laugh— ' one hopes you may make a better husband than
lover.'

For some reason, he scowled and became moody ; and that

something was not bought. He remembered, in fact, that he was
already a husband, and not successful in that profession ; also that

he had as yet received no letter of submission from Violet—a thing

which he confidently looked for. This made him feel ill-used.

Then Maude took Virgi^de with her to see The Towers, their

country house. It was a splendid old place, worth seeing, if only

f(jr its age, for the memories of the many generations who had lived

there, and for the accumulations of treasures forming part of the
family history ; a picturesque old place, many-gabled, built of

warm red brick, standing among its gardens and trees ; a stately

and proud old place, fit home for an old English family.
' This,' she said, taking her visitor to the rooms, ' will all, some

daj^ be yours, as it was your great-grandmother's. I hope you
like this prospect, fair Chatelaine.'

' Oh !
' Virginie gasped, ' Maude, it is wonderful !

'

It is, indeed, truly wonderful to go over an old house belonging
to an old family who have kept themselves and their things

together. The family portraits, the books, the arms and armour,
the furniture, the plate, the china, the very staircases and land-

ings, the windows, the gables, the roof of the house, are all things

that cannot be bought.
' I have never felt before,' Virginie whispered, ' what it meant

to possess ancestors. Here one feels what it may mean. All these
things speak to us ; they behmgto us, but we behmg to them. In
this old place one seems to hear, day and ni^lit, the voices of the
dead. They are calling to us to keep up the lumourof the House.'

'Yes,' said Maude, ' I feel the same thing every time I couie

here. It is the place of our ancestors. We are among them all.

It cannot be but that their spirits haunt the place which we all of

us have loved so well. From generation to generation, from
father to son, we have been English gentlefolk ; not great states-

men or great generals ; but we have taken our share and done our
work. Not one but has kept the scutcheon spotless ; not one who
has disgraced '

. Here slie stopped, and her eyes filled with
¥ 2
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tears, because she thought of one who had already gone so far as

to bring sorrow and shame upon them, for whose sake she liad

done her best to brmg sorrow and shame upon the girl with her.

Virginie took her hand, thinking that Maude's tears were due
to lier respect and love for her ancestors.

' It is a great thing, Maude,' she said, ' to belong to this House ;

it is a very solemn thing to marry the heir. Forgive me if I seem
to think too little of it.'

' No, dear ; I was not thinking of that. See ! here is a por-

trait of Guy as a child. Its companion picture is of a former Guy,
Lord Ferrier, taken at the same age, in the time of Charles the

First. Do you see the wonderful likeness in the boys ? Yet there

are two hundred years between them, and one is dust and ashes.

There is another of the same Lord Ferrier, taken later on, after

the Restoration.'

That whole day they spent among the portraits and the family

pictures. Maude knew all their histories, and Virginie, for the

first time, learned the Romance of a great House whose history has

been preserved. It makes one weep to think how our midd'e-class

people neglect their genealogies, so that they know nothing of their

own people, and have no pride, and learn no lessons from the past.

Cannot something be done, my friends ? Can we not write the

annals of our own generation, each for his own family, so that

whatever the fate of our children and grandchildren, they, too,

may feel that they have ancestors wlio lived, and loved, and hoped,

and made a little success, perhaps, and died and were forgotten,

as they, too, in their turn, shall die 1

' Oh !
' cried the Creole girl, ' my father told me so little of all

these things.'
' He did not know,' said Maude. ' No one knows except myself.

My father knows something ; Guy, notliing. The women of the

House keep up its memories, not the men. That matters nothing,

if they are true to their name and its ambitions.'

Then they hunted among the old books in the library, and ex-

amined the tapestry, the collections, the engravings, and the heaps

of things belonging to their ancestors still preserved in this strange

and wonderful museum. Virginie returned to town strengthened

as to her engagement. Her lover might be cold, but he was the

heir ; it was a great thing to marry^the future Master of the Towers.

Guy showed no interest in her visit, and seemed to care little

for the old place of which his father and sister wex'e so proud.
* Could,' asked Virginie, ' could he be one of those who are deaf to

the voice of the dead 1
'

Alas ! He was deaf to every voice ; he heard nothing, he saw
nothing ; if all his ancestors had appeared to him—ghostly phan-

toms pointing long fingers of warning, showing him the future that

lay before him—he would have closed his eyes and gone on his

way heedless. Other men, given to vices more repulsive, can listen

to the voice of conscience or the calls of honour and duty. Drun-
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kards get hot coppers and see triangles and rats and dogs, and
repent and bang their heads with their fists and call themselves
hard names. Wrathful men, Avho break the third commandment
and the fm-niture, are ashamed when the fit is over. Envious men,
backbiters, downcriers, have moments of sorrow when they feel

mean. Even house agents sometimes regret that they must always
play the game so low. The gambler alone never thinks, or heeds,
or feels any emotion for his fellow-creatures. He is concentrated
in himself ; he is self-contained ; he feels no interest, has no
anxiety, takes no part or share in anything save only the chances
of the cards. The voices of the dead ! If the voices of the living
can do nothing for such men what can we expect of the dead ?

CHAPTER Vin.

HER SIMPLE DUTY.

Three days—four days—a fortnight passed over during which
Violet sent no message of submission at all, and her husband felt

more ill-used and more indignant.

She was thinking : the longer she thought over the matter the
more difficult it was to act. She had, to be sure, refused his pro-
posal with contempt ; but she exaggerated her own helplessness

;

she was ignorant and did not know what safeguards may be gained
by claiming protection of the law. She was in the false position
of a wife not owned by her husband's friends. She did not think
of putting herself in a lawyer's hands, still less did she contemplate
the possibility of taking the child to his grandfather, and asking his

protection, for she was firmly convinced that in any contest with
her husband, all his relations would combine to bring the weight of

their united influence against her. The wicked nobleman theory
is not yet quite exploded. Indeed, there are plenty of agitators

who still try to lash their auditors into a rage by depicting the
vices of the bloated Lords.

She was afraid. She might let her husband do what he pro-
posed to do—that is, marry again, just as if she did not exist ; or
she might forbid the marriage. In the former case she would be
rewarded by an open acknowledgment of her son's true position
after sixteen years ; but how was she to prove after sixteen years
that ' Richard Johnson ' was Guy Ferrier ? And if she could not
prove that, her boy's rights would have been wilfully and wastefuUy
thrown away. In the latter case, if she refused her consent, who
would protect her and the boy from her husband's interference ?

After a fortnight of anxious consideration she took Paul Perigal
into her counsels and told him for the first time the whole stoiy,

and her husband's true name and the latest proposition he had made.
' You wait,' he said, ' for sixteen yeara. So much interval be-
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tween the acts. The boy has grown a man. You take him—yoni-
seK closely veiled—to the lordly castle of his ancestors

;
you say to

him, "Boy, this is yours !
" If his father is living, you bring his

son to him. He will be laid up with gout—they always are at live-

and-forty. You will say, "My Lord, I restore to you—your son
and heir. I am your wife ! " Then "who," cries her Ladyship,
clutching her hair with wild gesture and despairing eyes, " who am
I ? " It seems a strong part to play, Violet.'

' And who's to prove it. Daddy ]

'

' I can prove it, Violet. You forget that you have me—always.'

You can't tdl an old man of eighty that in all human probability

he will be dead in sixteen years.
' If we were to try any other plan. Daddy ?

'

He reflected.
' There used to be a situation in . . . what was the name of it ?

riiey played it at the Adelphi . . . The Bridal Party interrupted

. . . the appearance of the real wife—"I forbid the ceremony"
—Shrieks of the Bride—Impotent Rage of the Villain.'

Violet shook her head.
' I've always got to remind you, Daddy, that we play now for

the half-guinea stalls, not for the pit and gallery.'

There was no use in consulting the old man. His views were
too narrowly professional. Violet returned to her silent musings,
and found no help there.

' What is the matter, Violet ?
' asked Elsie, who had observed

with concern the most unusual phenomenon of a failure in her
employer's usually robust appetite.

' Elsie, I am truly miserable.'

'I have seen it,' said Elsie, ' for a week and more. Can I help

you?'
' No, child, you cannot ; unless you find me a man to advise

with. I want an honest man and a wise man.'
' I think I know the very man ; that is, if you would consult

with a friend of mine. He is a gentleman—a University scholar ;

and he is going to be a great writer. He lives with us.' Here she

remembered her dreadful deception, and she blushed a rosy red and
went on, speaking fast :

—
' And oh ! Violet, I must confess to you.

When you said you wanted a real lady I ought not to have come,
because my father was only a small clerk and my mother lets

lodgings, and if it had not been for Mr. Percival I should never
have been educated at all. Now, please, send me away, because I

have deceived you.'
' My dear child,' said Violet, ' what a fuss about nothing at all

!

Send you away ! Wliy, what would the boy do without you ? And
did you suppose I thought your father was a Viscount ? Goodness
me ! he was a Crutch and Toothpick swell compared with mine,

who is nothing in the world but a carpenter at Drury Lane—poor

old dear ! And what was your father, Daddy ?
' For Paul waa

nuuiding beside them.
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* Hum ! ' he replied. ' My father—now with the angela . . .

was ... in fact—he was . . . but

• When Fortune means to men most good.

She looks upon them with a threatening eye.'

'You see, Elsie,' said Violet. 'So, there, nothing more need

be said. And about this Mr. Percival, I can't ask a stranger here

and begin—Once there was a girl. Would he call upon me if you

ask liim 1 Most men would like the chance,' she added, with a laugh.

'He admires you very greatly,' said Elsie. ' We often go to-

gether to the pit to see you. He isn't rich, you know.'
' Together ? Why—Elsie—you, of all people in the world !

'

' Oh ! no . . . no . . . no,' she cried, blushing. 'It isn't

that—of all things. Oh ! pray don't think it is that. Why, Mr.
Percival has known me for years. He used to lodge with us long

ago. And he must be getting on for thirty years of age now.'
' What a great age. But yet . . . W^ell, Elsie, about this friend

of yours. It seems a foolish thing to have no one to ask for advice

—to have to ask a stranger. But yet . . . You are sure he is a

mse man.'
* Oh ! he is very wise.'
' And would he come %

'

' He would if I were to ask him, I think.'
' I don't see what I can do. I must ask somebody. Well,

Elsie, ask him, please. If he will be so good as to interest himself

in a stranger's affairs I will see him if he will come to me. Tell

him that I am in trouble, and want the advice of a sensible man
with discretion. To think that of all the men I know there is noc

one to whom I can go and ask for a little real advice. Never be an

actress, child ; because it is all show and make-believe, and people

get to think you have no thoughts, no feelings, no hopes, and no

anxieties of your own. You must always look and talk as if there

was notliing but laughing in the world.'

Elsie opened upon the subject that very evening, but with little

effect : because Mr. Percival was agitated about quite another

matter, and could think and talk of nothing else. Yet he promised

to see Miss Violet Lovelace. The business Elsie said was connected

with her husband, who had come back, and, she supposed, wanted

money.
'It will end,' he said, ' in her going to a solicitor, and getting

a deed of separation in order to protect her and her child. Well ;

I will go with you, Elsie, but I do not suppose I can do much. I

am not a lawyer nor a solicitor, nor do I know how to apply the

screw to gentlemen who wish to live upon the labours of their wives.

Three dozen at a cart-tail one might recommend, but the absurd

law of the land does not allow it.'

What had happened that day was this

—

Percival received a confidential letter from Palmiste—from the

Pink Boy, in fact. As the accountant of the bank, where the
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strictest confidence should be observed, he ought not to have
written the letter. But he was young, and anxiety for his frienda
may be pleaded as an excuse.

' It is all over, I fear,' he wrote, ' with Mon De'sir. The poor
old Captain has got a most awful bad crop ; the estate won't pay
working expenses this year, and I know that we can't advance any
more money upon it. What he will do I cannot tell, but he will
most certainly, unless he can raise any more money, have to become
bankrupt. Then the estate will be si.ld. It seems hard after all

these years. Can you go and tell Miss Ferrier 1 Her motlier and
Madame Kemyss do not know, I should think, anything about it.

And even the Squire himself knows very little. She might be able
to raise some money. She will be of age in a year or two ; mean-
while the money is wanted at once. It is hard that her thousands
should be lying idle, so to speak, without being useful to the man
who has been so good a trustee for her. Go and see her at once,
and tell her eight thousand or so would pull the old man through
this year, and next year one may hope for a better crop. It is

very unlucky that the little touch of a cyclone which passed over us
in March seems to have picked out INIon De'sir, above all others, for
damage. Tom looks rather haggard over something, but even he
doesn't know the whole danger. Perhaps he is haggard about
Virginie. I'm a good deal worn myself—you wouldn't know me
again—and the Padre isn't the same man since she went away. I
suppose I mustn't send my love, and perhaps if I did you would
not be the man to take it. Don't be mean, and try to cut out Tom.
But we hear that she is always with her great cousins. If she
should go and marry that beast of a man '

Thus far the Pink Boy.
Percival lost no time at all in taking the letter to Virginie. He

went that very morning.
' Why,' she asked, ' do you never come to see me ?

'

' Because it isn't safe. In this countiy we know our level ; I
belong to Grub Street

;
you to Mayfair. Because you are a young

lady of fashion, and I am only an obscure person whose fortune for
the moment is out at elbows.'

' But we are old friends,' said Virginie. ' You ought to have
come here long ago. Sit down and let us talk.'

Then Percival unfolded his tale.

' Oh !

' cried Virginie. ' It is dreadful. Something must be
done. What can be done ? Can't he use my money ?

'

' You can ask some lawyer here to lend you money, which you
must pay to the bank to his account. I can think of no other way.
And I am so ignorant of money matters that I do not even know
how to advise you

; but then any laA\'j'er will know.'
' I will ask Guy,' said Virginie.

'Your cousin, Captain Ferrier ? Yes ; he would know.'
'I did not tell you, Mr. Percival,' she said, blushing, 'lam

engaged to be married to my cousin.'
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' Poor Tom !
' The intelligence fell upon him so suddenly that

he svas fain to put his thoughts into words.
She bent her head, and did not reply for a moment. Then she

said softly,

' Tom was always my brother.'

Percival rose.
' You will, then,' he said coldly, ' consult Captain Ferrier how

best to save this good man— your guardian—and your father's

friend— from ruin. I knew that I had only to lay the matter before

you. Thank you for your attention.

'

He touched her fingers, and left her.

Why had her old friend the Professor treated her in such a

manner? What had she done? Alas! she understood, too well.

Poor Tom !

As Percival left the house, he met the accepted lover, and
saluted him, but without the usual smile of recognition. Guy was
in a vile temper that morning ; he wanted an answer from Violet,

and he was afraid to call upon her again ; he was afraid that she
might find out his engagement, which was already in the papers

;

he would have kejit away from his fiancee altogether but for Maude,
who made him go.

His temper got the better of him when he saw a man—one of

the many men—Avhom he liated, actually leaving the house.
' You, sir,' he cried. ' You—what is your name ?

'

' INIy name is Percival, as you know very well. Captain Ferrier.'
* What are you doing in this house ?

'

'You had better,' said the other, 'ask Miss Ferrier.'

'I forbid you the house,' said Guy. 'I will not allow you to

call upon Miss Ferrier.'
' Have you anything more to say 1 ' For Virginie's sake Per-

cival kept his temper down. Yet it was hard not to ' go ' for that
ill-conditioned brute. Poor Virginie !

' No, sir. I have nothing more to say. You have my commands.'
' Then, Captain Ferrier, as I am not in your Company, let me

tell you that I do not take commands from you. Good morning.'
Guy found his cousin in tears. He took no notice of her agita-

tion, being still in a towering rage.

'Virginie,' he said, 'that man is never to come to the house
again. You must never speak to him if you meet him

;
you are not

to know him. Do you hear 1
'

' What man ]

'

' The man who has just been here. Percival is his confounded
name.'

' ]\Iy old friend 1 Why not ?
'

'Because I wish it.'

' I have just heard very bad news,' she said, passing over this
thing, though she wondered greatly. Then she told her news.

' Going to be bankrupt, is he ?
' asked Guy. ' That seems a

pity. But it isn't your fault.'
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' He shall not be bankrupt,' said Virginia firmly, ' if I can help

it. Bankrupt ! when I have all those thousands, doing no one

good. Why, if it cost me all my fortune, he should not be

bankrupt.'
He laughed in contempt.
' Give up your whole fortune ? Oh ! come, Virginie, don't be

ridiculous. Your money is not to be made ducks and drakes of in

tliat fashion. These people must help themselves out of the mess.'
' But I mud save my dear old guardian, Guy, I must. Do you

not understand 1 He was my father's closest friend ; his wife is my
mother's cousin ; he has been everything to me. Cannot you see

that I mihst go to their help 1
'

' No, I can't. Your fortune belongs to yourself—and to your

husband.'

'I have no husband—yet.' She looked dangerous ; but Guy's

temper made him careless of what he said. Of course he meant
that her fortune was already promised to himself.

' I shall not allow you to fool your money away,' he went on, in

his blundering, stupid, selfish way.

Her colour mounted to her cheek. Was this a way for a girl to

be addressed by a lover 1

' I do not understand you, this morning, Guy. First you forbid

me to keep up the acquaintance of a gentleman for whom I have

the greatest regard ; next, you refuse to recognise my dearest tibli-

gations. As for asking your permission but you had better

leave me.'

It was his cursed temper, he said to Maude, afterwards. WTiat

business had the girl to talk of giving away her fortune—his

money 1

He obeyed ; but, still being wrathful, he fired a parting shot.

'I am sorry,' he said, 'that you object to common sense. Per-

haps, to-morrow, Virginie, you will have recovered your reason.'

He came away, leaving her bewildered. Was this her gallant

and chivalrous lover 1 Was it possible for a man of such exalted

principle and noble feeling to disapprove of the help she wanted
to give her oldest and truest friends ? Could she have been

deceived ?

It was the first part of this business which Mr. Percival was

Btill turning over in his mind.
Poor Tom ! Poor Virginie

!

That was the burden of his song. The coming failure was

nothing compared with this loss and throwing away and waste of love.

Even the break up of Mon Desir estate was but a small thing com-

pared with the marriage of this sweet and precious girl with a man
BO churlish, so morose, and so selfish.

' Elsie,' he said ' prate to me no more of Violet Lovelace. I

have had to do with worse troubles than hers.'

' Not troubles of your own 1
' The girl was quick to think for hiru.
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' No, not my own. I told you that the spell was removed from

the Enchanted Island when Virginie came away.'

'Yes.'
' The palace of jasper and malachite and white marble became a

gimple bungalow, with elephant creeper and honeysuckle climbing

round it, and a compound planted with roses and mignonette and

pretty things about it. Now the bungalow itself is to be destroyed

and its occupants turned out.'
' Oh !

'

' One of them is an old man. And it will probably kill him.

One is a young man, and his chances are ruined.'
' Oh ! your poor friends.

'

' And Virginie ' He paused.
' Virginie ?

'

' A dreadful dragon has got hold of Virginie. He will first

devour and destroy all that she possesses, and after that he will

rend her to pieces. Poor Tom !

'

' Oh ! is it true ?

'

' It wouldn't help me much, now, if I had dropped Tom over

the ravine. Yet I wish I had, because it would have saved him
this dreadful blow. Going suddenly over the ravine would have

hurt less and killed him sooner. I believe it is quite a pleasant way
to get rid of life, if it is done unexpectedly. But in these cases,

Elsie, everything depends upon the skill of the operator. A clumsy

practitioner, now, might make the operation really a painful one.

Poor Tom I I really wish I had.'

CHAPTER IX.

SHALL I TELL HER 1

• It is very good of you to come, Mr. Percival,' said Violet, when
he presented himself. ' Elsie told you what I want.'

' She said you want a wise man, Miss Lovelace ; which made it

the more remarkable for you to consult me.'

'Elsie says you are wise ; and jierhaps, though you may not be

wise in your own affairs '—she said this without meaning any reflec-

tion on the undoubted shabbiness of the hat— ' you may be in other

people's. If you will listen to me—if you have the time.'

' At present. Miss Lovelace, I have all the time there is, or

neai'ly all. I will listen like one end of a telephone, if I can be of

any use to so charming an actress.'

'Elsie said you were a good fellow,' said Violet. 'Let us be

friends, Mr. Percival. You must call me Violet ; it isn't my real

name, so it doesn't matter. Besides, lots of men caU me Violet who
never want to help me at all.'
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' Very well, Violet—you do me very great honour—and if I can

be of the least service
'

' Think it is for Elsie's sake,' she interposed, anxious to check

the first shadow of a flirtation. ' And then give your attention to

an unfortunate married person, whose husband ought to be put in

the pillory, and kept there till there wasn't a rotten egg or a bad

potato left.'

' For Elsie's sake, then,' he replied, laughing.

Then the actress told her story, anonymously.
' May I call your husband names 1

' asked Percival.

'If you please.'

'He wants you to stand by and see yourself and your chile

insulted, while he ignores your existence and marries again ; he

wants you to be the accomplice in a crime in which you lose all

and he gains everything ; he wants you to accept his bare promise

to acknowledge the boy as soon as he is of age—when the witnesses

wlio could prom his identity with your husband will perhaps be dead;

and he threatens to follow, rob, and annoy you, to take the boy—to

Good God ! I cannot call him names. There are no names in

the English language which I can find strong enough. But I know

a little Hindustani, and I will swear at him for a few moments in

that tongue.' He did so, which relieved his mind. 'But your

course is quite clear. Put yourself into the hands of a lawyer, and

have a separation properly drawn up. Is the man—I uj not ask

out of any impertinent curiosity—but is he a gentleman 1

'

' Certainly he is.'

'I don't mean— does he wear black cloth instead of corduroy.

But is he a man of any position ?

'

' He is the heir to a Peerage.'
' In that case you are quite safe. There may be one or two bad

hats among eldest sons ; but there is not one, I am sure—there

cannot be one—who would dare to take his wife's salary and deprive

her of her son.'
' Not if he were ruined 1

'

' Not then ; because, you see, the heir to a Peerage must—he
must—pay some regard to honour. He may drink and gamble : he

may do all kinds of bad things ; but such a thing as your husband

threatens you with he dares not do. No ; if he were ten tmies

ruined he could not do it.'

Violet breathed.
' This is a very bad man,' she said. ' I think he is the most

selfish of all men that ever lived : and the basest. Boys take after

their mothers, they say : else I should have no joy in my son for

fear he should take after his father.'

' Get your deed of separation drawn up. You have, doubtless,

valid reasons for desiring the separation ; he would not wish for

publicity :—you may rest in perfect safety.'
, , ,•

' But if I refuse my consent, aU his family would back him

up.'
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' Oh ! no. What are you thinking of ? Do you believe it

possible that the family of any English gentleman would back uj>

their son in such abominable wickedness as this ?'

Violet had been thinking of the Wicked Duke and the Yirtuous

Milliner of song and story and melodrama ; and now began to sus-

pect that perhaps these picturesque characters might be theatrical,

and belong to a melodrama.
' I will tell you all, Mr. Percival, because I am at my wit's end

and would do anything—even be an accomplice in bigamy—rather

than let my boy's rights be lost. His father is the only son of a

Lord ; he is about eight-and-twenty ; he is completely ruined by
gaming ; he has mortgaged his reverses—no, his reversions

'

' His reversionary interests
'

' For as much as they will bring ; and he is in despair. And he
has got hold of a girl with money. If he marries her all will be
well, he says. If not, all will be ill. The girl's name I do not

know. His name is the Honourable Guy Talbot Ferrier. And I

am his Gracious, Mr. Percival, what is the matter ?

'

He sprang from his chair and began dancing round the room,

because the wrath which seized him at that moment was too much
to be endured.

' The villain ! . . . the double-dyed villain ! . . . the

scoundrel ! I knew he was capable of anything from the very first

. he looks it . . . there is rogue and traitor and liar and
common cheat stamped upon his face. Oh ! , . . oh ! . . . oh !

'

Violet looked at him in amazement which partook of amuse-
ment. Because she had never before had an opportunity of seeing

genuine, unrestrained wrath freely manifested. It is, if you think

of it, one of the rarest of things. Afterwards she ' rendered ' this

portion of the scene to Paul very faithfully, and they made a note

of it for future use.
' Do you know him, then, Mr. Percival %

'

He stopped in his wild career, in which he had broken two chair

legs.

'Yes, I do know him,' he replied fiercely. 'What is more—

I

know the girl whom he wants to marry. But we shall stop that.

Thank Heaven, we shall stop that !

'

' Stop it by all means,' said Violet ;
' but don't forget my boy's

interests.'
' We will not. She is the sweetest girl, the kindest-hearted,

prettiest, most noble, most perfect, most lovely of women.'
' But I thought you were in love with Elsie, Mr. Percival. That

was why I asked you to help me ; and now it seems as if you were
in love with ... no ... no .. . she can't be my rival,

because' , . . Here she stopped abruptly.

'Elsie ! Elsie ! oh ! yes—Elsie. I am in love, first of all, with
Virginie. Elsie is a good little thing ; but—Virginie !

'

' Good little things may have hearts of their own, Mr, Percival.

Remember that.'
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' As Beatrice was to Dante, as Laura was to Petrarch, so is Vir-

ginie to those who love her.' He was so deej^ly moved with
indignation that he said these words in perfect earnestness and
solemnity.

' What's the use of loving a woman if you can't marry her ?

'

asked Violet.

Percival made no reply. The explanation and apology of a
man's loves to a perfect stranger was a descent from melodrama to

farce. There should always be a funny man in every piece, but
Percival had no wish to play the part.

' How shall we act ?
' he asked. ' We m.ust think of her as well

as of yourself.'
' If you will tell me the girl's name, and where she lives, I will

write, or go to see her, and tell her the truth at once. Do you think
she is fond of liim %

'

' I do not know. Yes ; the sooner the better—not a day should
be lost. I cannot think he would dare to marry her without some
promise of silence from you. I wondered when I saw him first, last

New-Year's Day, what the man had done to make him so morose
and black of visage.'

' He had married me,' said Violet, ' and he couldn't get rid of

me.'
' That ought not to make a man morose,' replied Percival,

gallantly.

Violet laughed.
' If I had married you I think I should have gone dancing and

singing,' he said
;
yet, with a little hesitation and half a blush,

because, perhaps, she would not like this turn of the conversation.

But she did.
' I don't mind compliments a bit,' she said. ' Lord ! Everybody

pays me compliments. I get them, with bouquets, sent to the

stage door ; and letters ; and in poetry and in prose ; and from all

sorts of men—pi-ince to potboy. Men are all alike ; they fall in

love with a woman made up for the stage with vaseline and rt)uge

and powder ; and they think she is a goddess ; and they think they

may " hope," as they call it. But don't get serious, or I nmst tell

Elsie. So you think you would not have been so morose if you
had been my husband. I don't think you would, and I wish to

Heaven that you were my husband, or any other honest man,
instead of the poor creature I have got. Well, . .

.' she sighed

heavily, ' let us li;ive patience, and spoil his little plot.'

' You may do one of two things—you may tell his father or

you may tell Virginie. One of these two things you must do. If

you choose the tirst you can never again be threatened in this way.

If tlie second, she will learn the truth in the most direct way.'
' I cannot telJ Lord Ferries,' said Violet. ' I promised liim

—

my husband—that I would not obtrude myself upon any of his

family. Nothing but the interests of the boy would make me break

that promise. Let me go to Miss . What is her name 1
'
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' Miss Ferrier—she is his second cousin. PerhajDS that would
be best. But go at once—to-day.'

He sat down and wrote a letter.

' Dear Virginie,

—

' I have made a discovery of the highest importance to you.
The lady who bears this note will tell you what it is. You may
entirely depend upon the truth of what she says. I grieve to be
the sender—not the cause—of such a tale as she has to tell you.

' YoiU's always and sincerely,

'Philip Percival.'

' There !
' he said. ' The letter is plain and straightforward.

You will tell her kindly, will you not ?

'

' I will tell her as kindly as I can, ' said Violet. ' There can-
not be much kindness in telling a girl that the man she—loves

—

perhaps—I loved him once, or thought I did—is such as my
husband.'

' But you will not—oh ! no—I am sure you feel for her. It is

not her fault
'

' I will be very kind and gentle,' said Violet, softening. Then
she laughed, and said, ' Shall I rehearse the scene to you 1 I can
be the injured wife—see'—her face became pale, her eyes fixed,

her arms dropped to her side, her form rigid—she was a woman in

the first despair of a deadly blow. ' Or the raging woman whose
lover has been snatched from her. So.' She thi^ew herself back,
and became a figure full of life, passion, and wrath, her left arm
raised high above her head, her right hand quivering at her bosom.
She was Medea. ' Or I will take it crying. See.' She sank upon
her knees with a low wail, forced from her by her misery, and
buried her despairing head in her hands. 'Or shall I triumph
over her sorrow ?

'

' You are a wonderful actress. You can represent any passion,

and any person. Represent for me, now, the real Violet Lovelace,
the woman who has a heart '

' No.' She took the letter and read it. ' That part is reserved
for Miss Ferrier—if there is a woman with a heart at all. But I

don't know—sometimes nothing is real but the boy—and Daddy.
And the best part of him, poor old man ! is his wig. You can
trust me, Mr. Percival. I will be as kind as I can. You know
that I have never been taught the gentle ways and soft words that
ladies learn—I mean some ladies—not all. Because I have seen
them fighting to get out after the performance, and struggling for

good places at a sale and a picture show ; and really I think that
we behave much better on the stage.'



336 THET WERE MARRIED,

CHAPTER X.

WIFE AND FIANCfiK.

ViRGiNiE had been engaged exactly a fortnight. It is not a long

time, but an ardent lover may do a great deal in fourteen days to

make himself known to his sweetheart, and to learn her thoughta

and her way of looking upon things. Tlie one thing which Guy
did to reveal himself was to forbid her to receive the visits of one
old friend, and to fly into a rage when she spoke of saving another

old friend from ruin. What did this mean 1 She was astonished

and perplexed. Perhaps when Guy came again he would explain

how she had misled him. Certainly he would not, he could not,

object to her trying to help her guardian. She met Maude in the

evening, but said nothing about her trouble. No doubt Guy
would come in the morning and explain, and all would be well.

He did not come ; he had, in fact, though he knew it not, seen

Virginie for the last time ; he stayed in his own rooms, morose
and savage. Why did Violet make no sign ? What did she

mean 1 And if tlie other girl was going to give away her money

—

his money—it might just as well be broken off at once. Better, in

fact, let the smash come.
Virginie waited for him all the morning. As he did not come,

she thought of writing to him. Hitherto, no letters had passed

between them ; none of the little notes meaning nothing, except

always, 'Jet'aime—je t'aime,' which are so common among some
lovers. Not one note, not one word of endearment—truly a frigid

lover and a disappointing engagement. On the other hand, plenty

of notes from Lord Terrier, who was much more in love with her

than his son, and was, in fact, the only one of the four concerned

who was entirely happy over the engagement. She could not

write. He must either come and make rough things smooth, in

person, or he must write ; she could not.

Early in the afternoon she received a letter, and was informed
that the lady who brought it was waiting to see Miss Ferrier. It

was Percival's letter. What misfortune could it be ? She thought
of her guardian, and assumed that it was connected with him.

Had the blow really fallen, and so suddenly 1 But no mail could

have come in since yesterday, when her own letters reached her,

and spoke about nothing unusual.

It was a young lady, apparently about five-and-twenty, dressed

in some plain dark costume. She wore rather a thick veil, for the

time of year.
' Oh 1 ' cried Virginie, ' you have come from Mr. Percival to

tell me something. What has happened "? Is it my guardian ?

'

' No, Miss Ferrier ; it is not your guardian.'
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• Will you, please, tell me what it is ?

'

Violet looked at her for a few moments in silence. She was
certainly a very pretty girl, and not the least in her own style.

' Yes/ she said ;
' I will tell you. But it is rather a long

story.'

' TeU me first whom it concerns.'
' It concerns—yourself.

'

' Some misfortune has happened to myself ! What can that
bel'

' I did not say misfortune. What I am going to tell you will

avert the worst misfortune which could happen to any woman.'
' You are mysterious. May I ask your name ?

'

' I am called, on the stage, Violet Lovelace. I am an actress
by profession. You may have seen me at the theatre.'

'Yes, indeed I have,' said Virginie. 'I have seen you several
times. But what story can you have that concerns myself ?

'

' I have a very sad story, and one which concerns you very
closely. Tell me, first—do not, pray do not, think me imperti-
nent—do you love Guy Ferrier ?

'

' I am engaged to him.'
' Yet . . . still ... do you love him ?

'

' I cannot answer that question. I ought not to answer it. I
do not know how to answer it.'

' You do not know, I am glad of it. Because you would have
answered it easily—if . . . You are his cousin, are you not %

'

' Yes ; I am his cousin.'
' I will ask you no more questions, Miss Ferrier. I will tell

you my story.'

Violet is a very clever woman. If she had not been an actress
she might have been a great dramatist or a great novelist. She
told her own story in the most efl'ective way possible. She did n< it

begin with ' There was once a girl.' She said, ' I was a poor girl,

a street child, a gutter child, who played in a court and danced to

a barrel organ.'

She stiaick at once the note of poverty, ignorance, belief in the
promises of a gentleman. She told how, after years of training,
she came out in small parts at a London house ; how a gentleman
was introduced to her. ' Veiy few gentlemen were introduced to
me then, because I was a very insignificant little person in- tho>;e

days. This one was young—not more than one or two and twenty
—he was one of those young men who must always have what they
desire, without waiting for it, and at whatever cost ; and he fell

in love with me ; he fell so much in love that he must needs marry
me at once. I was so silly that I thought it a splendid thing to
marry a gentleman, and we were married, in a church and before
witnesses. He was a handsome man, and, of course, I thought he
would be as good as he was handsome ; and I was a pretty girl,

and he thought he would always love me as much he did then.'
So far it was a tale of love ; a tale of the Prince and the Beggar Giii.

z
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Then her note changed. The second act began with a small

lodging, a husband who repented of his act a week after he had
done it, and was already weary of his wife ; and then a baby ; and
cruel words, with neglect, desertion, and reproaches. And that

act closed with tlie flight of the mother and her child.

Virginie sat listening in wonder. Such a tale, so told, she had
never heard or looked to hear. Why, in the gestures, the voice,

the look of the actress she saw scene after scene of the sad story

as if it was being played by all the actors in it, before her eyes.

More than this, out of the words and the voice she constructed the

despicable hero of the piece, and she shuddered because she was
made, in spite of herself, to think of Guy. As the actress stood

when she put hai'd and cruel words into her husband's mouth, as

she held her head, so he stood, so he held his head. But she put

the thought behind her. And was it not his very voice that spoke

those words 1

Then came the Third Act. But as Yirginie listened her heart

grew cold, because it seemed to her as if she heard the very foot-

steps of Guy, drawing nearer and nearer, as if she heard his voice,

heard his words. The air was heavy with the presence of her

lover.
' Who . . . who ... is the man ?

' she cried.

Before her stood nothing but the thin figiire of a woman ; but
beside the woman, there seemed to be the ghost of her own lover

—

no more noble, no more the perfect knight, but downcast, with

hanging head, uttering shameful words, a craven, a coward, and a

liar.

' Who is the man ?
' she cried, passionately.

Violet went on with her drama, heedless of the question.

Tlien Virginie saw how this ghost, this wretched creature,

maddened with debts, sent to the woman he had married, and
proposed that they should both go on for the future as if there had
been no marriage : how she refused the offer, because the boy
should never be ashamed of his mother : how then he asked her

—

but she refused again—to make no sign if he acted as though he

were not already married, because by marrying a certain girl with

a large fortune he could put his difficulties straight, and in sixteen

years' time, but not till then, when the boy was of age, he would
acknowledge him to be his lawful heir.

She stopped : her stoiy was told.

Then she took Virginie by both hands, and said, while natural

tears of pity rose to her eyes,
' Poor child ! I hope you do not love him ; because this man,

this villain, my husband, is none other than Guy Ferrier.'

'I knew it, from the beginning,' said Virginie, quickly. 'I

saw it must be he. I knew his voice, and his gestures. Let me
think a little. I do not know what to say, or what to think.'

' Certainly,' thought Violet, ' this is not the way in which a

lovesick maid would receive the news. She does not love him.'
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' I must ask him,' said Virginie, presently, * if your story ia

true. But Mr. Percival says that what you say is true '

Then they were silent again.
* Shall I show you his son ?

' asked Violet. ' The boy is not
like his father.'

' Oh ! No . . . no . . . no. I want to see nothing and no
one belonging to him.'

Virginie went to the open window. Outside there were the
carriages and the people, and there was the clear bright sunshine
of the sweet June day. But she took no note of these things.

Presently she returned to the table by which Violet was sitting.

' I know why you asked me if I love him. Tell me—you—do
you love him ?

'

'No.'
' Did you ever love him ?

'

' I do not know. I was young and foolish. No gentleman had
ever spoken of love to me before. I thought I did. Heaven
knows, I miglit have loved him had he chosen. Now I canuut
even pity him.'

' Do you think I might have loved him, too—in time ?

'

' I do not know.'
' To live with him for fifteen years. To be his wife for all that

time ; then—suddenly—to learn the dreadful truth. Oh ! Guy . . .

Guy . . . how can, men be so wicked ?
'

This was the part of the wrong which struck her imagination
;

the fifteen years of honour and happiness, with the man whom slie

had learned to love, followed by the rude discovery of his frightful

treachei'y and her own position.
' You look good,' sitid Virginie, piteously. ' Can you tell me

what I should do—I mean—do first ? For, of course, I must never
see him again. I never could. But there are other people. Lord
Ferrier loves me, and will be made unhappy ; Maude, his sister,

loves me ; Mrs. Hallowes will want to know why I have broken
the engagement ; my guardian will want to know. What am I to

say to all of them ?

'

' I do not know what ladies do, or how they should act. If 1

were you, I would say nothing. Say that Guy has bix)ken tlie

engagement. Refer them to him for reasons.'
' But—you, will you not, go to Lord Ferrier yourself and tell

him?'
'No. I promised him long ago, when he cursed the day that

he married me, that I would not be the one to tell the story to his

father. I have kept that promise, and I will keep it still, unless I

have to break it—for the sake of the boy.'

' Shall I leave you ?
' Violet asked presently ;

' I think I cnn
do notliing more for you. Can you forgive me ?

'

' Forgive you 1 ' said Virginie. ' Why, but for you, I niight

have married him.'
z2
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This was a strange speech from a girl who had just been torn
from her lover. But it might be taken in more senses than one.

Violet went away.
Left alone, Virginie went over the whole story again, trying to

understand it thoroughly. It was, alas ! too easy to understand.
In place of the perfect gentleman, the Knight without Reproach,
the pure Sir Galahad, there stood a Thing with contorted features,

liideous, deceitful, a wild beast. Poor Maude ! Poor Lord Ferrier !

Who was to tell them ?

She sat down quickly, and wrote a note.
' I have received a visit from Violet Lovelace, the actress. She

has told me a story about you and your marriage with her. If that

story is true, do not answer this letter. If it is not true, come and
see me. Virginie.'

She sent this letter by a special messenger. If Captain Ferrier

was in his chambers he was to wait for an answer. If he was not,

the man then was to go to his club and there wait for an answer.

He was not to return until he had put the letter into Captain
Farrier's own hands. And, meantime, she was at home to no
one.

It was nearly seven o'clock when the man returned.

He had given the letter. Captain Ferrier read it, tore it up
into a great many fragments, and said, ' Tell Miss Ferrier that

there is no answer at all.'

It was all true, then.
' Where is your ring, my dear ?

' asked Mrs. Hallowes. ' It is

bad luck not to wear an engaged ring.'
' My engagement is broken off, ' said Virginie.

'Your engagement broken off? My dearest child, what is the

meaning of this ?

'

' Captain Ferrier has broken it off, dear Mrs. Hallowes. Will

j'ou ask him—not me—the reason why ? I have sent him back his

presents, and there is an end.'
' An end 1 Virginie, are you dreaming 1 Yesterday he was

with you half the morning—was the engagement broken then ?

'

' No ; not then, it has been broken to-day. You will ask him
why, not me.'

' Good Heavens ! ' said Mrs. Hallowes.
' We are going out to-night,' said Virginie. ' I do not feel very

much inclined for dancing, but we will go. And you will tell

everybody, please, that the engagement is broken off. I wish

particularly that this should be known at once.'
' But—my dear '

' It is quite true,' Virginie repeated. * It is broken off so

hopelessly that it can never . . . never , . . never be

renewed. It is not a quarrel, nor a misunderstanding. It is an
%'inpo.fdhle thing for me to marry him.'

' Have you told Maude ?

'

* 1 have written both to her and to Lord Ferrier, telling thera
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that the engagement is broken. For their sake, I am very, very

Borry, For my own '

' For your ovvn, dear ?

'

'For my own, I can never be sufficiently grateful and happy.'

Mrs. Hallowes said no more. It was clearly no mere lovers'

quarrel. Besides, Captain Ferrier was not in love with Virginie

as she had the sharpness to have perceived very clearly from the

beginning. The man wanted her fortune, and she had learned

something of his character. He had no friends, although he knew
many men ; and he was a gambler. Could Virginie have learned

that he was a gambler ? That would hardly explain her statement

that he himself had broken off the engagement. Could she have
found out entanglements of another kind ? But since he, and not

slie, had broken the engagement, that could scarcely be.

Slie was fau-ly puzzled.

Their little dinner that evening, usually so full of cheerfulness,

was silent and dull. Presently they went to some party, where
Virginie danced more than was usual with her. Mrs. Hallowes,

obedient to instructions, whispered the news, which was carried

round ; so that by the next morning there was not a single person

interested in the career of the Honourable Guy Ferrier who did not

know that his brilliant match was broken off. Virginie's letters to

Lord Ferrier and to Maude were nearly alike. To the former she

said,

' Dear Lord Ferrier,—Because you wished it, and because you
have been so kind to me—kinder than I could ever have looked for

or hoped—I am veiy sorry that Guy has broken off our engagement.

He will, perhaps, tell you why,—Your grateful and affectionate

cousin, ' Virginie.'

And to Maude she wrote :

—

'My dear Maude,—Guy has broken the engagement. He will,

if he pleases, tell you why ; but do not ask me. For your sake and
your father's sake I am very sony that it was ever entered upon.

I will write to my guardian by the next mail. Meantime, please

understand that it is impossible for us to renew the promise. I

mean impossible in the literal sense of the word. It is not matter

of sentiment at all. Impossible. Thank you most sincerely for

your kindness and your friendship.—Yours affectionately,
' Virginie.'

They received these letters sitting together after dinner. Lord
Ferrier had been talking of Virginie—of the pleasant times they

would have when she would be with them for good ; making plans

for their residence all together ; Guy settling down to a country

gentleman. He talked constantly of Virginie ; he longed for her

to be married, so as to be at his side every day. While they were

thus discoursing these letters came.
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Lord Ferrier dropped the note in consternation.
' What does it mean, Maude ? What does it mean ?

'

' It is some new folly of Guy's—some madness ; I do not know
what it means.' She sprang to her feet in a kind of despair. ' Oh '.

Guy . . . Guy ! Then all is useless.'

' Wliat does it mean, Maude ']
'

' I do not know, sir. Patience a little. We shall know—too

soon—whenever the news reaches us ; and too much, whatever the

reason may be.'

CHAPTER XI.

BROKEN OFF.

ViRGiNiE would see Maude ; but she refused to give any explana-

tions.
' But, my dear, it is inexplicable. One day you are lovers, and

the next you are strangers—and no reasons.'
' There is a very good reason indeed,' said Virginie. ' But yet

I cannot tell it you.'
' You say that Guy broke it off. Why 1 It was his '—she was

going to say ' his interest,' but she refrained— ' it was liis dearest

wish '

Virginie smiled. 'No,' she said, 'it was never his wish at all.

Do not think that any longer. He may have told you so ; but it

was not true. He never wished to marry me : he never loved me.

For that matter, he hardly took the trouble to pretend.'
' Oh ! Virginie, is it, after all, only a lovers' quarrel 1 ' It

seemed, for the moment, as if she might be only piqued or out of

temper.
' No : it is far worse than that. It is as I told you, an im-

possible thing for me ever to see him again. Ask him yourself.

'

Maude went to her brother's chambers. He was out : he had
left no message : she went to his club, he had not been there at all

:

then she went home and wrote to him.
' Virginie will tell me nothing. ^Vllat have you done, Guy ?

What have you said 1

'

He answered by letter and briefly.

' Since Virginie will teU you nothing, I do not see why I should :

the thing is broken off ; it can never be taken up again. I suppose

there will be a smash in a day or two. Perhaps you had better tell

my father everything.'

Lord Ferrier found no pleasure that day in his studio, though
the day was fine and the light good. He was painting a picture for

Virginie ; he was going to throw into it his very best work ; it was
to be a picture which even jealous Royal Academicians should not

dare to refuse. Yet, if it could not be given to her, what was the

use of going on with it 1 He, too, sought his son, but to no purpose.
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because Captain Ferrier was neither at his chambers nor his ciub.
Then Lord Ferrier took luncheon at his own club, sat uneasily in

the library over the magazines for an hour or two, reading, but
remembering nothing. Then he thought he would try and see
Virginie, and ask her about it hunself

.

'Virginie,' he said, sadly, taking her hand, 'tell me what it

means. Am I not, in very truth, to call you daughter 1
'

' No,' she replied, ' I cannot become your dangliter. But you
must ask Guy to tell you the reason. He knows that it is impos-
sible I should marry him ; he has known it all along. Oh ! why

—

why—did he ever try to persuade himself ... it is incredible !

'

' If you cannot tell me, my dear child,' said Lord Ferrier, ' I

will not insist. It only remains for me to say how truly and deejjly

grieved I am at this blow.'

'Oh ! you have always been so kind to me, so very kind'—for

the first time the girl began to cry about her broken engagement

—

' but I feel as if I were doing some dreadful ingratitude. Believe
me, it is not my fault ; indeed, indeed, it is not.'

' I am sure it is not. The fault is wholly Guy's. Yet I lose a
daughter ; and it is very hard.'

He took her in his arms and kissed her. Then he left her, and
went home and sat in his study, wondering by what sad fate the
fruits and flowers which had promised to grace his old age were
turning to dust and ashes. The older a man gets the greater
need for him to have always something before him, something full of

light, and sunshine, and warmth. Virginie was to be the source of

light, and joy, and warmth to the old man. Now she was to go.

This was a dreadful thing to think of. He looked very old and
bowed when Maude stole into the room, and sat before him, lier

cheek upon her hand, and sorrow and shame written on her face.
' You bring no comfort, Maude,' said her father. ' Poor child !

It is hard for you as well as for me.'
' No, sir ; no comfort, but—more trouble.'
' Go on, my dear. Let me face the trouble—all the trouble that

is in store for us. Wliat fresh trouble ?

'

' It is no new trouble to me, sir. The knowledge of it has been
my constant companion for long years. I have done my best to
keep it from you ; but now it can be kept no longer.'

' What is it, Maude ? What is tins burden that I am not to
share ?

'

* It is concerned with Guy. My dear father '—she threw her-
self at liis feet in tears of pity and of shame— ' do you know the
manner of man that your son is %

'

' What is he, Maude ?

'

' He says I am to tell you all ; well—I will take him at his

word. I will hide nothing from you. He is a hopeless gambler
;

he has lost year after year all the money he could get from you, all

he could get from me ; he has paid none of his tradesmen during
all these years ; he has raised all the money that could be raised by
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. . . by . . . the ways in which such money is raised. Do you
understand all that I mean ?

'

' I believe I understand it all, Maude. What more ? ' His
hand, which he laid upon her head, trembled, though his voice was
firm.

' He has come to the end of everytliing. Unless he can raise
within a few days some fifteen thousand pounds for immediate
wants, including debts of honour, he will be made a bankrupt—and
worse.'

' He wants fifteen thousand pounds for immediate necessities.'
Lord Ferrier repeated the words slowly. ' How much more will he
want ? What is the amount that he must raise ?

'

' I do not know.'
' Is there anything more to learn, Maude 1

'

* No
; I have told you all. Except the amount of his debts.'

' Is this the reason why Virginie will not mai-ry him ?

'

' I suppose so. I know no other reason. I am glad that the
engagement is broken. It was my doing. I pressed Guy to clear
himself by this rich marriage. I thought that we might save you
from knowing anything. Yet I have had no ha] ipy moment since,
for thinking of the wretched fate I had prepared for that poor girl.'

'Thank you, Maude.' Her father spoke quietly, as if ° un-
moved, as if it was a thing demanding attention, but not disaster.

' Leave me now. I must think over what I ought to do.'
He sat thinking all the summer afternoon. He was never,

himself, an ambitious man, but the Ferriers, from father to son,
continually looked for the advent of that Ferrier who was going to
lead his country to victory and triumph. He thought sadly of the
hopes he had formed about his only son, the bright and beautiful
boy who was going to be the greatest Ferrier of the line. Thepe
hopes had long since been dim, but they had never been altogether
quenched

; there was no reason why his son should not leave the
Army and enter upon a political career, though as yet he had
shown no ambition. He had no tastes : this was a thing which his
father had long lamented, but never understood till now. For
when the passion for play seizes upon a man it leaves no room for
tastes of any kind. You cannot possibly serve God and Mammon.
And of all men in the world the player spends most time and most
thought over Mammon. He openly worships him. Now, even a
buyer and seller of stocks has his Sundays.

As he pondered what would be best to do, a thought grew
gradually in his brain, slowly taking shape, hke a spectre, that there
was only one thing left to do. If all the money was raised that
could be raised—of course this meant—on the reversionary interests;
if there was no other way—there was still the last resource ; he
could, with his son's consent, bar the entail and sell everything

—

even The Towers. And so an end of all !

He took some action ; he wrote to his son, saying coldly that
he had learned from Maude some of liis difficulties. He orderel
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him to go at once to the family lawyers and draw up a complete
statement of all his liabilities of every kind : and he added that
until this were done, and some order taken with his affairs, Guy
need not present himself.

That night Guy made his last appearance at the Green Gras.s

Club, where he generally found the Baccarat he loved so well.

Serious play generally begins about eleven, though there is a
little irregular practice—a little duelling, at e'carte'—before then.

It is about midnight that the members drop in from their various
haunts, and take their jjlaces one after the other. Some of them
were little more than mere boys, though their conversation was
' grown-up, ' and their knowledge of life—that is, some form of life

—was precocious. Guy was one of the older men ; he was so very
old that he did not talk their slang. This is, indeed, a kind of

tongue, like the purest Parisian of snciety, which changes eveiy
season. Besides, what to the young fellows fired with champagne,
and inexperienced in arithmetic, was pure fun and merriment, was
to Ferrier and some like him sober and serious business. What
were only couters and ponies and monkeys to the lads, mere
abstract sums of money, which they might lose or win without
any difference, as they fondly thought, to themselves, were to the
older men the means of satisfying ravenous creditors, meeting
bills, and taking up promissory notes. The lads laughed and
chattered about Regie and Freddy and Nellie and Connie and,
generally, Jack and Jill ; and told stories, and drank more cham-
pagne, and smoked cigarettes, and told more stories, and drank
still more chamj)agne ; while the other hands kept cool, and
watched the chances.

Guy was at first in bad luck. Before midnight he lost three
hundred pounds. Then he began to win again, and won all back,
and a hundred and fifty more. This was three o'clock. He thought
he had won enough, and would go home.

Now, there is an institution at the Green Grass Club—a very
useful little institution to young men who desire to be swiftly and
suddenly stripped. It consists of a buffet, where one can find light

refreshments, with champagne, or brancly-and-soda. Guy was a
little exhausted with the excitement of the game. He drank the
greater part of a whole bottle.

Then one of the boys began talking to him.
' Let us go back,' said this youth. 'It's my day out ; and I've

lost a thou. But you're in luck, old chappie
;
you are not going to

desert your luck.'

He went back
; it was as if a rope dragged him to the table

;

he sat down and went on with the play.

They left off at seven. The sun had been up for four hours
;

the morning was bright and hot ; there were lots of people already
in the streets. And Guy had lost fifteen hundred pounds.
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He walked home to his chambers in a kind of dream.
There were letters on the table—from Maude, she had told her

father all ; from his father—he knew all, and ordered him to make
out his list ; from certain gentlemen of the money-lending and
bill-discounting business, their language was forcible rather than
kind; from tradesmen; from 'friends,' who held his I.O.U.s.

The smash had come. Well ; it had been coming a long time. It

liad been deferred by his engagement ; but already everybody knew
that it was off.

'As it has come,' said Guy, 'I shall go to bed. Curious ; I

wonder what will happen What is this 1

'

It was only a little packet—with a ring and a bracelet—trifles

which he had given Virginie.

He lauglied as he put them into his pocket.
' Marrying would have been a deadly bore, ' he said. ' I wonder

how she took it. Nasty thing facing Violet, if she let herself rip.

But perhaps she put her case quietly. One never knows what they
will do. Pity, too, for some reasons, that it didn't come off.'

He had had his last fling in that paradise of flinging youth,

London. Paris has its points. New York has its corners. But
for red-hot continued flinging there is, perhaps, no capital in the

world like London. Now, as the first rule among the joyous com-
panies is that he who flings must pay, it may be very well under-

stood that Guy Ferrier was seen no more at his club or among any
of his former associates. Nor do they at this moment know what
has become of him !

CHAPTER Xn.

POOR lOM !

The Smash was quite as complete as any that has ever been en-

joyed by Prodigal Son. The thing is generally very much dreaded

before it comes
;
yet it has its enjoyable points while it lasts. No-

body is so important during the coruhict of Ids case as the bankrupt.

It is afterwards, when the eyes of the world are no longer upon
him, that the flatness sets in. Guy Ferrier felt, on the whole,

liappier when the crisis had arrived, though he could no longer go
to his clubs, and though he had to spend a part of each day with
lawyers, making out a list of liabilities which showed a really sub-

lime contempt for the rules of addition, multiplication, and com-
pound interest. Yet no man can afford to disregard science, and
the end of such as do is certain.

It was, indeed, a noble list, regarded only as what a young man
with a small allowance and expectations of a moderate kind can

achieve in ten years. The contemplation of it raised a kind of

rapture in the minds of those who read it. One felt proud of one's
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countrj', since it can produce such heroes in prodigality ; and one
marvelled at the man who could calmly see the whole of these

thousands thrown headlong into the sea, getting nothing for them
at ail except the usual wage of the spendthrift, now about to be
paid to him.

Tliere is one way, and only one way, in which such a list in

such a case can be met and discharged. It is a complicated way,
and involves all kinds of other things ; but in its broad principle it

is simple. The way is for the heir and the tenant in possession to

unite in barring the entail. When this is done, the family acres

may be sold and the debts paid. It is a cruel way, because it

destroys the House. The only way in which a family is kept
together, and kept in the front place won by their ancestors, is by
their lands and by their title. The latter cannot be sold, but the
former can, and a penniless Lord may hide his head, and let the
title die. The longer the line, the older the house, the more cruel

a thing it is ; for a man whose ambitions lay not in his own achieve-

ments but in those of the future, the thing was most dreadful.

Lord Ferrier accepted the position. His house was ruined.

They could never again lift up their heads ; his son was hopeless
;

they must save his honour somehow, if that could be done, and
then find some quiet corner where, with his daughter, he could,

sad and sorrowful, wait the end of his days.
' Go, Maude,' he said ;

' go to take your last look at The Towers.
I have no heart to go. When the papers are signed we shall be
homeless. Perhaps we may somehow save enough from the wreck
to live upon in some humble way.'

He knew, now, that his daughter's fortune was gone long
before— thro\\Ti by his son as a sop to his creditors. They had no
longer any secrets.

' Perhaps, Maude,' he said, with a smile ;
' perhaps people may

believe that I can paint, after all. We may sell the pictures.

'

He uttered no reproaches, and made no complaints. Everything
that he loved the most had come to ruin and wreck ; he was going
to lose all that he least looked to lose ; through no fault of his. A
hard and cruel case ; somehow made worse by the knowledge that
the man who had done the mischief was dead to repentance, and
grieved only for himself.

Once, Maude asked him if he would see Guy. He made no
reply, but he shuddered.

As for Guy, he made no sign of wishing to see anybody. He
vanished. He was no more seen ; he could not go to his club
until his debts of honour ware paid ; he did not appear in any oi

his usual haunts. But he had some sense of honour left. He
wrote to all and told them—what they knew already—that he was
in a mess, and that his affairs were in his lawyer's hands. With
that they were fain to be content. But many men, men of small
means and vaulting ambition, who liked to play with those who
could lose without caring much, and who looked for a prompt
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settlement of such claims, swore loudly and felt badly about

Captain Ferrier.

I think that in those days he went o' nights to a certain obscure

corner which exists in Soho. A good many curious and interesting

things go on in that quay-tier. One hears stories from time to time ;

but it is difficult to get such an introduction to those houses as will

allay suspicion, and gentlemen of the press would probably hnd

themselves a hindrance rather than otherwise to the programnie of

the evening. At the house which Guy found out, a few Russians,

Frenchmen, and other foreigners, chiefly of low degree, meet

nightly and dally in a small way with the Goddess of Chance

Captain Ferrier was not particular about his company, so that he

could get the excitement which is to some souls as necessary as

ardent drink to others. He was happy if he came away the winner

of a sovereign ; he cursed his luck if he lost five shillings ; he came

the earliest and left the latest. He had given up his chambers,

and lived at a small hotel, whose address was known only to his

lawyers, and I think that he was happier in those days, living in

this hole-and-corner way, punting for sixpences, than when he was

plunging for hundreds and looking forward to the crisis. There

was no champagne, but there was brandy-and-water.

In those days Percival plucked up heart of grace and called

often upon Virginie ; and they took counsel together. It was well

on in July ; the season was nearly over. Mrs. Hallowes, who
went in sadness, having lost the most important persons on her

visiting-list, was talking of the seaside. But Virginie had other

thoughts in her head. She had not yet written to her mother and

her guardian about the breaking of the engagement, which lasted

but a short fortnight. She was thinking of another and a more

excellent way of telling them.

It was concerning the more excellent way that Percival advised

her. His arguments were forcible ; and he spoke with plainness,

and to no unwilling ears.

' Why stay here ? ' he asked her. ' Everything in London will

remind you of—of—things you would gladly forget. You have

endured a most cruel outrage at the hands of your own people.

London will never be a happy place for you again.'

' No : never,' she replied. ' I can never tliink of London

again except with pain. And I shall always remember Lord

Ferrier's kindness.'
' Go out yourself,' he went on. ' The mail starts in a fortnight.

Carry yourself the news of your freedom.'

She clasped her hands and her eyes sparkled.

' Then there is Tom,' the tempter added softly.

She blushed, but replied not.
' You do not know '—he pleaded the name of the absent Tom

as warmly as if it were his own— 'you cannot understand the

•perfect love with which he looks upon you. As for me and tha
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rest of us, of course you know already that we love you just as

much ; but Tom of course comes first.'

' Oh ! Mr. Percival,' said Virginie, with a rosy blush upon her
cheek and a sweet smile in her eyes, ' you must not say such things

to me.' Yet in Palmiste, such things had been said to her without
meeting any objections.

' You will let me say such things, Virginie, because I am an old

admirer, and you know that I do not presume any farther—while

Tom is in the way, for Tom is different : he has watched you grow
up beside him : his love is a part of his being : without you he is

imperfect : you have been his companion from the time you could

run about : you lisped his name almost the first of any : you have
felt his affection about you and around you from the beginning.

Virginie, is it possible that you could forget him ?

'

' I have never forgotten him,' she said. ' How could I ever
forget him ?

'

' Yet you promised yourself to another.'

'Yes,' she said, humbly. 'But still I had not forgotten him.
Can you not understand that he was always my brother 1

'

' No, I cannot. Because, you see, he never was. People may
call themselves brothers and sisters as much as they please, but
they cannot create that relationship by any amount of calling.

And if you loved him still, how could you '

' I never loved my cousin at all,' said Virginie. ' Do not think
worse of me than I deserve. I respected the man whose character

Maude described ; and they were very kind to me ; and Lord
Ferrier loved me ; and it was what my father would have liked.'

' Then, now that you are free, now that you can do so, remember
the only man who has the right to ask you for your hand.'

'You forget,' she said, gently, 'that things are not as they
were. He has lost his faith in me. If he entertained those
feelings—once—they must have been destroyed by myself.

What respect can he have left for a girl who engaged herself—as

1 did—to such a man ? I cannot explain to him as I have explained
to you.'

' He will know that you were deceived ; he will say to himself
that you——

'

' Yes, he will make excuses for me ; but can he ever think again
—as he did before ?

'

' You would not ask that question if you knew and could
miderstand what a man's love is. Virginie, it isn't a question of

whether he thinks a little better or a little worse of you. All that
is nothing. He loves you. Whatever you did, he would love you
still. If you were to lose your beauty, he would love you still.

If you were to go away and desert him for a hundred and fifty

years, he would love you just as much when you came back. It

isn't your beauty, or your grace, or your vii-tue, or your sweetness
that he loves ; it is yourself.'

' Has he told you all tliis ?
*
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' No ; he never talked about you.'
' How, then, do you know it i

'

' Because, Virginie, I know the man ; and because I judge him
by myself. For I love you in just about the same way myself.

You are my ideal woman, as you are his.'

The tears came into her eyes.
' What,' she asked, 'can a woman say or do that is worthy of

this gift of love ? You, who judge him by yourself, plead for him.
Heaven knows it wants little pleading. You are so generous and
so loyal to him that I cannot but do your will. It shall be as you
desire.'

' Elsie,' he said in the evening—they were taking a stroll in

the cool and leafy lanes of Battersea Park ; it was nearly nine
o'clock, and the sweet breath of summer was in the air. ' Elsie, I

have had an agitated day.'
' Has your novel gone wrong, then ?

'

' No ; there are one or two things even more important than
the novel, though that will prove an Epoch-maker. What I was
engaged upon was more important. You know, of course, Elsie,

that I have always been in love with Virginie.'
' Yes, you luive told me so a thousand times.'
' Have I really ? So often ? Yet it is a delightful subject to

lalk about—nothing more so. Being in love, then, and fully

acquainted with the various phases of that interesting passion, I

judge of Tom's feelings by my own.'
' Yes ; that seems natural—if Tom does feel like you.'
' Of course he does. Now, consider the case. The young lady

has suffered a great wrcjng ; but things might have been much
worse, because slie might have been in love with the man who did
the wrong. That, I am happy to say, is not the case. Not at all.

She never really cared a straw about him ; she has been insulted

and outraged by the abominable wickedness of the creature, but
her deeper feelings are untouched. Now, here is Tom's chance.
Therefore I went thei^e this morning to plead his cause.'

' Why not your own, since you love her so much ?

'

' You are a foolish child, Elsie. I told you that Tom must
oome first. And, after a great deal of beating about the bush,
because one never quite knows in what light the thing is regarded
by the person one is trying to persuade, I succeeded.'

'Yes, Elsie,' he continued triumphantly, 'Virginie will marry
Tom. That is the news I have to tell you.'

' And you ?

'

' Why, I go on just the same. It has been a great happiness to

me to love this sweet and beautiful woman. She will always re-

main to me the crown of womanhood. Perhaps I should be almost
afraid of marrying her. Perhaps it is better to worship at a distance.'

' Perhaps,' said Elsie, a little jealously, ' you might tind out
that she is not altogether the goddess you think.'
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• And what a dreadful thing that would be to discover !
' said

Percival. ' Now, if I marry a girl whom I know not to be a god-

dess, that would be better, wouldn't it 1
'

' I should think so,' said Elsie, blushing—she hardly knew why.

But nobody was there to see it, so it didn't matter.
* Yes ; much better. If, for instance, you and I were to marry.'
' Oh ! Mr. Percival.'
' If you would not be jealous, and think that because I have

loved Virginie I cannot find any love for you—but I thought you

ought to know the whole truth.'
' Oh ! Mr. Percival. What will Violet say 1

'

' You are a very dear and good little Elsie. We will go into

that partnership, then. I've got no money
;
you've got no money.

We will club our resources. And perhaps we needn't move our

quarters. And now, my child, as there is nobody in this lane but

ourselves, put up your lips and let me kiss you, and tell me that

you won't be jealous. Petrarch always made them say that.'

CHAPTER XIII.

FAHEWELL.

*I AM come,' said Maude, *to ask you to forgive me, Virginie,

before you go.'

She looked pale and worn ; her thin cheek was thinner ; her

eyes more lustrous and more sorrowful. Sad stories in plenty have

been written on the wreck of women's lives made by lover and by

husband, but few of them which have been ruined by brother or

by father
;
yet are these the more common. Maude Ferrier gave

her brother everything : her thoughts, her work, her money, yet

the end was—this.

' I am come U> ask your forgiveness,' she repeated,
' Indeed,' said Vir^'inie, ' I have nothing to forgive. You have

always been most kind and good to me.'
' j\ly goodness and kindness, Vuginie, were assumed, for my

brother's sake. I wanted him to marry you for the sake of your

money. I wrote to him in Palmiste, urging him to pay court

to you. I knew that he was in difficulties, and a gambler ; I knew
well that he would only be relieved for a time, and that he would

thi-ow away your fortune as he has thrown away his own. You
were to be sacrificed to his selfish greed and prodigality, as well as

I myself. It was a cruel and a wicked tiling to plot.'

' But you told me '

' All I told you was false. I said Guy was an honourable and

a noble gentleman, as the Chief of our House has always been.

It was false. He is cold and selfish, cruel and treacherous. This

I knew. I was preparing you for the most cruel of disappointr»
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ments. T deliberately laid my plans for you to become the wife of

a reckless gamester. But, remember, my father knew nothing of

it. Think ill of me, because I deserve it ; but not of him, be-

cause he is the soul of honour. I have told him, now. When
you found him out what were your thoughts of me ?

'

' But, Maude, I have not found him out. This is the first I

have heard of his money difficulties or his gaming.'
' Why, then, was the engagement broken off. Is there worse

to come !

'

' There is worse to come, but I cannot tell you what it is.'

' To save him even for a year or two ; to keep my father from
knowing the reputation and character of his son—I think I would
have sacrificed anyone. Yet—Virginie—I am glad that you are
saved ; and again I say—forgive me.'

' I forgive you, Maude. Whatever you did, was for your
brother. I know already that he is not—the noble character J

thought him. But what do you mean by ruin 1

'

' His liabilities are enormous ; it is truly wonderful that he
should have been trusted so greatly ; to meet them my father has
consented to the only course left open ; he will cut off the entail

and sell The Towers, and the estates, and the town house and all

;

and so there will be an end of us.'

' Sell The Towers 1 Sell the estates ? Is it possible ?

'

' It is more than possible. The papers are ready, and will be
signed to-morrow morning.'

' Oh ! Maude, it must not be. Cannot some of my fortune *

' Yours, Virginie 1 Ask yourself if we could take your money—
when we have wronged you so cruelly.

'

Virginie was silent. No ; her own money could not be taken.
' To-morrow morning my father will see his son, but only for the

signing of the papers, and then . . . tlien ... oh ! me . . . there

will be no more pride for us, except in the past, and only poverty
and sliame for the future.'

' Maude !

'

They wept together, and parted.

Now when, an hour later, Percival heard of this intention he
fell into a great dubiety. For, first of all, he had no right to inter-

fere ; but, secondly, he had been taken into confidence by a person
greatly interested in this barring of entail ; and, tliirdly, he thought
that if the truth were made known to Lord Ferrier, he might re-

consider a decision which would make his grandson a pauper.

Finally, he decided on advising Violet to take the boy and go her-

self to her father-in-law.
' I promised,' said the actress, ' that I would keep his secret

—

and I have done so. Nobody knows—except that poor child with

the pretty face. But for the sake of the boy I would break tliat

promise, or any other that I liave ever made.

'

' It is for his sake that I advise you to break it. You ought
never to have made such a promise at all.'
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• Wliat do you say, Daddy 1

'

'It looks well,' he said, ... 'a lawyer's office—table with
parchments '

' It won't be parchment,' Percival objected. ' It will be
paper.

'

' Permit me, IMr. Percival, to know my business. On the stage,

wills and agreements and so forth must be on parchment—large,

rustling parchment. I will proceed . .
.'

He indicated by a sweep of liis hand that the scene was set.
' At the table the lawyer, holding a pen—a large goose-quill—the
introduction of steel pens has ruined the old goose-quill business

—

utterly destroyed it. Ah ! what business have I seen in the good
old farces got out of a simple quill pen ! At the end of the table

the prodigal, arms folded, brows knit—a prodigal at bay—most
etfective figure I assure you. Enter the father, bowed with years
and grief, supported by liis lovely daughter, who gazes reproachfully
upon her brother.

' " Will your Lordship sign ?
"

'"Give me," he says, feebly, "give me the pen. Thus . . .

thus ... I sign away—for ever—the honour of the House.

"

* He dips the pen into the ink ; he raises his hand. The door
flies open—" Do not sign, my Lord !

" Tableau ! Very good indeed,
Violet, my dear. It makes up for the loss of that other beautiful

situation which you thi-ew away. After all, it would not have taken
place for sixteen years, and one does not know where I may be in

sixteen years. Starring in the provinces, very likely.'

It did seem a very likely thing indeed, considering that he was
already over eighty ; but then Art knows nought of age.

'I tliink you ought to go, indeed,' said Percival. 'If you
will allow me, I will go with you, unless JVIr. Perigal would like

to go.'
' I would rather go alone,' said Violet. ' And the boy shall

go too.'

The papers were to be signed at noon. Guy was instructed to

be in the study at that time ; he was also informed that his father

refused to speak to him, that he was to go away on the conclusion

of the inquiry, and that he would be afterwards informed what pro-

vision, if any, would be made for him. The last clause was
uncomfortable, because men who are the heirs to great names are

not accustomed to consider even the possibility of a failure in the

corn and wine, the butter and the oil, and the honey, which go to the

daily bread. ' If any ! '—but, of course, it could be only a figure

of speech.

It was a little after eleven when Violet asked to see Lord
Ferrier. She refused to send in her name, but said that she came
on business of the utmost importance, and wished to see his Lord-
ship immediately. She was taken to the study, where she waited,

and wondered how her communication would be received.

Presently Lord Ferrier appeared. Not quite the man Violet

A A
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expected—she somehow thought he would be a fierce, baronial kind

of person, with the air of one who insists on all his rights ; a

French Seigneur of the good old time—though she knew little

about Seigneurs ; a melodramatic Lord, with large, white, fierce

eyebrows. On the contrary, he seemed quite a mild and gentle old

man, who bowed politely, and apologised for keeping her waiting,

and asked what her business with him might be, and added that he

was himself much engaged at the moment, and would be obliged if

she would come to the point at once.
' Your business, my Lord,' said Violet, ' is connected with

your son 1
'

'It is.'

' You are about to sign an agreement wliich will enable you to

sell your property—all your property—for the purpose of paying oS

your son's debts.'
' I am ; though I do not know how you have learned this.'

' Never mind that. I am thinking, my Lord, how I had best

put into words the things that I have to tell you. I am here in

hope of inducing you to reconsider that decision.'

Lord Ferrier rose.

'Madam,' he said, 'I cannot discuss this decision, or any other

private concerns of mine, with a stranger.'
' Yet, you will listen to me, directly you know who I am. It is

only since yesterday that I have understood the meaning of your
Lordship's intention. Otherwise I should have been here long

ago.'
' I am at a loss to know '

' You shall know directly. I have been told that your Lordship

is a . . . a . . . what they call ... I am told ... a tenant for

life of the property which you hold.'

'That is so, certainly.'

'And that your son, when he succeeds, is also a tenant for

life.'

'Yes.'
' So that if you agree between you to sell it you will be selling

the property of your grandchildren.

'

' If you put it in that way—yes. But I have no grandchildren.'

Violet had been holding the little boy by the hand ; his back

was turned to the window, so that his face was in shade. She now
turned him round and pushed him gently forward.

' Does your Lordship,' she asked, ' see any likeness in that boy
to any of yovir own family ?

'

It had been Violet's boast when she wrote to her husband that

the boy was not like him. That was only true in part. The boy
was exactly like what his father had been at his age.

' It is Guy himself !
' cried Lord Ferrier. ' The boy is like Guy

at six. What does tliis mean 1
'

' Your Lordship has one grandchild. That is what it means. I

am your son's wife.*
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* Is it possible ?

'

' You do not, naturally, accept my statement. Wait. Your son

will be here himself in a short time. Let him be witness. I was

married to him six years ago, and separated from him five years

ago. It vras an unlucky day for me when I met your son.'

* Is it possible ?

'

His eyes were fixed on the child.

' I am an actress. I play under the name of Violet Lovelace.'
' Is it possible ?

'

He kept repeating these words.
' My Lord, have no doubt that I shall prove what I say. Will

you make the future Lord Ferrier a pauper ]
'

'The future Lord Ferrier. Yes . . . Yea . . . The future

Lord Ferrier. Then the house will have another chance. But, if

the child is not a pauper, his father will be dishonoured.'

Violet laughed.
' Is he not dishonoured already ? Has he not engaged himself

to a young lady, hoping that I should keep silence ? Did he not

come to me and threaten, if I did not keep silence, to take away
the boy and rob me of my salary ? What constitutes dishont)ur

among gentlemen, if these things do not \ I say nothing of the

cruel treatment and bitter words that drove me from him as soon

as my baby was born. I say nothing of being left to earn my bread

as best I might, and keep the child as well. It all forms part of

the man. If this is not dishonour, Heaven knows what it is.'

' Let me look at you,' he said.

She raised her veil, and looked up in his face.

' The eyes,' he said, ' are honest eyes. You have a good
face.'

She blushed. She had not blushed for years ; but now she

blushed like an innocent, ignorant school-girl.

'My Lord,' she said, earnestly, 'my child has no cause to be

ashamed of his mother, unless he is ashamed that she is an
actress.'

' It is well said,' he replied, gravely.

Then he rang the bell, and desired that Miss Ferrier should be
asked to come to him.

'Maude,' he said, simply, ' this young lady informs me that she

is—your brother's wife—and that this is his son. If this be true

—

as I have very little doubt '

' At least, sir, let us first prove it to be true.

'

' Let us prove it to be true,' echoed Violet. She was gentle and
soft with the man ; but with this woman who looked at her with

cold distrust she became herself cold and distrustful. She drew the

child upon her lap. ' I shall prove that you, Miss Ferrier, are my
sister-in-law.'

' Will you, then, take your proofs to the proper persons, our

lawyers 1
' asked Maude.

' No : T will not. I will wait here till my husband comes, no
A A 2
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will prove himself the truth of my statement. Your Lordship will

understand that I am here for no other purpose than to defend my
Bon's rights. Your nephew '—she addressed herself to Maude with
some asperity of manner— ' may become an actor. I believe none
of his predecessors have ever followed this profession.'

Maude sighed. She did not doubt the story. A foolish

marriage was only one more episode in the history of her brother,

and a most natui'al episode.

They sat in silence for a few minutes. Then Lord Ferrier

spoke.
' If it be as you say,' he said, slowly, ' I will respect the boy's

rights at the expense of his father.'

Violet made no reply. Then there was silence again.
' The clock struck twelve. And at the moment, true to the

time appointed, the lawyer bearing the paper arrived ; with liim,

Guy himself.

He started at the sight of Violet.
' You here 1 ' he cried. ' You have broken your promise.'
' Who is this lady, sir ?

' asked Lord Ferrier.

.He looked from one to the other. He remembered the wit-

nesses to the marriage ; further concealment was hopeless ; besides,

it was useless.
' She is my wife,' he said, ' and this, I suppose, is the boy.'
' It is the boy,' said Violet. ' I have the other proofs, but . . .

is your Lordship satisfied %
'

'I am satisfied,' Lord Ferrier replied.
' First, then, you will sign this paper '—Violet addressed her

husband, not Lord Ferrier. ' You acknowledge that you married
me under the assumed name of Richard Johnson. That is all.

But I wish you to sign it in the presence of your father and your
sister.'

' If that is all,' said Guy, carelessly, ' let us sign.'

He read the paper, signed it, and returned it to her, with a bow.
'I suppose,' he said, 'that we part again. Quite so. You have
not kept your promise ; but do not fear ; I shall not interfere with
you.'

' Give me, if you please,' said Lord Ferrier to the lawyer, 'the

agreement which I was to sign. I have decided, sir,' he said to his

son, ' not to execute this deed. I will not join you in barring the

entail. The estates shall be kept—for your son. I think I have
no more to say to you. Stay. You will learn in a few days what
I can do for you. An allowance of some kind shall be made to you,

on the condition that you leave England and do not return in my
lifetime. As regards your creditors, I shall see what sum I can set

aside every year, so hmg as I live, for their use. Go ; let me forget

that ever I had a son.'

The young man turned and left the room without a word.
' Guy !

' cried Maude, catching his hand, but he shook it off with
an angry gesture. He had not even a single kind word of farewell
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for the woman who had given him all she had. She sank into her
ciiair, and buried her face in her hands.

'My dear,' said Lord Ferrier, taking Violet's hand and raising
it to his lips, ' you are my daughter-in-law. In this house you will

be always welcome.'
' Thank you, my Lord. My secret shall still be kept. I will

not take your name to the theatre, and I will go on working for

myself. As for the boy, when he is older you shall decide about
him. Boy, kiss your grandfather.'

She held up the child to be kissed.
' I will go, now. Do not cry for your brother,' she said to

Maude. ' He is not worth a tear. I haven't cried about him for

more than five years.'

But Maude made no sign, and Yiolet walked away, leading the
boy with her.

So Guy passed away, and will be seen no more. Nor can one
say what will be his end. Where cards and dice and roulette-

tables are to be found he will make his home. That is quite
certain. It is also certain that he will descend, slowly or rapidly,

deeper and deejjer, until the outward semblance of a gentleman is

lost. As one thinks of him and liis future, one remembers stories

of Mexican hells and New Orleans gambling saloons, and of shots
fired across a table, and a dead body thrown into the street. Or
one remembers ghastly things that one has heard : how men have
fallen among thieves and swindlers, and cast in their lot with them,
owing to the rare possession of a well-bred manner. Or one thinks
of the despair that falls upon a man when his last sou is lost, aud
the cold river is close by.

Soon or late, the end of such men is certain.

CHAPTER XIV.

ATT AUSPICIOUS DAY.

The cold season in Palmiste Island somewhat resembles the

summer in the Straits of Belleisle. That is to say, while the latter

begins on August the 31st and ends on September the 1st, the

former is said to begin on June the 30th and to end on July the
1st. It should be called the ' not-so-hot-as-usual ' season. In the
very height—or depth—of the season was Virginie married.

Her return to the island was announced by no letters : she
arrived alone and unexpected. There were few passengers by the

mail, and hardly anyone came on board when the quarantine boat
had done its duty. Therefore Virginie, leaving her boxes and
things to be forwarded by the trusty purser, landed by herself, and
by herself drove to Mon De'sir.
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It was in the afternoon, about five of the clock, that she arrived

at the dear old Avenue of Palins. All the way out she had been
living over again the tumult and humiliation of the last weeks
in England. When she landed in the old familiar place her
London season vanished, and became like a dream of the past.

The sunshine lay upon the everlasting hills, the fresh breeze of the

afternoon fanned her cheek, the ragged old banana-trees waved a

welcome to her with their torn and disreputable rags of leaves. On
the wharves the dusky coolies shouted as they ran backwards and
forwards with their odorous sacks of guano ; the merchants and the

brokers sat beneath the trees upon the Place ; the drivers slept

upon their boxes ; the mules kicked and bit each other ; once more
she heard the old Creole patois ; once more she felt herself a Creole,

and, as the carriage took her beyond the town, the tears came to

her eyes. \\''hat was England to her but a name and a glory ?

What was her pride of family worth any more to her 1 What had
been the vague wonders in her mind before she saw the birthplace

of her father ? How was she changed 1 How little it all meant
now. What were London drawing-rooms—what was the talk of

London society—what were the false friendships and pretences of

English life—what were the nights in crowded ball-rooms—to the

sweet, pure air of the Palmiste table-land ; the rustle and the light,

the colour and the shadow of the waving canes, the wooded hill-

side, the bare, hot rocks ; the breadth of sunshine, the deep ravines,

the waterfalls, and mountain streams ; even the ugly wooden huts,

with their tin roofs, of the Chinamen— in her native land?

^^'^len the carriage reached the avenue, she stopped it, and,

telling the man to follow very slowly, she went on before with

parted lij^s and eager eyes, thinking of how she should find them all.

Oh ! Look. In the verandah there sat, as they always had sat,

side by side, her mother with Madame Kemyss. They were not

reading—what real good comes by reading, when you tliink of it ?

Nor were they talking—you do not do any good at all, in general,

by talking. Nor were they working—why should they work, when
they had people to work for them ? On a table between them lay a
book or two, and some work, just to look at. They were sitting there

as they sat every afternoon, quite still, silent, and happy, enjoying

the sunshine as it sloped across the lawn and lay golden on the distant

hills, feeling the joy of the cloudless sky, and the breath of the

fragrant au-, and the scent of the roses on the lawn. Why talk ?

Why argue ? Why waste breath in trying to prove the unknowable,
when these things can be enjoyed? Needless work, fuss, prattle,

chatter, fierce argument, and strenuous logic are for temperate

zones. To these ladies there was nothing wanting in their lives but

the return of their Virginie. And she was close at hand, though
they knew it not, looking at them through the branches of an

acacia. The Squire was there, too. But one is ashamed to say

that he was asleep. He had been of late so much troubled and
afflicted about the estate and the hesitation of the Banks that he
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often fell asleep of an afternoon. Now he lay back in his long cliair

and slumbered peacefully.

In a corner of the verandah sat old Suzette, in her cotton frock

and red turban, coiled up. In her hands was a piece of work ; but

she, too, was half asleep.

A sleepy, peaceful place. As Yirginie looked, she thought of

the danger hanging over them, and how this peace might be inter-

rupted, this rest distui'bed, and these dear old people sent adrift to

find such shelter as they might. To be sure, where her mother
lived, there would be Madame Kemyss—there, too, the Squire.

But—Tom !

And she blushed, because, during all the voyage, Tom had never

once been out of her thoughts. What would he say ] What would

he say ?

Now, at this juncture, Tom himself came sauntering slowly down
the avenue. He was dull because the house was dull, and its

silence almost intolerable to him. And in these days he was always

dejected, and found no joy in anything nor any brightness in the

sunshine. And, behold ! before him stood none other than

Virginie !

He took her in his arms, and, without a word of question or

explanation—perhaps he read her eyes—he kissed her a thousand

times, regardless of the driver who sat on his box and grinned

approvingly.
' Oh ! Tom,' she cried, ' do you love me still 1

'

Did he love her 1 Did the sun shine ? Was the sky blue ?

Were the flowers growing under theii- feet 1 Did he love her still ?

And there were present at the wedding his Excellency the

Governor and her Ladyship, his illustrious consort ; also the Eight

Reverend the Lord Bishop of Palmiste, with the young Padre, his

Examining Chaplain—it took the pair of them to read the service

—and the Bishopess, and the Bishoplings and the Colonial Sec-

retary, and the Auditor-General and the Treasurer, and all the

Heads of Departments—with their wives and daughters ; also all

the members of the Legislative Council, with their wives and their

sons and their daughters, and their grandchildren ; and the General

in command of the Forces, and the Colonel and all the ofiicers of

the Regiment in garrison ; and the Assistant Colonial Secretary

—he who had taken the Padre for a morning walk—and other

assistants in De})artments ; and all the French and English mer-

chants, and as many of the planters as were white—you mustn't

mix colours in a tropical climate any more than in jesthetic zones
;

and among them the McAndrew and the IMcLoughlin. As for the

Pink Boy, he was there, too. His friend the Squire was saved from

ruin. His letter had been acted upon ; and, after all, this was the

sad and fatal result. Yet he bore up, and acted as best man,

looking veiy pink and young and handsome.

They were married, naturally, at the English Cathedral, which
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was much fuller than was ever before known in the memory of man,
except on St. John's Day, when the Masons go there to solemn
service, and hear a sermon full of dark allusion to Masonic rites,

and feel reassured about that Greater Excommunication hurled at

them by my Lord the Bishop of the Older Branch, whose Palace
stands not a hundred yards away. The organ j^ealed continuously,

and the choir boys sang an anthem, and the service was presently

under way, and the Pink Boy and all the bridesmaids were in

tears.

After the service there was the most generous and noble banquet
ever spread, with culinary effects romantically tropical, artistically

suggestive of sugar planting, poetically, allegorically beautiful.

His Right Reverence proposed the bride : his Excellency proposed
Captain Kemyss : the Assistant Colonial Secretary, himself a
bachelor, proposed the bridesmaids, and the Pink Boy in reply

wandered off to the bride and confessed his passion : and the

McAndrew went to sleep in the middle of the feast ; and the

]McL(nighlin at the close had to be supported by a friend on either

Bide.

They spent their honeymoon in a little shooting-box hidden in

the heart of the woods, where they wandered every day hand in

hand. Sometimes they sat beside a sparkling stream, upon some
fallen trunk, and watched the flickering of the leaves in the sun-

light, or the herds of deer browsing in a lonely glade, in silent

happiness. Sometimes they gathered orchids and ferns. Some-
times Yirginie would read to Tom, who never read anything for

himself. Sometimes she told him of the great world she had seen
for a little and left for ever. Once she told him the true story of

her engagement, and honest Tom was fain to own that the wicked-
ness of man may be very astonishing. He meant white man

—

because he knew the coloured varieties pretty well, and had gauged
their moral possibilities. Sometimes they came upon little clear-

ings inhabited by settlements of old maroons who had long since

forgotten their rancour against the white man, and among whom
there was now none living, unless some very old Patriarch, who
remembered the lash and the labour. Then the fair white lady sat

among them, and talked to the simple people.

A sweet and simple honeymoon ; the prelude to a sweet and
simple life. Perhaps Virginie will be happier with her garden and
her flowers, her woods and hills, her sunshine and peace, than if

she were the Lady of The Towers, even though her husband were
the Bayard that Maude represented him to be.

Another wedding ; it was so obscure that I do not know on what
day it was held ; but it was about the same as Virginie's. That of

INIr. Percival and Elsie. Nobody was present except Daddy Perigal

and Violet and the boy. They have, as they projiosed, clubbed

tlieir resources. Elsie is to go on governessing, wliile her husband
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shapes that spoon. It will never, I think, be a very remarkable
spoon ; but there will be some neatness and freshness in the design,

some taste, with conscientiousness in the execution ; and the whole
of the man's heart will be thrown into his work, so that, perhaps,

there may presently happen to be found a few simple people who
wi'l look upon the spoon with a little admiration and a little

sympathy.



THE HUMBLING OF THE MEMBLWQS.

It is now forty years since Josiah Membling, clock and watchmaker,
retired from Gracechurch Street and the little shojj, where he had
done extremely well, to his native village in Essex. He was the

Bon of a small farmer and the descendant of sturdy j^eomen ; the

instincts of old family were strong in him ; when, therefore, being

a good way past sixty, he thought the time had come to sell the

business and retire, he was encouraged by the fact that the Hall of

his native village was for sale, with the park and grounds. He
bought them ; took his family into the country with him, and
settled down, for the fifteen years of life which remained to him,
not as a country gentleman exactly, for the good man had no idea

of going into society, but as a mixture of retired tradesman and
farmer. He farmed his own land, though he lost money by it ; he
found life dull after the stir of the city, and he continually yearned
after the manufacture of watches and clocks, in which he was no
mere seller of otlier men's work, but himself an ingenious and
accomplished workman, who had duly served his seven years'

ajDprenticeship, and was besides a mechanician by native genius.

During the latter years of his life the old man spent most of his

time locked up in his own room. It was a very large room on the

first floor, having two windows facing the south and four looking

west ; beside it was a small dressing-room which he occupied as a
bedroom ; and no one at all was ever allowed to enter the large

room, which was always locked ; but his grandson knew that it

contained a bench, a lathe, and all the tools requisite for mechanical

work. Sometimes he worked there till late at night, sometimes he
would not come out even for dinner. There was something uncanny
about the old fellow working by himself continually, nobody knew
at what. He might have made watches, but he brought none out

;

he might have turned things with his lathe, but none were ever

shown ; he might have been prosecuting some grand research in the

horological mystery, but he said nothing about it.

He kept on working till the day of his death. It happened, one
Saturday evening, that his unmarried daughter and his daughter-

in-law were in the drawing-room wlien the old man unexpectedly

walked in. He stood before the fire and looked at them, turning
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from one to the other with a strange smile. It was so seldom that

he came out of his own room that the two ladies were perplexed

and a little frightened.

'My work,' he said, with another weird and uncanny smile, 'is

finished.'

The words were hardly spoken when he suddenly reeled, caught
at a chair, and fell heavily to the ground in a ht.

In the morning he became conscious again, and presently began
to understand that he was dying, and that he had better give any
directions that he had to give at once. They sent for his grandson
who was at Cambridge, and it was to him, his heir, that the old man
gave the one injunction that he seemed to care about. 'Let no
one,' he said, shaking his long and lean forefinger in the most
solemn manner, ' let no one presume to enter my room. Let it

remain locked, or if any desire to enter '—here he laughed and his

hearers shuddered— ' let him enter alone and after dark. I shall

be there,' he added, while they shuddered again, ' on the watch—

a

day and night watchman—a watch that always goes—a repeating

watch, a keyless watch, with the newest improvements, an ever-

lasting watch '—here his mind wandered a little
—

' Watches neatly

repaired. Established forty years. Clocks kept going.' And then
he laughed again and breathed his last. It was dreadful to see an
old man die with a laugh upon his \\\)^.

They buried him in the churchyard under a magnificent marble
tomb, among a great number of Memblings, including his only son.

And it was, as stated above, his grandson who succeeded, being then
only one-and-twenty years of age.

His successor shortly afterwards married, and in course of time
had a family, like most people, of sons and daughters. The young
people knew very little about the watchmaker's shop, but they
knew that the churchyard was full of Josiah Memblings, and very
easily they grew to believe in a legendary history about the family

greatness. They were the ancient holders of the estate, the lords

of the manor ; they were found on the spot by the Norman Con-
queror ; they experienced many adventures in the various civil

wars ; there came a time when their fortunes were quite fallen
;

even the Hall passed for a while out of their hands ; then came the

second founder, who amassed wealth in the City and bought back
the old house. And they really did not know—the innocent girls

who built up this legend—what a collection of fibs they were put-

ting together.

For fifteen years and more the old man's last wishes were faith-

fully and piously obeyed. No one entered the old man's room at

all : the key was in his grandson's possession ; it became a matter
of common belief that the old man haunted the room. The maids
at dusk, and after dark, would hurry past the door ; in full daylight

they would stop and listen, trembling, if by chance they might hear
the sound of a dead man's footfall ; and tlie young members of the

family were brought up to feel doubly grateful to an ancestor who
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had not only restored the fortunes of the house, but had endowed
it with a haunted room.

One day, however, when Laura, the eldest daughter, was in her

father's study looking for something else, she found hanging up in

a cupboard the key of the haunted room. It was a bright sunny
morning ; there could be no fear of ghosts on such a day ; she

looked at the key ; she remembered the solemn injunction, which

of course everybody knew, but the sight of the key filled her with

strange and irresistible curiosity and a longing such as she had
never before known : she took it down with a trembling hand ; she

crept like a thief out of the study and up the broad stair to the

door ; she put the key in the lock and turned it. It was a little

rusty, but the bolt flew back and she opened the door. Strange,

how hard she had to press that door with her shoulder before it

opened ; she went in and looked round curiously, yet but for a

single moment : a grating noise behind her caused her to turn

quickly ; to her horror the door was closing of its own accord, and

a great bar was slowly rising behind it. She shrieked and fled
;

there was just time ; the door closed as she rushed through, there

was a noise as of a falling bar, and Laura fainted away. When she

recovered the maids were running up the stairs and about the

house, wanting to know who had been ringing bells and who was
making such a strange noise in the house.

When Laura told her story, her father put on the semblance of

great wrath, but secretly he rejoiced because here was proof posi-

tive of the haunting. No family of yesterday ever got a ghost.

In fact, it is only the members of an old family who can be got

even to believe in ghosts at all. It is a curious thing that in poor

and new neighbourhoods, like the East End of London, there

seems no place for a ghost. Now, for a thick population of ghosts,

give me Northumberland.
The next day, Laura said that she had felt a cold breath upon

her cheek.

The day after, she said that a heavy sigh had fallen upon her

ear as she fled.

The day after that, she said that the sigh was a faint whisper of

the words ' My dear child.'

It was enough. The ghost was established. Henceforth un-

pleasant things might be said of money made in trade, but the old

family tradition would not be attacked. There was the evidence

of the supernatural bar, there was the door closed by an invisible

hand, there was the voice, there was the ringing of bells, there

were the strange noises heard by the maids while Laura was lying

supine and unconscious. No ancient Scottish House ever had such

a ghost. The Squire, however, put away the key in his strong box,

among his valuables. The door, he said, should never again be

opened in his lifetime. But Laura used to stand outside like a

Peri, listening for another message from the other world, and it

became recognised in the famUy that she was her great-grand-
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father's favourite. This gave her a kind of rank. Respect was
due to one thus singled out by an ancestor who had been such a
benefactor as to become not only the restorer of fallen fortunes
(which is in itself romantic), but also the family ghost. All the
Memblings walked more upright than before ; they stuck out their

chins, so to speak ; they believed in their Coat of Arms ; what
was better, other people believed in it as well.

They entertained people at the Hall, and when they offered

them quarters for the night sjDoke with reserve of the haunted
room ; they laughed, but with affection and reverence, not with
scorn, at their ghost ; the girls bade their friends, when they left

them after a hair-brushing, have no fear, because their ancestor
worked very quietly and distm-bed no one outside his own room,
though, they added, as might be plainly heard by anyone who
listened at the door after dark, he was always at work. It was, in

fact, one of Laura's fictions that she could hear the lathe at work,
and the Squhe, who good-humouredly received the avowed incre-

dulity of his friends, always finished the conversation by saying
that the key of the room was in his strong box, where he intended
it to remain.

Things might have gone on in this quiet and peaceful manner
until now but for a misfortune, the nature and extent of which
will become presently apparent. All misfortunes, said the Sage
(who married his cook), proceed from love.

Yet, who would have thought that the Humbling of the Mem-
blings would have followed upon so simple and natural a thing as

the engagement of young Dalmahoy to Laura ? Certainly not she
herself, not her father, nor her sisters and brothers, because
Dalmahoy was in every respect a most eligible parti, being not only
young, tolerably well off, and handsome, a good waltzer, a good
rider, a good shot, a good actor, and one of those gallant headlong
lovers before whom feminine courage breaks down, but he was also

—a point naturally insisted upon by the Memblings—a man of un-
deniably good family. There was no trace or taint of trade in the
long line of Dalmahoys.

When Jack Dalmahoy came to Membling Hall—the girls almost
believed that the place had never possessed any other name, so that
they could, if they pleased, call themselves the Memblings of Mem-
bling—one of the first things they did, after showing him their

gardens, stables, and other interesting parts of the establishment,
was to tell him of the family ghost. He naturally laughed, and
spoke with disrespect of the spectre. Laura rebuked him, letting

it be understood quite plainly that she was to be taken with her
ghost or not at all. Who would offend his mistress by objecting to

such a trifle ? ' I woidd gladly,' said Jack, ' have the ghost in my
room every night if that would give you any pleasure. Invite him,
Laura, to visit me.'

Laura gravely shook her head. This was not the proper spirit

in which to speak of an ancestor who walked. He might even be
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listening at tliat very moment. Indeed, the opportune cracking of a

piece of furniture gave some colour of probability to the supposition.

After dinner, when the ladies had gone. Jack asked the Squire

to allow him to pass the night in the haunted room. His request

was refused, gently bufe firmly.

'lam not,' said the chief of the Memblings, ' a particularly

superstitious man, but the fact that there is undoubtedly something
supernatural in the room, and the equally undoubted fact that the

appearances and manifestations are connected with my grandfather,

make me respect his desire to remain after death unmolested in

what was, in his lifetime, his favourite room.
Laura was angry when she heard of this proposal. Did Jack,

Bhe asked, consider her great-gi'andfather in the light of a common
ill-bred ghost, one of those unthinking and vulgar ghosts who
break the crockery, throw the furniture about, rattle chains, and
are disagreeable in the house ? ' For my part, ' she said, ' I look

upon the tenancy of this room by my dead ancestor as a singular

proof of the affection with which he continues to regard us. His
spirit remains with us,' she added, clasping her hands and turning

her soft eyes, which were as limpid as a pair of opals, up to the

heaven, ' because he loves us still. He is our guardian angel, he
watches over the house. We are under his special protection, and
if we were to hjse him, through any act of irreverence or intrusion,

farewell the luck of Membling Hall !

'

Jack desisted, though loth to relinquish his interview with
the ghost. Indeed, when one thinks how seldom one gets the

chance of a talk face to face Avith a ghost, it is not surprising that

Jack was sorrowful when it vanished. I have never myself had
such a talk, and with the exceptions of a friend who saw the ghost

of Joe Morgan, another who was privileged to amuse Lady Kitty,

and a third who received Lady Bab, I think I know no one who
has actually talked with them. And, without going quite so far as a

certain learned counsel of my acquaintance, who ardently desires a

half-hour's friendly interview with the devil, I must say that there

are many ghosts for whom one would suffer a great deal of incon-

venience and loss of time. Doctor .Johnson, Emanuel Swedenborg,
Cagliostro, Doctor Dee, Cotton Mather, George Psalmanazar, the late

Count of Albany, Robespierre, and Cornelius Agrippa, all occur to

one in a breath as most interesting ghosts, if they would only come
and talk in a friendly way and witliout frightening one. Two or

three days afterwards Jack tried another line. As he could not be al-

lowed to sit up all night and converse with the old watchmaker, he
begged permission just to see the room. He would not go in, only

open the door and look round. 'It is not, Laura,' he said, ' as if

one wanted to go against your ancestor's express rule, simply to pay
a kind of—mark of respect—you know—morning call—just to look

at the place, not even to go into the room.'

I believe that one of the reasons why the Squire refused per-

mission to spend the night in the room was that he was afraid of
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revelations. You see, he knew more than his children, he enter-

tained well-founded doubts as to the greatness of the House, he

knew all about the shop, and it did occur to him that a conversa-

tion between his grandfather and his son-in-law might be awkward.

Fancy a poor relation turning up when you have been comfortably

established for a generation and a half, to remind your friends that

the family crest was only forty years old or so, that the family

history was fudge, and that the shop, the good, old, honest,

despised shop, was the foundation, and not the restoration at all,

of the House ; and fancy a Membling asked to turn a guest into a

room where he might, and very likely would, be informed by

the purchaser of Membling Hall how his money was made. * We
have,' the Squire might have reasoned, ' a highly respectable

family ghost. But there are reasons why that ghost should be kept

in the family, and if it have disclosures to make or garrulous remi-

niscences to prattle upon, let these things be conveyed to the ear of

a member of the family only. Or, as the ghost shows no inclination

to leave his own room, let there be no disclosures at all. There is

at least no occasion to invite revelations about the shop.'

The least ghostly time in the whole day, I take it, is the after-

noon. No one expects even a medium to have any luck in the

afternoon. Seances are always conducted after dark ; old-fashioned

wizards used to conjure up spirits at midnight ; if devils, spectres,

Intins, hobgoblins lasted till the morning, they were gone at all

events by dawn. The 'garish light of day' is painful to super-

natural eyes ; they wink when it begins ; they wink horribly if

they have to endure it many minutes ; long, long before noon they

are away and in hiding. Who would have thought, then, that old

IMembling would have played the tricks he did, actually in the

afternoon 1 You shall hear.

It was an afternoon in January—in the first week of the year.

Snow was spread upon the fields, though it had melted on the

roads ; there was a gentle mist rising from the earth, through

which the sun was shining feebly, a blurred circle of pale glory

without warmth. But the sun was already sinking, and the pale

winter twilight was going to begin, the mist and the white snow
making it lighter than usual and yet ghostly, if one can use the

word of a four-o'clock appearance—an afternoon-tea-time manifes-

tation. The light was sti'ange.

Jack Dalmahoy and Laura, after luncheon, sat together, talking

of the little nothings which please young lovers. Presently the

conversation flagged. Tlien some young and sprightly devil, seeing

the chance of donig a little mischief by firing Jack's imagination,

which had at the moment nothing to work upon (bemg tired of

pretending imaginary perfections in his Laura), whispered in his

ear that it would be something to pay a visit to the haunted room.
' The very thing !

' cried Jack with alacrity.

'What is the very thing, Jack V asked Laura, looking up with

surprise.
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' My dear girl,' he said, ' let us go this afternoon
;
go, beg the

key. we will pay a visit to the haunted room !

'

Laura hesitated.
' You know, dear girl,' said her lover, * that you are yourself as

curious to visit the room as I myself.'
' I have seen it,' she replied, ' and I heard '

' Yes, Laura. ' Jack had heard the story before. ' I perfectly

remember. But we shall only open the door and look in. Go,
dear, and ask your father for the key.'

The Squire gave his consent with some reluctance. He even
returned with his daughter, bearing the key with as much respect

as if it were the key of a city's gates, such as that which the citizens

of a mediaeval town used to bring out when they had eaten up their

last rat.

' Here is the key,' he said solemnly ; 'if you merely open the
door and look in, no harm will be done, I should think. As the
sun is setting, you might, even, if you please, go in. The injunc-

tion was that no one was to go in except after dark, and alone.

But Laura may be considered an exception.'

Jack said that if he went in Laura should go with him, and
that, as regards respect, he would look on the room as the family

vault. Laura said he meant, she presumed, the church, not the

vault.

First he oiled the key, which was rusty ; then, accompanied by
Laiu-a, he turned it in the lock, and with some difficulty, because,

he said, it was like some fellow pushing on the other side. He
succeeded in opening it.

Could the ' fellow,' Laura thought, with a shudder, be her

revered ancestor ?

When the door was open Jack forgot his promise, and stepped
inside, looking about him curiously.

It was a long, low room, lighted by three narrow windows
looking west, and reaching from floor to ceiling. It was most
curiously furnished. For beside one window there was a table fur-

nished exactly like one of those used by working watch-makers,

with glasses in bone frames such as they stick in their eye when
they look at a watch, and, observing a j^iece of dust, which they

blow away and thereby release the machinery, declare that the

watch requires cleaning, wliich will be eight-and-six. By such

subtleties was the fortune of the Memblings commenced. Lamps,
jets for gas, low stools, trays containing portions—dissected bones
—of watches, small brushes and dusters, themselves covered with

dust, now covered this table. Before the next window stood a

lathe with tools, ' chunks,' and wheel. Before the next was another

table, larger than the first, and covered with books, papers, mathe-

matical instruments and drawings. 'My great-grandfather,' said

Laura, thinking of the mythical and almost disbelieved shop of

which even the younger members of the family were somehow
conscious, ' was in his day a great mechanician.'



THE HUMBLING OF THE MEMBLINGS. 369

' What did he hang the walls with peacocks' feathers for 1

'

asked Jack.

It was a strange thing : one side of the room was given over to

a watchmaker's table, a lathe, and books on mechanics ; the other

side was decorated with everything bizarre, as if the old man had
resolved on gratifying his own taste without consulting the taste

of the age. A Persian carpet lay on the Hoor ; there was a broad

eofa on which he had often s ept, covered with costly skins, a

chair, also covered with skins, stood facing it ; common tobacco

pipes and a common tobacco jar stood upon the jilain mantelshelf,

on which were such trifles as jjots of glue and paste, glasses which
suggested the ' rummer ' of a countiy public-house, a spirit-case

open, a note-book, and and an umbrella. The fireplace itself was a

beautiful specimen of costly brass-work and tiles, there were carved

cabinets very precious, filled with china, though the old man died

before the great cliina revival was born, and there were pictures

worth crying over, so dehghtful were they. The whole of that side

of the room was covered with peacocks' feathers attached one over

the other to the wall. The ceiling of the room was of polished oak,

dark and deep, relieved with a little gold. The efiect of the j^ale

wdntry light fallmg upon their splendours was very strange. Laura
clasped her lover by the arm and gasi^ed. Then she looked round
and shrieked.

Six years before this, when she stood within the room, she had
seen the door closing slowly, and of its oimi, accord, before her.

Now as she turned she saw that the same thing was liappening

again, but that it was too late ; for with a heavy, grating noise the

door shut closely, wliile, also of its own accord, there slowly fell

behind it a heavy wooden bar.

As the bar fell there was a sound as of a deep sigh. Then all

was silent.

The pair, thus strangely made prisoners, looked at each other

with pale faces. Even the man, as brave a fellow as may be, saw
with a terror which froze his blood this great bar lifted without

visible hands, and falling slowly as if guided into its place. He
rushed to the door and tried to lift it. Its free end was lying in a

strong clamp closed by some spring. He could not lift it out, nor

could he by any strength tear it away and open the door.

Another shriek from Laura called him to her side.

' Fingers,' she cried, ' fingers at my tlu-oat ! Jack, save me
Bave me !

'

Jack took her in his arms and soothed her. ' Nothing,' he said,

' can hurt us. Wliatever it is, nothing shall hurt you till it first

—

oh, Lord!'
He stopped, because a breath of ice-cold air blew violently into

his face, and again the solemn sigh was heard. Laura sank upon
the floor, in a terror the like of which she had never imagined or

suspected. Jack lifted her gently and laid her upon the chaii

beside the fireplace.

B B
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What next 1 Laura held Jack by the hand, imploring him not

to leave her—not to leave her alone. He stood beside her, his heart

beating, his brain afire with wonder and terror. What next 1

A third time they heard the sigh as of one in deep trouble and

perhaps anger : again soft fingers touched Laura's throat, and again

cold airs vexed their cheeks. Meantime it was growing darker

:

the sun was quite gone down ; the short winter twilight was deepen-

ing into gloom, and the snow-fields tlu'ough the windows stretched

white and cold.

Then there began a ringing of bells and a beating of drums.

Jack held Laura more tightly and whispered to her to be of good

cheer ; nothing, he declared with a positiveness which he did not

feel, should or could hurt her while he was there.

The bells seemed all round them, as if they were being rung in

their ears ; they were soft and melodious bells, not harsh and

strident, and the drums, like the bells, were soft ; their rolling was

as that of muffled kettle-drums, and when they stopped for a

moment the heavy sigh was heard, as if lamenting the necessity for

making all this noise. The bells rang and the drums beat for an

hour and a half, as it seemed to the terror-stricken couple, prisoners

in the room, who were fain to listen. In truth, they rang and

beat for about five minutes, and then they stopped suddenly, and

that dreadful, unseen person began to sigh again, heavily. Also

Laura shrieked, because the fingers began to play again at her throat.

Of all forms of supernatural visitations, that of fingers at the throat

has always seemed to me the least desirable. The apparition of a

sheeted ghost, with or without chains, the squeezing of hands left in-

advertently outside the sheets, the cold breatloing upon the sleeping

brow, the groaning behind wainscot walls, the dragging of chains, the

Bighing or sobbing by the bedside, the shying about of crockery,

the shrieking in the garden, the upheaval of heavy furniture, the

creaking on the stairs, the lurking in unsuspected places, the unrea-

sonable claim to property in a place after you have become a ghost

—

all these things are efiective, though perhaps overdone. New ghost

machinery has to be invented if the popular imagination is to be

fired, and I take it that the miserable falling off in ghosts during

the last fifty years must be attributed mainly to the weariness of

the imagination, which refuses any longer to be stirred by old-

fashioned modes of spiritual manifestations. Even rapping has had

its day, and one sees no hope for ghosts in the future, unless they

are prepared to bring trustworthy information as to the rules and

regulations cfoutre-mer. Then, indeed, there would be so great a

run upon ghosts that the good old times would come back again,

and many a musty family ghost, long since laughed at, scorned and

forgotten, would" return, to bloom and blossom again among a

curious and credulous posterity.

But to have one's throat felt, touched, and fingered by ghostly

fingers ! That is, if you please, a thing which in no way attracts the

curiosity or stunulates the imagination. Quite the contrary ; it

Bimply terrifies.
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Laura slirieked and would have fainted, liad she thought it would
be of the least use. But she was too much terrihed for fainting.

In real moments of crisis, in supreme moments, as the prigs say,

one is too much in earnest to faint. One may faint comfortably
when a tooth is pulled out, and feel all tlie better for it afterwards,

but when a more serious operation is performed no one thinks about
fainting, and takes chloroform instead.

' N—-n—othing, ' said Jack, with less heart in his tone than he
could have wished, ' c—can hm't you Avhile I am here.'

Yet there were fingers at her throat, and just then Laura would
have sacrificed all the honoiu* and glory of the family ghost could
she have fomid herself safe outside that ckeadful door with the bar
let down to keep them in. Or, suppose her Ancestor had appeared,

hungering, ravening for a life, I believe she woidd have given up
her lover in the same sj)irit of duty as prompted Agamemnon to

sacrifice Iphigenia, so as to get out of the mess with as much ease

and safety as possible. But all that they had heard and seen were
mere trifles, bagatelles, skittles, apple tart, compared to what they
were about to see.

Suddenly the bells which had been ringing a melodious peal, and
the kettle-drums wliich had been beating a muffled harmony, clashed

and clanged in a horrific discord, at the hearing of which Laura
moaned and groaned, while Jack, clutching her hand as if for his

own safety, murmured mechanically, ' N—n—n—nothing c— c

—

c—an h—h—h—hur— ' and here his jaws stuck and he said no
more.

For at the clang and clash of the bells the cm-tams fell before
the windows, and they were in darkness absolute.

It seemed next as if the end of the room was taken away, and
another room opened to their eyes.

There was nothing at all in this room, but it was lighted by a
large window at the end, and a long narrow window at the side.

The glimmer from the snow without gave sufiicient light for the
intruding pair to see the things which presented themselves.

The bells stopped, the drums stopped. Then there began a
wailing plaintive music, a tune never heard on earth, which seemed,
like the bells and the drums, to be plaj'ed around them, above
them, below them. And while this weird and ghostly tune was
slowly played, there appeared suddenly, not, said Lam'a afterwards,

as if they sprang from the ground or dropped from the skies, but
suddenly, as if they came from nowhere, three skeletons. In the
dim light one could discern their shadowy forms, the lean fingers

with which they pointed, the long bony legs with which they
danced—they actually danced !—the hollow, eyeless sockets and
grinning teeth of the skulls. As they came, so they disappeared,

as suddenly, as silently.

But thii music, the supernatural, weird, and ghostly music, went
on, and then—ah ! then—the final manifestion appeared. For, as

if he had stepped from tlie wall, Laura saw her great-grandfathex^
BB 2
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the Actual Family Ghost itself—walk slowly, and as if with diffi-

culty, across the room, and as he neared the opposite wall, he
turned, faced his great-granddaughter, and with his white locks

and white beard faintly visible, he seemed to hold up a warning
foi-efinger and disappeared.

Then the music ceased ; the room of the ghost and skeletons

disappeared ; the curtains wliich had fallen before the windows
were drawn back, and there was silence.

' Jack !
' said Laura.

* G—g—g—ood heavens !
' cried Jack.

* Are we living. Jack ?

'

' G—g—g—ghosts !
' said Jack.

* Do you think it is over. Jack % ' asked Laura.
* N—n—n—othing ' began Jack, when Laura, looking

round, saw to her delight that there was a gleam of artificial light in

the doorway, which showed that the door was open. She rushed
to the place ; the great bar was gone ; the door was ajar ; Laura
yelled for help, rushed tlu-ough, and fell headlong in the passage.

The cause of her fall, I am ashamed to say, was no other than Jack
himself, who rushed after her. Both fell down, like Jack and Jill,

and lay sprawling together.

That evening Laura did not appear at dinner ; her mother sent
for the doctor, and she was ordered to bed, Somebody sat up all

night with her, and in the morning she was delirious : the system,
said the doctor, had sustained a severe shock.

As for Jack, he ordered his things to be got ready at once, and
drove straight back to Colchester, leaving word that he was ordered
back on regimental duty. But Avhen he got there he was fain

to drink so much soda-and-brandy that he too, like Laura, was put
to bed.

Thus, for two or three days, the story of the dreadful apparition

at Membling Hall never got about.

When Laura got better she told the story, sitting up in bed, to

her sisters : she was a girl of a fine imagination and an eye to dramatic
situation, therefore the story lost nothing in the telling ; tlie sighs,

the sobs, the cold breath, the fingers at the tlu'oat, the skeletons,

the bells, and the weird music, with the dread vision of her great-

grandfather at the end, were all duly narrated. The sisters told

their father. The Squire enjoined secresy, but left a corner open
in the case of trusted friends ; everyone had a trusted friend.

Therefore, before Jack returned, he was assailed on all sides by
questions about the ghost of Membling Hall, and had to explain,

although with fear of making himself ridiculous, that it was a
real, unmistakable ghost—a devil of a ghost, accompanied by every

kind of row and appearance calculated to shake a fellow's nerves

and make him feel uncomfortable. Jack was not a man of lively

imagination, but the things he had seen were so extraordinary that

he had only to tell them exactly as he had seen them. And it

would be wonderful, had we the time, to relate the two forms wliich
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the story took when related by Laura the imaginative, and by Jack
the matter-of-fact.

Think, however, of the pride of the Memblings at this proof

incontrovertible of their family ghost. Where was there, anywhere
in England, a house with such a ghost, so complete in all its parts,

so provided with machinery, material gear, and suijernatural assis-

tants % Was it not a great honour to them that their ghost did ncjt

appear unattended, but was provided with a body-guard, or spirit-

ward, of three dancing skeletons % Was there any other ghost at

whose bidding bells would ring and drums would beat ? It was like

a royal progress. Josiah Membling's spirit was welcomed, as lie

himself would have wished, like a Lord INIayor on Lord Mayor's
day. Did ever man hear tell of any other ghost who could com-
mand, so to speak, a private orchestra of his own, to play music at

his coming !

The mere telling of the story became a fearful joy to Laura and
to the faitliful Jack. It was a dreadful experience to have under-

gone ; but, like a shipwreck on a desert island, once worried

through, it became a grand and splendid distinction. Laura's sisters

envied her : Laura's brothers envied her. The Squire was proud
of her ; the story brought the greatest credit to the family : Laura
might have adopted the motto of Queen Elizabeth, D\ix femina fadl.

She became an extremely interesting person, and began to culti-

vate the sadness which belongs, somehow, to all persons privileged

to hold communication with the outer world. She sat in shadowy
corners, or in the dim firelight without a lamp, in the long and dark

room called the library, where she told her story with claspud

hands, while the light of the fire reddened her pale cheek and
showed up the luminous depths of her large soft eyes ; her audience

gathered round her catching breathlessly at her words, and looking

over their shoulders on the chance of seeing the spectre behind
them. But he never came. ' My great-grandfatlier,' said Laura,
' will never, I am persuaded, leave the room in which he has chosen

to dwell. Let us have no fear. Indeed, ' she added, smiling sadly,
' why should we fear ? He who restored the fortunes of the House,

and is good enough to watch over it after his passing away, can

hardly be feared. He may hear, no doubt he does hear, all that is

said and done in the Hall, therefore let us always speak of him with

the Reverence and Awe which he deserves.'

They came from all parts of the country to hear the story.

Laura was obliged to be at home every afternoon. Jack was nut

allowed to leave her chair, in order to be ready to corroborate any
statement. He shone as the lesser light, not being permitted to

tell the story himself because he was not a good raconteur, and
because a certain sterility of imagination forbade those develop-

ments of facts which are necessary in a perfect ghost story. But
he could put in a word by way of proof, and was immensely useful

as the Witness. A ghost, like a miracle, requires the testimony

of two or more credible persons.
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'I shall never,' said Laura, 'never again bear to hear the least

frivoluus or scoffing allusion to the appearance of Spirits. The
Bubject will always be associated in my mind, with a Manifestation
which was truly Awful.

' Awfully Awful, ' said Jack, behind her chair.
' I cannot understand, now, how I lived through it. Indeed, I

must have died with terror, had it not been for the invincible

fortitude of Jack, who, I will say in his presence, behaved with
perfect courage and reverence throughout. What reassured me
first, and convinced me that no harm was intended, was the celestial

music which preceded the most awe-inspiring sight, the last scene
of all.'

' What was it like, the music 1 ' whispered a young lady.
' Like a waltz tune,' said Jack.
' Not the least like a waltz tune,' said Laura, ' You might as

well call a recitative from Handel a waltz tune : better, in fact,

because Handel's music is the work of a man, whereas this—oh !

this that we heard—wliose work was it '?
' She lifted hands and

eyes, and remained silent in ecstatic contemplation of the ceiling.
' My dear,' she continued after an interval, during which the
gentlemen thought they were in church and looked into their hats,
' it is impossible to describe that music. It fell upon the soul like

Bome utterance of Power : we were awed, not terrified by it
'

' It was something like a musical box, ' said Jack.
'It was nothing of the sort, sir,' Laura interrupted. 'The

sound was like no eartlily music. It was tuneful, but no human
vt)ice could reproduce the tune : the harmonies were too subtle

and too profound for human art ; the instruments may have been
in form like our own, but of a sweetness, of a force, which I could
never, never hoj^e to convey to your imagination.'

' Made a devil of a row,' Jack whispered, in corroboration, to

a man beside him.
' Was there any singing 1 ' asked another lady. * Oh ! if they

had sung a hymn

—

what an addition to our choir it would have
been !

'

' I heard no words,' Laura sighed. ' That is, I could distinguish

none. But it seemed to me as if, far off—oh ! far, far away—there
was a choir of voices upraised in harmony.'

' One fellow groaning ' Jack began, but was instantly

checked as Laura went on
' The music preceded the Dance of Death '—Laura stopped and

trembled—' nothing more terrible could be conceived. As the
skeletons danced, pointing their long bony fingers at us, they
seemed to warn us of the flight of time. Their aspect was not
forbidding, nor were their gestures angry.'

' Grinned at us,' said Jack, ' like the very '

'Could,' interrupted Laura, hastily, 'could such a pageant,

such a spiritual apparition, have suggested the ' * Danse Macabre "

to Holbein and the mediaeval painters ?

'
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'Like a hornpipe,' said Jack. ' Never saw such a lively lot :

double-sluiflBe, heel-and-toe, walk-round, all complete.'
' How long did the dance continue ?

' asked a visitor, shuddering.
' We took no count of time,' replied Laura. ' I do not suppose,

that, as the clocks went, we were in the room for ten minutes
;

yet what we saw must have taken about a day and a half, at least.

How long, Jack, do you think the bells were ringing %
'

Jack shook his head, and said he thought they were never

going to stop.

'Then,' continued Laura, 'there were the sighings and the

sobbings, the cold winds, the beating of the drums, the playing of

the music before the Terrible Dance. Hour after hour passed

away : we were ravished out of ourselves : we were lost in wonder
and awe : we felt no hunger : our pulses stopped, and the beating

of our hearts ! We were without any fear, were we not, Jack ?

'

' Quite,' replied Jack. ' I was never more composed in my life.'

' But there was more, was there not % ' asked another visitor.

' We heard that you saw the spirit of your Ancestor himself.'

Laura sank her voice to a whisper.
' You heard aright,' she said solemnly. ' The manifestations

ended with no less an appearance than that of my revered Ancest< )r

himself, the Restorer of the House—even the Second Founder.'

She spoke as if Julius C.-esar himself or even King Alfred had
been the first of the Memblings.

' How—how did he appear % ' gasped her audience.
' He was dressed in a long dx'essing-gown, such as he usually

wore in his lifetime.'
' And yet,' miu-mured a trimnphant spiritualist, one of the

audience, ' they say that ghosts have no clothes. Absurd ! Matter,

as has been proved over and again, can always be represented

visibly by spirits. Pray go on. Miss Membling. I have never

during all my investigations met with a more interesting experience

than this of yours. It will confound every sceptic'
' Dressed in his long gown,' Laura resumed, ' he moved slowly,

almost painfully, across the room. He appeared sufiering from

the debiUty of extreme old age
'

' Quite so—quite so !
' the spiritualist rubbed his hands. ' I

have always maintained that they appear as they left the world, no

older and no younger. Pray go on.'
' As he moved he turned his face towards us and smiled. You

saw him smile, Jack, as plainly as I did ?

'

'Well,' said Jack, with hesitation, 'he certainly wagged his

head, and I saw his beard wobble, but I can't honestly say that I

saw him smile.'
' He would not smile for a stranger,' said the spiritualist.

' The most benignant countenance : the sweetest smile : the

kindest look in his eyes : with long silvery locks and a white

beard. As he disappeared, he raised his hand as if to bestow hia

benediction upon ua. You saw that, Jack \
'
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' Oh, yes ! he lifted his hand.'
' I think, but I am not sure, that I heard him murmur a bles-

sing as he disappeared.'
' Did he, now,'—asked the scientific explorer of Ghostland—

' did he sink into the ground, or did he ascend into the air 1

'

' He disappeared,' said Laura. ' He seemed to touch the wall

and to vanish.'
' He came out of one wall,' said Jack, ' and went into the other

wall.'
' And did you,' asked the spiritualist, 'hear the Blessing?'
'No, I did not,' replied Jack.

'The Blessing,' explained the scientific specialist, 'was for the

House alone. You heard nothing, then ?

'

' Why,' Jack said, considering, ' he shuflied a bit with his feet

as if his slippers were uneasy.'

And so it went on, day after day, Laura receiving the visitors

and telling the story over and over again. Jack was neither im<agi-

native, nor was he properly impressed. He had seen things and
heard things : that was undeniable. But he drew no conclusions.

He was thus a foil to Laura, and by his very downright matter-of-

fact doggedness he corroborated her statements. The story, little

by little, improved : the heavenly music was, in a few days, provided
with a heavenly choir ; the bells were a peal ; the dance of death
was a procession of skeletons, who danced as they crossed the room,
in number about a hundred and fifty ; the Benediction of the

Ancestor was pronounced in a solemn whisper which could not
reach the grosser ear of Jack, but was perfectly audible to Laura.

The fair narrator herself became daily more penetrated with the

greatness and grandeur of her position : she also, to Jack's disgust,

became more spiritualised, tried to live on nothing, grew certainly

pale and thin, and ceased to take the same interest as of old in the

little tendernesses which her lover was willing to lavish upon
her.

It was agreed, by the advice of the spiritualist, that the history

should be written down—soberly, he said, and with due attention

to dates, times, and the corroborative testimony of Jack—and
I^rinted, for the good of the world and the solace of mankind.
Laura spent, therefore, a fortnight in the production of what was
called a ' Plain Statement.' Her intimate friends observed that

the written narrative did not quite correspond with her former
statements, and Jack owned that he had not heard the choir singing

hymns, nor seen the Blessing Avith both hands. But these things

mattered little in the face of so tremendous and undoubted a series

of apparitions.

The Squire gave his consent to have the story printed—but, he
said, for private circulation only. Let the knowledge of the Ghost
be whispered abroad : that could not, he supposed, be avoided : but

the actual facts concerned only the immediate friends of the House,

and not the general public, whose curiosity he, for one, was not
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disposed to gratify by relating private events, and the experiences,

however singular, of his daughter. The ' Narrative ' or ' Plain

Statement ' was accordingly printed on the finest and creamiest of

toned paper, with a portrait of the Ancestor. The date of his death

was not stated, but from the mediaeval appearance of the face and
the cut of the beard, in wliich the limner improved on the original

oil painting (that of Josiah ]\Iembling as a Common Councilman),

the venerable Ancestor might have belonged to the thirteenth or

fourteenth century. All this greatly added to the glory of the

family, and tended to confirm their position as belonging to the

CountJ^ With what face could any one sneer at people as new
comers whose ancestors remained in their old rooms, and appeared

to give benedictions to the female brandies of their posterity ?

Could the Howards, the Courtenays, the Montmorencies, the Lusig-

nans, expect more ?

The ' Narrative ' off her hands, Laura began to descend slowly

from the higher spiritual levels and to talk of ordinary things in

her ordinary manner, so that Jack Dalmahoy plucked up courage

and renewed his courtship at the point where the ancestral spirit

had broken it off. He was by this time growing weaiy of the

worship or cult of the old ghost, and it bored him to be perpetually

recalling the dancing skeletons and the shadowy figure with the

long white hair. Then, it was annoying for a plain man to be con-

stantly invited to remember a heavenly chorus, a benediction, a

warning look, or a sweet and gracious smile. Therefore he was
anxious to get his courtship over and to carry away his bride.

When he mentioned the desirability of naming the day, Laura de-

clared at first that nothing should ever persuade her to leave a

house possessed of so many and such rare blessings. Jack argued

that if a girl gets engaged she means to have her own house. Laura
replied that she had not, on entering into the engagement, foreseen

that she should receive the benediction of her Ancestor. Jack
responded that the benediction did not tell her that she was not to

get married, 'unless,' he added, with unusual bitterness, 'you
are going to many your great-grandfather yourself 1 Don't be-

lieve ' He stopped short here, thinking it would be well not

to say anything about the heavenly choir or the gracious smile till

after his marriage.

Laura reflected, sweetly holding her hands clasped and her head
a little on one side in the attitude of reflection. The thought
crossed her mind that it would be a pity to give up such a good-

natured, good-looking, and well-to-do lover for the sake of a ghost

whom, perhaps, she would never see again. And presently she

miu'mured softly, ' Jack, do j'ou think my Ancestor would come
with us to our new home and abide with us ?

'

' Oh, Lord !
' cried Jack in a voice of such genuine consternation

that Laura forgot her affectation and burst into a hearty laugh,

after which Jack found no difficulty in getting her to talk about a

day.
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They were to be married after Lent, that was agreed upon, and
after an infinite amount of discussion it was further covenanted that

the day should be the last day of April. This gave them a clear

five weeks for preparation, and Jack was ordered back to his garri-

son work to be out of the way until he should be wanted to take

his part in the approacliing ceremony.
The excitement of the time that followed kept Laura's thoughts

a good deal from her ghost, whose home was not further intruded

upon. By some curious current of feeling, assisted, no doubt, by
Laura's appropiiationof the family ghost to herself, it was generally

considered that the ghost might feel ofiended at the departure of

the one member of the family to whom he had condescended to

reveal himself, one lady going so far as to prophesy disaster. And
when it came, in way and manner as shall be presently set forth,

she only said it was what she expected and alwaj^s said would hap-

pen, and that if Laura had not been bent upon going away, no doubt

evil s]iirits would not have been allowed to work their wicked will,

and all this shame would not have fallen upon the family.

Among the members of the Dalmahoy family was a first cousin

of Jack's, a young fellow of an inquiring mind, who was reading at

Cambridge for mathematical honours. He was invited to be best

man to his cousin on the joyful occasion, and joined the wedding
party at Membling Hall two or three days before the auspicious

morning. The house was quite full, and the usual excitement of

looking at the wedding presents, flirting with the bridemaids,

dancing, and the rest of it, passed the time more agreeably for Mr.
George Dalmahoy than if he had been dining in the college hall and
spending his evenings in an undergraduate's room. Of course

almost the first thing which he heard of was the ghost, and this

immediately fired his imagination.

He read the 'Narrative.' Then he cross-examined Jack, and
elicited from him that the superstructure, so to speak—the heavenly

choir and the rest of it—was an addition made by Laura herself

after the event ; that is to say. Jack neither saw nor heard any of

it. On the other hand, there could be no manner of doubt that the
' Narrative ' was substantially true, and that very strange things

had happened.
Mr. George Dalmahoy determined that he too would, if possible,

witness these things. Why should not tlie ghost appear to him as

well as to his cousin ? As for the Benediction, he dismissed it with

contempt. Jack had seen an old man's figure, bent, with streaming

wliite hair, 'shuffling,' as he put it, across the floor. That was by
itself quite remarkable enough. ' No need,' said George, ' of any
benedictions ; enough to be able to show himself, lucky old ghost !

'

He considered himself an expert in the art of investigating stories

of ghosts. He was, to begin with, entirely incredulous, and, in the

eecond place, he knew that it is nonsense to deny phenomena.
Raps, for instance, are certainly heard, ears are boxed in the dark,

noses pulled, heads banged. He had once inflicted unspeakable
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mortification on a medium by beginning the raps himself before slie

was ready, and spelling out dreadful messages which she did not

understand ; and on another occasion, when a spirit had been good
enough to ' incarnate ' herself, this untrustworthy person lit a match
and disclosed no other than the medium herself dancing about

wrapped in a newspaper. He had also written ar Article on the

subject for a college magazine, and had a shelf full of books treating

of spiritualism. He was thus fully prejiared for an encounter with

the Ancestor of the Memblings, and ardently longed to begin.

He first approached the subject with Laura, asking her, reve-

rently, if one could be allowed to visit the haunted chamber after

dark. She replied with emotion that no one with her consent

should be allowed to open the door of that room at all. She con-

sidered that to disturb its occupant was pardonable only when done
by inadvertence and ignorance, as happened to herself and Jack.

As for a stranger presuming to do so, that, she said, would most
likely draw upon his head the most fatal consequences. She could

only compare the daring of such a deed with the audacity of the

ancient king, who drew the lightning down from heaven and was
killed by it as a punishment.

Thus rebuffed, George Dalmahoy went to head-quarters and
sought the S(iuire in his library. INIr. INIembling was an easy man,
a little touchy about his ancient birth, but now in excellent spirits

and on the best of terms with everybody, in consequence of the

highly creditable match his daughter was making. Naturally he was
disposed to receive all the bridegroom's people with great civility.

It was after luncheon, and a glass or two of burgundy had
disposed the Squire to benevolence towards all mankind. He was
seated before the fire, his legs crossed, his hands folded, prepared
for the sleep which sometimes overtakes middle-aged gentlemen
after a comfortalile midday meal. To him George stole softly, and
taking a chair by the fire, turned the conversation adroitly on
ancient families. Then he began to talk about the peculiarities of

families, their ways, their distinctive marks, their little characte-

ristic possessions, how a stutter distinguishes the sons of one house,

and a distinctive birth-mark the sons of another ; how in one house
no eldest son ever succeeds, and in anotlier ill luck pursues all the
daughters ; how a Banshee belongs to one family, a White Lady to

another, and a little child to a third. ' As to your own house,' said

George, 'we have all heard of your ancient ghost.' George put it

as if the ghost had been established many centuries.

The Squire laughed pleasantly.
' Yes, we have our ghost, and I assure you, Mr. Dalmahoy, that

we are rather proud of the distinction, as one may call it.'

'A distinction truly ! Particularly so well authenticated a
ghost as it is. You keep the chamber locked, I believe 1

'

' Yes. You see, we would not have the maids frightened,

nor would we—perhaps you think us superstitious—disturb the

occupant.'
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' Quite so—quite so,' said George. 'However, ghosts only walk
at night, and as there is no possible fear of disturbing the occupant
by daylight, I wish you would lend nie the key ; I should like just
to look round the room, if you have no objection.'

'Well, you see,' replied the Squire, 'the fact is, we have rather
a strong objection. The last words of the—the spirit—were that
no one was to dare enter the room unless alone and after dark.'

' I respect your feeling,' said George ;
' yet I think it would be

most injudicious to invade the privacy of the room—after dark.
Everything that we know, my dear sir'—here he assumed the
character of a believer— ' everything that we have learned respecting
apparitions, the manners and customs, the preferences, so to speak,
of the outer world, shows us that its inhabitants, when they reside
umong us, are in some way prevented from feeling our intrusion or
even our presence in the daytime. They may be sleeping ; they
may be'—here he dropped his voice and paused—'elsewhere.
Their power to be seen and heard is given them for use after dark
alone.'

' That seems very true,' said the Squire ;
' it was after dark that

Laura '

' So that, in asking you to hand me the key of the room,' his
visitor went on, ' I am really doing nothing more than seeking to
gratify a curiosity—call it idle, or say it springs from reverence—

a

desire, in fact, only to see the theatre of these curious and unique
manifestations.'

The Squire, moved by these words and by the benevolence of
burgundy, and recognising the spirit in which they were uttered,
went to his safe and produced the key, adjuring his guest, at the
same time, should he see anything, to leave the room immediately.

With a cheerful mien George Dalmahoy proceeded to the
haunted chamber.

He experienced the same difficulty in opening the room which
had been felt by his cousin. The key turned pretty easily, but the
door stuck. And when he pushed it open there was heard a grating
noise which did not seem natural to the nature of a door.

We have seen what manner of room was the haunted chamber.
But when it was last visited it was in the pale twilight of a January
day. Now, at the end of April, the sun was shining brightly
through the windows, and the room was cheerful. Certainly not at
all the sort of time for a ghost to walk. Spectres shun sunshine,
as the copy-books might say. George looked about him with a
little disappointment. A curiously furnished room : that was all.

His disappointment did not last long : a creaking sound behind
made him turn round. A large bar was slowly descending across
the door. The progress was slow, but it finished by dropping into
its place : the door was closed. George tried to lift the bar. It
was immovable.

' Good !
' he said. * This is how Jack began. Can it be that the

Ancestor is going to take an afternoon dander round the room ?

'
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Apparently he was, because the closing of the door was followed

by the ringing of bells, beating of drums, sighs, a breath of cold

air which had so terrified his cousin.

\\niile he was listening and watching—in some disquietude, it

must be owned—he felt something delicate and light touching his

cheek ; he turned quickly. Nothing.
'Bells,' he said, 'there certainly are, and drums ; and there is

a noise which Tom said was sobbing ; it seems to me like—Hallo !

'

Again the gentle touch upon his cheek ; this time he put up his

hand as one catches at a troublesome fly, and caught—one of the

peacock's feathers. He then observed that several of them were
slowly lifting themselves up and down.

'This,' said George Dalmahoy, 'is more curious than the bells.'

Mounting on a chair he examined the place where the feather

was attached to the wall. To his great surprise he found that it

was fitted into a small brass tube, and that the tube itself was
moving slowly up and down, carrying the feather with it.

' Veiy odd,' said George. ' It was not a ghostly finger at my
throat but a feather : and the feather is not lifted by a ghostly hand,
but by a brass tube. And what the devil lifts the brass tube ? I

suppose,' he added after a pause, 'that the same thing lifts the

brass tube which rings the bells and beats the drums. Is it the

Ancestor ? Would he come if I called him names ?

'

It seemed as if the Ancestor must have heard these irreverent

remarks, because at that moment the wall at the end of the room
seemed suddenly to disappear ; the bells ceased, and music of some
kind was heard.

'AUthis,' said George, feeling more than a little afraid, 'is

most wonderful, and just as Jack reeled it all out. To be sure, I

could not make out how he could have invented it. What next 1

Oh, Lord !

'

For at that moment the skeletons appeared and began to

dance.

The young man's knees knocked together for a moment and his

cheek turned pale. Then he rallied his courage and ' made for

'

the skeletons.

They were capering with the most grotesque and extraordinary

agility, legs and arms moving all at once, skulls shaking and nod-

ding ; even the backbone twisting, or at least seeming to twist.

George presently seized one of the arms.
' Gad,' he cried, ' it's real bones—with wire in the joints—real

ribs—and '—here he laughed aloud— ' they are all tluree hanging by
strings !

'

He contemplated this phenomenon with curiosity, but no
terror.

Then the lower panels of the wall beside hun opened, and there

came out the figure of a man.
' Aha !

' said George, ' here is the Ancestor ! How are you, old

boy 'I

'
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The figure was dressed in a long dressing-gown, and had on silk

stockings and old-fashioned knee-breeches. The knees were bent

and the figure stooping, and as it moved slowly and by jerks, it

seemed to be on the point of falling to pieces. George stopped in

front of it, and began calmly to feel and punch it.

' You're stufted with sawdust,' he said contemptuously, ' and
you are dropping to bits, and the moths have got into your poor

old sleeve ; and the white wool is falling oft" your poor old pate,

and your mask is hanging by a thread. You an Ancestor ? You
ridiculous old mug !

'

The miserable ghost made no reply, but continued its journey

across the room. When he reached the opposite wall the panela

opened to admit him, and he disappeared.
' This is the Ancestor !

' said George, in great enjoyment.
' Shut up, you with your dancing, you poor old skeletons ! Nobody
cares about you. This is the benevolent Ancestor ! This is hi3

Benediction ! This is his sweet and winning smile ! Ho ! ho !

ho !

'

Just then the music ceased : the skeletons disappeared—that is

to say, they flew up into the ceiling : there was a sigh as if sonie-

body was tired and glad that the job was over : George observed

that what he had taken for a disappearance of part of the wall was
really only the folding back of the middle of a wooden partition

wall cutting oft' one end of the room. He also observed that the

bar of the door was lifting as slowly as it had fallen.

All was over, therefore.

He had seen the family ghost : it was a big doll, dropping

slowly to pieces with age, damp, and the ravages of moths ; he had
seen the fearful procession or Dance of Death, ' the gibbering

skeletons succeeding one another in swift succession, each playing

its antics as it passed, and beckoning to us with lean and bony
fingers.' (Extract from the 'Narrative.')

Well, there were three musty skeletons let down from a trap in

the ceiling by strings or wires, the lifting and dropping of which
produced their contortions and dancings. He had heai'd the
' celestial orcliestra, faint, though complete in all its parts, playing

music not to be described, yet ever to be remembered, accompanied

by a choir of faint sweet voices, singing what seemed a hymn of

praise.' (Extract from 'Narrative.') Yes, he had heard it. 'By
Gad,' he said, ' it was a musical-box, and it played an old-fashioned

slow trois-tcmps ! As for choir and heavenly voices—fudge !

'

He had heard the bells and the drums. Yes ; there were bells

and drums ; who could have rung the bells and beaten the drums ?

The bar was up : he could go : the show was over.

Yet, what did it mean ?

George went to one of the windows and looked out, thinking.

Beside him stood a table, of which we know. He took up one or

two of the things : they were instruments used in making and

mending a watch. The table was an old, rough, black bench,
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which, in fact, had been the old man's bench during all the yeai-s

of his working life. ' I remember,' said George, ' one of them
ttiade his money in trade : he was a watchmaker.' Then he saw-

before the next window a lathe with all the appliances, and a car-

penter's bench fitted vc^ with tools. Half-made things, rounded
blocks, pulleys, small light chains, lay about the bench. ' Old man
was a cai'penter and turner too, I suppose,' said George. Then he

went to the next table. This was covered with books and papers.

'Old man read mechanics,' said George. He took up one of the

sheets covered with drawings. Then he took up another. Then
he looked round him and nodded. Then he laughed. Then he
looked at his watch. Then he went to the carpenter's bench, took

out some tools, and proceeded to work.
It was a quarter of an hour before he finished, and already past

five o'clock. He rubbed his hands with the greatest satisfaction.

' This,' he said, ' is the best day's work I have ever done.'

Then he opened the door and stepped out.
' Holy Moses !

' he cried, surprised into an exclamation which

cannot be justified, and yet must be considered pardonable when
one has to tell what he saw.

Now it came to pass that, just as the bells began to ring in the

haunted chamber, Laura herself, accompanied by one of the bride-

maids, passed by the door. What was her terror and astonishment

to hear the dread sound, only heard by herself, begin again !
' He

calls me !
' she cried, grasping her friend by the arm. ' He calls

me ; I must go !

'

She rushed to the door, but could not open it.

' Can it be, ' she gasped, ' that there is some one in the room ?

Is it Jack? Oh, Katie, run, run to my father—he is in the library

—tell him to bring tlie key. ... Ah ! it is in the lock—tell him to

come—to come quickly !

'

On being awakened, Mr. Membling acknowledged that he had
lent the key to George Dalmahoy, and followed the bridemaid to

the door. By this time the greater part of the guests were

assembled on the spot, grouped round Laura, who stood gazing at

the door, her hand clasping the faithful Jack's. The bells were

certainly ringing and the di-ums beating : presently the sound of

music was heard.
' Hush !

' said Laura. ' It is the heavenly music ; I hear the

voices of those who sing.'

She sank on her knees ; the other girls followed her example :

kneeling in a semicircle, reverential, but careful that their dresses

lay in becoming folds. An ignorant spectator might have thought

that they were reliearsing the ceremony of the next day. Behind

the kneeling girls stood some of the elder ladies and one or two

gentlemen. As for Jack, he stood, Laura still holding his hand,

visibly disconcerted. He had a round hat, having just come from

a walk, and when Ijnura implored liim to kneel too, he compromised

by putting his head in liis hat.
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They continued to kneel during the whole time of the noises

;

when they had ceased, they heard a tapping and a hammering. So
they went on kneeling, though all were getting anxious to see what
would come of it. And it was into this group that George Dalmahoy
plunged when he opened the door and uttered that rude and irre-

verent interjection.

Laura shrieked ; they all sprang to their feet, and shrieked
together like a chorus on the stage.

George looked in bewilderment. Then he laughed ; he laughed
long and loud.

' He is mad,' said Laura, suddenly.
George laughed louder still.

'Jack, this is dreadful,' said Laura.
The others stared in a sort of amazement ; what could the man

be laughing at ? It was like a comic song of which only the singer

eees the point. They all looked so bewildered, and Laura so awe-
struck and terrified, that George sj^eedily ceased laughing. In-

deed, the belief in the ghost was now so deep in everybody's heart
that they had finally made up their minds that the rash young
man, like one who inadvertently looked upon Artemis in the
forest, had been slain by the angry Ancestor, or else, like him who
chanced to meet great Pan, had been stricken by some madness.
And lo ! he was before them laughing like an idiot.

' Ladies and gentlemen,' said the young man, 'I have an im-
portant announcement to make. The ghost walks by day as well

as by night. If you will follow me into the room, you shall see

him for yourself. He is a most obliging ghost, and will do no
harm to anybody.'

He laid his hand upon the handle of the door as he spoke.

They looked at each other.
' Oh,' cried Laura, 'this is dreadful! Jack, stop him! Mr.

Dalmahoy, do not call others after you to their undoing ! Oh !

What shall we do % what shall we do ?
'

For now George pushed ojaen the door and the wedding guests

crowded after. Jack and Laura following with the rest. Last of

all came tlie Squire, and upon his face there was a look of anxiety.

He had a sense of impending evil.

' Sjiirit of my Ancestor !
' cried Laura, sinking upon her knees,

' forgive them ! Forgive us all ! Let not this intrusion lead thee
to revoke thy Benediction.'

Strange to say, this appeal produced no efi'ect upon the young
madman, who only laughed scornfully.

' You shall see him directly,' he said : 'you can then ask him
yourself.'

At this moment the door shut noisily.
' Look at the bar,' said George ;

' that is the first business

;

now we are shut in.'

They all looked at each other, after observing the descent of the

bar.
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'The whole secret lies in the bar,' he went on. ' Now look at

this wall
;
you will see the peacock's feathers jumping up and

down ; if anybody is within reach, they will feel the light touch of

ghostly lingers on their cheeks. Very fine business this, for a
Bpectre in a country house.'

In fact this happened as he had foretold.

'Ghostly fingers, Jack,' said George to the joint author of the
' Narrative.' ' Next, bells and drums.'

They began ; George pushed aside two panels and showed a bell

ringing in each, and a small kettle-drum being beaten in each.

The drum-sticks were attached to the frame of the drum by hinges,

and were worked by some unknown machinery.
'Very fair business that,' said George. 'These are your

church bells, Jack, ringing a regular peal. Two little hand bells,

ladies and gentlemen. Next, the sighing and sobbing, with the

cold breath.'

He opened another panel and disclosed a great pair of bellows

pointed directly to the group of spectators. It began to heave up
and down slowly with a noise like a hollow groaning, and the cold

air was distinctly felt. ' The sigh of the grave and the breath of

the tomb,' said George, again quoting from the ' Narrative.' ' You
will next, ladies and gentlemen, observe—ah ! there it is '—for

then the partition fell back— ' now the skeletons.' Here they ap-

peared, and they reaUy seemed to dance as if they had no heart

left for the work, and were quite ashamed of themselves. ' Three
of them—go and feel them, anybody—simple bones, hanging from
the ceiling, out of which they fell, by strings. This is the grand
procession where every .... eh. Jack % ' He did not continue

the extract from the ' Narx'ative,' because Laura was staring

straight before her, an angry light in her eyes, and a flush upon
her cheek.

' Next,' he went on, ' we have the Ancestor himself.' In fact,

at that moment, the poor old doddering figure came out ; he looked
so palpably a stuffed doll in the macliine, liis face was so evidently

a mask, his hair was so certainly white wool, his knees were so

groggy with loss of sawdust, and his whole appearance was so in-

expressibly moth-eaten, shabby, and woe-begone, that it was im-
possible to resist laughing at him. Everybody laughed, including

the Squire, though he felt sadly that the laugh was going to turn
against himself. There were two exceptions : Laura did not laugh,

she looked on in icy wrath and shame ; and Jack did not laugh,

because he felt that if he laughed at that moment, Laura would
most certainly never forgive him. Therefore he preserved great
solemnity.

This time it was not George Dalmahoy, but one of the bride-

maids who whispered so that all could hear, quoting from the
' Narrative ' :

' the sweet and gracious smile with which he turned
his face towards us, and, uplifting his venerable hands, bestowed
lus benediction.' She was a pretty girl, who was said to have had

o c
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designs upon Jack Dalmalioy, and has since married his cousin

George. But for some reason or other Laura does not like her.

The poor old Ancestor disappeared in the opposite panel. ' He
goes backwards and forwards,' said George; 'if we do this thing

again, he will come out and cross over to the other side. The per-

formance is about to conclude, and, ladies and gentlemen, I am
sure that, in retiring from this caravan, you will confess that you

have never before witnessed on so grand a scale so ingeniously con-

structed a piece of clockwork.'
Laura, as soon as the door was opened, passed out the first,

followed by Jack, whom, however, she pushed away roughly ; then

she went to her own room and no one saw her again that day, for,

when the second dinner-bell was rung, she sent down a message

that she had a headache.

The Squire, too, with abashed countenance, sought solitude for

a time. But at dinner he appeared jocund, in high spirits, even

forced spirits, and after dinner proposed the health of Mr. George

Dalmahoy, who, he said, had rid the house of a very unpleasant

occupant—its ghost, and they were all extremely grateful to him.

All the members of the family murmured their profound gratitude,

and a certain bridemaid, already mentioned, laughed a little laugh

which everybody understood to be the equivalent of the immortal

• Fudge !

'

And then George proposed another performance, but the

Squire gently remarked that even of mechanical ghosts one might

have enough. The irrepressible young man therefore spent ths

evening, until they began to dance, in explaining how he had dis-

covered the secrets of the machinery, the spring wound by the

door, the lubricating oil, and all the rest of the apparatus. All

this greatly pleased the family because it brought vividly home to

them the mechanical genius of their great-grandfather, and de-

stroyed their ghost and the ancestral glory of the House. It also

pleased one of the bridemaids—the one already alluded to.

The next day's wedding was rather a dull affair. Somehow,

the romance of the tiling was gone. Ghost, indeed ! The impu-

dence of parveyms in assuming a ghost when there are already

many really old families with no ghost at all, or at best the mere

memory and shadow of a ghost. And the honeymoon would have

been altogether a time of rebuke, but that Jack put his foot down
and would hear no more nonsense about the ghost.
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I "WAS playing euchre—cut-throat euchre—one night last September,
in a certain house at Niagara Falls, with two young Ladies, when
this story was narrated to us ; but when we had heard it, we played

no more.
Cut-throat euchre, if one may be allowed a word of preface,

cannot, probably, have its full flavour brought out, and so justify

its sponsors, without the melo-dramatic accompaniments of a miner's

shanty, a cask for a table, a rock-oil lamp swinging from a beam in

the low roof, a whisky bottle for refreshment, and for players, two
hawks and a pigeon, or even three hawks. Played in a drawing-

room, for love, to the merry music of girls' laughter, it is a bur-

lesque rowdy hiding a jovial face behind a ferocious mask, a mere
play-acting creature of innocency disguised as a Bandit.

While we played, we talked of the one subject which most
interests visitors at Niagara, the rapacity and knavery of the hack-

men, the drivers of the hired buggies who infest the cliffs about the

Falls, make every walk a battle, and poison the springs of awe and
admiration

.

They are, indeed, incomparable in their way. They are hack-

men in excess
;
prigs among drivers, because they overdo their

extortions : they exalt their calling : they are superhumanly devoid

of conscience. Donkey boys at Cairo may be importunate ; the

cocher of Paris may be sulky ; the cabby of London may be extor-

tionate ; the New York driver may be fond of hurling the luggage

at your head as if you were an Aunt Sally, and of charging fifteen

dollars for a two-shilling drive ; but the Niagara hack combin-es in

himself the evil qualities of all his brethren ; alone among men a'ld

drivers, he hath no bowels ; he would take the last dollar of the

orphan, and rob the widow of her mite, on the pretence of ' a dollar

and a he'f all the AA'ay :
' he is a brigand by profession ; he is a blot

upon the most glorious spot in all the earth ; it is he who mixes up
with the memory of grandeur undreamed of and splendour incon-

ceivable the incongi'uities of a bad dream.
He is, I believe, secretly drilled in a species of chariot charge

which I have never seen i^ractised anywhere except at the Falls.

Thus it is : When tlie stranger emerges from the hotel, the hackmaa
waits until his victim is well in the middle of the road, and then,

vith all his band, two score strong, he charges him from all quarters

cc 2
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simultaneously. Thus the visitor suddenly finds himself the centre
of a radiating wheel of horses, buggies, and hackmen, and, amid
the uproar of a shouting like tliat of the Homei-ic way of war, he
succumbs genei-ally witli a yell of terror, to inevitable fate. There
is a cloud of dust, a brief struggle, and in half a minute you will

catch your last glimpse of the captive—all that is left of him—

-

hurried off in a buggy to see the whirlpool.

Presently, to us discussing these and kindred topics, there was
added a son of the house. A long-limbed jjleasant-faced boy of

seventeen, with an accent more than a little touched by the infec-

tious nasality of Yankee land, and an affectation of Yankee slang.

And he joined in the conversation, which presently assumed the

character of a monologue. The future of that youth I consider

assured. Such fluency, such richness of digressive power, such
ready return to the main topic after episodes which might have led

astray altogether a less practised hand, can only meet with a proper
sjjhere of action in an auctioneer's puljsit. Auctioneers, as readers

of ' Middlemarch ' know, talk wild, but they make money.
' Did you ever,' he began, ' hear the story of the murder of Nick

Vedder ? Well now, that's a true story for sure. And it's all

about those very hackmen you've been talking of. My ! ain't they
just the worst kind 1 And all alike, all enough to ruin the morals
of an archangel. Not a pin to choose between the lot, only some
bigger and some cunninger. Jess Connolly is the biggest, and
p'raps Seth Messiter is the cunningest. And I suppose that Dick
the guide, who's the politest, has done the most murders. Not
thai the murdering is anything like what it was, and they do say,

now, that a stranger can walk along the cliff of an evening and
sometimes get back without being chucked over the edge and
then robbed, as used to happen regularly. But I don't think I'd

try, if I was a stranger. It miglit be safe ; but for certain, there's

a good many bodies do turn up every year in the pool, and
not one ever yet found with dollars in his pocket. Now how
did those pockets get cleared out ? Ask the gang. And if I

was you, mister, and I wanted to see the silver spray in the moon-
light and that, I'd go with a friend or two, unless Dick was drunk
that night. In that case, p'raps you'd be safe, and p'raps you
wouldn't. But the real merry time was five years ago when the

new judge hadn't come here, and before they murdered Nick Vedder.
Then they had it all their own way, robbing around all day and
highway plundering at night. Just a chance who they caught.

There was old MJr. Scadding, for instance, left this very house at

nine o'clock with fifty dollars, and only he had the good luck to

hide 'em away in the heels of his boots, he'd have lost every indi-

vidual dollar. It was a dark night, with snow falling soft, so that

ydu couldn't hear footsteps, and all of a sudden tlie old gentleman,

going along soft and ea?y, and only wishing he was warm in bed,

felt a hand, somebody else's hand, which didn't belong to him, in

his coat collar. Naturally he stopped short and began to think fast.
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* Then a sheet was thrown over his head, and then a voice told

him to hand over what he'd got. Of course he concluded at once
to say nothing about his boots, and all he'd got outside of them was
a quarter-dollar and a five-cent piece. They pulled his pocketa

inside out, and they cursed considerable, and then they let him
go. He didn't need twice to be told to go straight on and never
look behind him ; and when he took out those dollars from the

heel of his boot, like a brand from the burning, it was, as he
always used to say, with a thankful heart.

' As for the day jobs, they used to work in partnership. The
most eminent firm was probably that of Jess Connolly and Aljb

Thomas. Abb is dead now, poor fellow !—died of yellow fever in

New Orleans, and his wife went all the way there to see if he really

was gone. Seemed to her as if Abb never could die ; besides, she

wanted to marry another man, and she knew how Abb would carry

round if he came home after she'd done it. He was six foot high,

and the handsomest coloured man in all America, as he always said

himself. On sunny days he used to wax his moustache, and twist

it to a point six inches each side, like the Emperor Napoleon.
When it rained, he would comb it straight over liis mouth and chin,

BO as to look like a blackleaded poet. And he had such a way with
him that he never missed his fare. Nobody rightly knows wliat

that way was : some say he threatened to murder the stranger if he
didn't get in and be driven off without more words ; some say he
bundled him in, head and heels, before he knew where he was

;

but I think he just persuaded him with soft words to the door of

his buggy, and then finished him with a gentle shove. Abb always
got the pick of the flock, too ; the loneliest of the English travellers

—that kind of young feller who comes by himself straight out from
Oxford, with a field-glass and knickerbockers, and goes home on the
brag after he's been pretty well skinned alive in Niagara and the
States ; the tenderest and unprotectedest of the women ; the
shakiest of the old men ; that was the kind you would always find

in Abb Thomas's buggy. And he generally took 'em that quiet and
lonely road which leads to the whirlpool. Why did he take them
there 1 Because, about half-way back, who would meet liim but
Jess Connolly ? Jess was the biggest of the gang, and he had a
fist like a frying-pan. He's in chokee now for a year, because he
made a mistake, thinking the old times were come back again, and
tried to bounce an Englishman out of fifty dollars. But the English-
man had a revolver, and he pointed it at Jess's head. '

' Drive
right away to Mr. Hill," he said—Mr. Hill's the judge—"or I'll

shoot." But before this misfortune, in the old days, Jess would
meet Abb Thomas on the road, and the buggy would stop. Then
Abb would turn round: " Place where the fare always pays," he
would say. " This is my partner."

* " Twenty dollars," says Jess, holding out his hand.
* " You said a dollar and a half," saya the passenger to Abb.
' " Lord forgive you !

" says Abb.
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'Wlien they'd taken the twenty dollars, they would turn the

victim out upon the road, and drive away together. He was sure

to be off the next day most likely, and then both of the men
were back upon the bank. Another of the gang was Tom Hudson.
He's in chokee too, like Jess Connolly, and for seven years, for

trying to murder Laurence, the gaoler. He was taken up for some-
thing of no great count— forgery, I think—and at the same time

^eth Messiter was brought in for a trifle—clearing out a Yankee's

pockets. They were both clapped in the same cell. Tom was mad,
Decause he didn't expect to get off; so he proposed to Seth that they

«hould bounce the gaoler, take the keys, and run. Seth agreed,

and when Laurence came in with their evening grub, Tom let him
have it once on the head with the wooden bench. Down dropped
Laurence, but, as bad luck would have it, he had the sense, before

he fell, to chuck the keys through the window-bars. Tom was real

ugly when he saw the keys fly through the bars, and made at

Laurence like a devil. " Let's kill him !
" cries Tom. Now what

do you think Seth Messiter did ? I said he was the cunningest of

the liull lot. He remembered that he was in for a little thing, and
Tom was in for a big tiling, and he saw that Laurence wasn't hurt,

not to say considerable. So he set his two legs astride of the gaoler,

and when he saw him open his eyes, he struck an attitude like a

bold pirate. "Who strikes Laurence, strikes me !" he said, with

flashin' eyes and a thump on his breast. There ! It was beau-

tiful.

'At the trial, Tom's forgery case broke down, because his

brother, who drove on the American side, had hocussed the princi-

pal witness. Then they put him up for trying to murder Laurence,
the gaoler. When the evidence came to the heroic conduct of Seth

Messiter, there wasn't a dry eye in court. Tom got seven years,

and the Yankee who was there to prosecute Seth was ashamed to

come forward. Said that he felt as if putting forward his fifty-

dollar claim on such a credit to Canada was like prosecuting George
Wasliington, when he was President, for cutting down that pear

tree. So he walked over the bridge, and he went home. I think

he says now that he'd much rather be robbed by a common man
next time, and the commoner the better. Doesn't like heroism and
thieving to get mixed.

' Gracious ! It's one out and the other in, most times. Often

the best friends don't get the chance of an evening together for

years, and when they do, there's always the chance of interruption.

Same as one night when Abb Thomas and Dick the guide were in

the bar of Prospect House together, and word came that Dick waa
wanted.

'"Poor Dick!" says Abb, "we shan't see you for another

year." And they didn't meet again till the day before Nick Vedder
was murdered.

' Last year, however, there was a case with a Yankee, who waa

just a little too sharp, and the men got off. Dan Moriarty it waa.
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He saw a stranger in a store coat aiTd a stove-pipe hat standing by

the bridge on the Canadian side, gazing with rapture at the Horse-

shoe Fall. Moriarty drove up his buggy, so as the stranger was

bound to step into that or else to walk over the cliff. Every hack-

man has his little ways all to himself, and that was Dan Moriarty's.

Grantin' that Abb Thomas could lift his passenger in and cany him
ofi", whether he liked it or not, there was no one but Dan who could

give him a fair choice between suicide and his buggy.
' But the stranger never moved, and even Dan didn't dare, in

broad daylight, to shove him over.
' Presently he extended both his arms in a circular sweep and

sung out, just as if he'd sat upon a wasp's nest.
'" Oh !

" he says ;
" this is too much."

' " What's too much ? " asks Dan ;
' not hef a dollar to Table

Rock and back."

'"No, (Sir," says the stranger, "The prospect is what is too

much. It's sublime. Sir. It brings the tears to the stranger's

eyes."
* "You bet," said Dan. " Step in and have a drive. Tote yer

round for two and a quarter."
• " No," said the stranger, meditatively. " Seems as if I'd rether

liquor."
' They went together to the nearest bar, and Dan Moriarty paid.

' It was gettin' on for evening and the sun was low. The stranger

returned to the Falls and sat down on the edge of the cliff" with the

stump of a cigar and his pocket handkerchief. Dan Moriarty sat

beside him, and they wept togetlier. When the sun went down,

Dan suggested that they should have another drink. So they went
off" to a crib that Dan knew off', where they found two more of the

gang. Here they took drinks around, and Dan proposed a game
of euchre. The stranger was through with his weeping, but he

hadn't offered to pay for any of the whisky, and he wouldn't play

for stakes. All the same, he drank whatever was off"ered him, and
looked as if he could go on drinking for along time. So when Dan
put his hand under the table and pulled out a bottle half emptied,

tliat unsuspicious stranger set it to his lips and didn't take it away till

his back teeth were under whisky. Then Dan and his friends

looked at each other and smiled cheerful, because the next minute

the stranger rolled off' Ms stool like a log. For they'd roped that

wliisky.
' Next morning the stranger awoke. He was lying on the edge

of the cliff" ; he was very cold, and he had hot coppers ; and the

worst was that his pockets were empty.
' It was easy to identify the three men, and they were all had

up before Mr. Hill. Then the stranger told his tale. He narrated

how his guileless nature was worked up to drinkin' point by the

poetry of the situation and the sympathy of Dan. And then he

Eaid how he'd got .;^500 in his pockets and had lost all the little pile

by the hands of that treacherous villain.
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' Tliis looked black for Dan. But he whispered his counsel for

a few minutes, and the cross-examination began.
' '

' Wliere did you carry that pile of notes %
"

* " In my purse," says he.
* " Show the Court your purse."
' He pulled out a purse about big enough to hold a single dimb.

All the prisoners laughed, and the Court called order.
' '

' Where did you make your money %
"

' "Working at Buffalo for two months, at two dollars a day."
* " That makes ^120. Where did you get the rest ?

"

' Well, you see this greedy Yank, he'd been drugged and robbed,

and he thought he'd go in for a big claim at once. He'd learned

how that dodge pays from the Alabama commission. The subse-

quents were that Dan got off, and the Court told the witness he
was a liar.

' But the most wonderful escape the gang ever had was in the

murder of Nick Vedder, that I've been coming to gradually.
' It was five years ago. Nick was a young fellow of twenty-one

or so, clerk to a dry goods store in Cliftonville. He was a good-

looking chap, and on Sunday afternoons dressed himself up like a

Buifalo swell, wore an allround pot with a feather in it, and had a

little moustache growing up like a pumpkin in a frame. When he
came out o' church you could see by his eyes that he knew all the

girls were in love with him, and was only anxious to save one heart

from being broken by lettin' on in good time that her love was
returned. He parted his hair beautifully right down the middle,

so as you might walk straight up if you liked, and finished at the

parting with two sweet little curls over his marble brow, so as you
could hang on if you slipped.

' It was one Sunday evening in February, while the ice was
hanging about the Falls, and there had been toboggining all after-

noon down by the ferry. Nick was there, and after it he went to

church, just to cheer up the gells, and after church he started to

go home. It was a black night, and somehow, through seeing the

last of the sweet things go out, Nick was behind all the rest. But
he thought nothing of that, and just walked along the planks

whistling to himself, till he felt all of a sudden the grip of two arms
round his neck and and two hands on his lips.

' Nick liked philandering better than fighting, and when he felt

that two pair of foreign arms about him, he just stood still where
he was, and concluded to let things slide. What inspired Nick
with prayerful gratitude was that he hadn't any money in his

pocket, not a single dollar, note, nor the chink of one quarter

against another. Dry goods store clerks don't have much money
as a rule.

' They carried him without a word down the cross-road which
leads from Clifton Church to the Drummondville road, and presently

they came to a house, and they took him in.

' Just then Nick Vedder fainted. P'raps it was the heat of the
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Btove, and p'raps it was the skear, but anyhow he went off, and
when he came to himself he was lying on his back upon the floor.

They'd set a chair across his legs, and one citizen was sitting in it,

a pistol in his hand, ready cocked, pointed straight at Nick ^^edder'a

face. He felt, without being told, that if that pistol went ofi", he'd
lose considerable of his beauty for the balance of his days ; so he
hoped it wouldn't. But that wasn't all. At his right side there
sat another gentleman, with a razor in liis hand, and this he was
playfully drawin' across Nick Vedder's throat ; and at his left there
was a third citizen, who held a pair of scissoi's open, like compasses,
across his cheeks.

* " Nick Vedder," said the one in the chair, and he knew it was
Chris Dalmage, "Nick Vedder, what the devil do you mean by
it?"

' " Mean by it. Sir ? " asks Nick, as meek as he knew,
'

'
' We see a gentleman going along, on a dark night, easy and

quiet over the planks ; we stop that gentleman, and he turns out
to be Nick Vedder, clerk in a dry goods store, without a cent.

And we've wasted our time. An example must be made, Nick
Vedder."

' Then Nick saw that his time was come unless he made an
effort, so, because he didn't dare to move, on account of the scissors

and the razor, to say nothing of the pistol, he prayed on his back,
that they would have pity on a poor dry goods store clerk, who had
always, from his humble station, envied the glorious freedom of the
hackmen. He had, he said, watched them when the helpless

tourist crossed the Susj^ension Bridge or emerged from the Clifton

Hotel. He drew a poetic picture of that tourist, confident as the
Gallic cock at starting, and returning like that bird plucked and
trussed ready for roasting. Warming with his subject, because
Nick was a real clever fellow once put to it, he compared, to the
advantage of each in turn, the bold privateering of Abb Thomas,
by whom the tourist, surrounded on all sides, was fairly captured
and driven whither he did not wish to go ; the suicidal alternative

of Dan Moriarty, which presented death or the buggy to the
terrified stranger ; the craft of Mr. Seth Messiter, and the admi-
rable politeness of that other excellent citizen, Dick the guide. I
think he would have gone on all night, but Abb Thomas told him
they didn't want any more chin music, and that his time was up.

' Nick was mighty frightened. When they tied a napkin round
his neck he began to cry ; when they sharpened the razor he began
to say his prayers ; and when Tom Hudson advanced with the
weapon in his hand he began to skreek. But he needn't have been
so skeared, because, after all, they weren't going to cut his throat.

They only made the beautiful centre-parting in his hair a little

wider, and shaved him an inch broad from his forehead to his poll.

Then Nick Vedder looked like a clown.
' It was Abb Thomas—he was always rough in his play—who

said Nick was a pretty boy, and would look well in earrings if he
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only had his ears pierced. So he took tlie scissors and did the job

for him. After that they let Nick go, and when he got home he
felt real ugly—more ugly he felt, and smaller too, in the morning.

His mother, when he showed up at breakfast, carried on so

shameful, that he was forced to go straight to Mr. Hill and lodge

his complaint.
' They soon caught the men, and though they said it was only

a joke, Mr. Hill bound them over, all but one, against whom there

was no evidence, to appear the following week. No one in the

town knew whether it was burglary, or highway robbery, or plain

assault. If it was highway robbery, the town was likely to be

deprived of its most prominent citizens for a good long spell.

' The next Sunday night, the night before the remand, Nick
did not go to church : he couldn't, because his hair hadn't grown
over the bald place yet. His mother, who was a Primitive Metho-
dist, and strict, did. When she was out of the house and the

bells had done ringing, these four citizens, out on bail, dropped

in in a friendly way, and paid an evening call on poor Nick, They
didn't ask him if he'd like a walk that cold night, but they took it

for granted ; clapped a gag in his mouth, wrapped him up in his

warm great-coat, tied a comforter round his neck, and took him

along of themselves. " Because," said Abb Thomas, "if you so

much as wink, to show that you are not going of your own free

will, when anyone passes, we'll split your skull."

' Nick went very quiet, but he was more frightened this journey

than the last. They walked up the road from Clifton, along the

rapids, where it's dark all the year round, moon or no moon, with

the woods one side and the roaring river, three hundred feet below,

on the other, and they crossed over the suspension bridge, nobody

saying a word. Then they turned to the right, past Prospect Park
till they reached Goat Island Bridge, and they crossed over the

bridge to that lonely and picturesque location.

' It's a very difierent thing being on Goat Island in the day-

time, when you can see as well as hear the rapids above you and

the falls beneath, and you know where you're standing, to being

there on a cold, dark, Sabbath night in winter, in the company of

four virtuous hackmen, uncertain how long you're going to be with

them, the icy spray blowing hito your eyes, the leafless branches

dropping their icicles on your head, your feet crunching deep in

the falling snow, and all the time the cataract and rapids about

you, roaring like all the wild creatures of all the Zoological Gardens

in the wide, wide world.
' Nick Vedder was very sorry just then that he wasn't in church;

although his head n-as shaved for an inch all up his precious scalp
;

better to be laughed at by the girls, than be dragged along to

be murdered by the hackmen. I guess his heart was about down
to the heels of his boots as he went along.

' It's a quarter of a mile, I s'pose, across Goat Island, unless you

make it longer by takuig in Luna Isle, and this would have been a
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waste of time for Nick's enemies, because they were bound straight

for Terrapin Tower. You know Terrapin Tower, mister. They've

taken the tower down long ago, to prevent its tumbhng down, but

the shaky wooden footway to it is there still, and then you can

walk clear out to where it stood right over the side of the fall, so

that a man standing at the edge of that ramshackle pier has got his

foot within a few inches of the great flood which rolls over the

edge below him. It is a skeary place on a sunshiny day in summer.
Think what it would be on a moonless night in February, with the

black waters rolling and roaring beneath ; above, the clear sky,

and on the rocks around the snow and ice making with their white-

ness a little light, just to show how horrible it would be to go
over.

' Three of the men dragged poor Nick to the end of the planks.

Then they lifted him up—Nick by this time was long jiast the

power of praying, or even asking for mercy—and held him right

out over the fall.

' " Nick Vedder," said Abb Thomas, as solemn as a judge, "Air
you proposin' to give evidence against us to-morrow %

"

' There was no answer, because Nick was too paralysed with
terror to say anything.

' " One," said Abb. " If I say fhree before an answer comes

—

over you go. And the Lord have mercy on what's left of you, when
you get to the bottom."

' There was no answer.
' " Two !

"

' Next day all the men, leaving their buggies outside, appeared
in the court at ten o'clock looking cheerful. But when the case

was called there was no Nick Vedder.
'The charge was dismissed, but the judge cautioned the

prisoners. He said he had no doubt that there was an evasion of

justice somehow, and that a serious outrage had been condoned.
Let it be a lesson to them, for it was the last time—and so on.

' Later on, old Mrs. Vedder came into court screamin' and
cryin' that her son must be murdered, that he hadn't come liome
all night, and that he was certainly made away with by the blood-

thirsty gang of Abb Thomas and his friends. But there was no
proof.

' That was Monday. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday passed,

and Nick never came home. Eveiybody thought that he really

must have been made away with. A reward was offered for him.
People began to look more shy of the men on the bank than ever.

Abb Thomas was hooted by the women. Chris Dalmage had a
quarrel with his own wife, who threatened to live no longer with a
murderin' cut-throat. And even old Mis' Fuller, who ought to

have known better, through her English high connections, put on
all her six frocks at once, went down to the bank and joined in the

general scream. It was an anxious time. And it was more anxious
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Btill, when, on Friday morning, it was spread abroad that a body
was in the whirlpool.

' We all made for the whirlpool. Some walked, some drove :

but we all got there. In the pool, goin' round and round, was a
body, and no mistake. It went round and round the whole day,
while we stood on the bank under the cliff and tried to make out ii

it was Nick Vedder. But the features were smashed beyond
recognition.

' So many people crowded down that all the buggies were hired^
and it was noticed afterwards, as a most remarkable thing, that the
visitors that day were actually enabled to see the Falls without
being robbed. No hackmen on the bank, no photographers, and
no dealers in Indian curiosities. The tourists thouglit it was Sun-
day, or a keeping of Dominion Day at the wrong time.

' In the night the body left the whirlpool, and was found on the
bank in the morning, caught by the trees. They brought it up, and
held the inquest.

' Although the face and featm-es were quite smashed and broken,
there were two things by which they identified tiie remains. Old
Mrs. Vedder swore to a slipper which was on the foot as belonging
to her son ; and Dick the guide, who had reason of his own for
wanting to see Abb Thomas in trouble, swore to a tattoo mark on
the arm. Said he did it himself one Sabbath afternoon when Nick
Vedder and him was alone. And a coloured girl swore that she
saw Nick Vedder on Sunday evening with four men, Abb Thomas
being one, and going over the suspension bridge.

'The verdict was "wilful murder " against the foiu- who had
been bound over to appear for the first charge. They were imme-
diately arrested and locked up. They took the matter quite cheer-
fully, and were, as the " Drummondville Gazette "said, apparently
quite regardless of their awful position.

' Time was required to get up the case for the prosecution, and
it was a fortnight afterwards when the real trial came on. It was
a solemn sight to see the judge, the counsel, the juiy, and the
citizens, all got together to hang four hack drivers. Everybody
was there, and among them old Mis' Fuller, in the front row, nod-
ding her head at all friends, and every now and then wiping her
eyes when she thought of poor dear Nick.

' Fii-st the prosecutor opened the case. A man had disappeared;
for no reason v/hatever he vanished from his home : when last seen
he was in company with four men ; these men stood before the
court in the dock : with them he crossed over the bridge to Goat
Island : the gate-keeper, it would be proved, could not remember
whether he came back with them : they had an interest in getting
him out of the way : a body was found in the whirlpool below the
Falls : in height it corresponded to the deceased, Nicholas Vedder :

on the foot was a slipper to which the murdered man's mother
would swear : on the arm was a tattoo mark which a well-known
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citizen of Clifton remembered to have himself punctured on the

arm of this unfortunate young man so foully made away with.
' He kept pilin' it up about foul play and the murdered man till

the folk were ready to lynch the lot if the prisoners had been free.

Then he called the evidence. First the coloured girl gave hera.

The counsel for the prisoners said he had no questions to ask.

Then jNIrs. Yedder swore to the slipper, and was quite ready to

swear to the foot which had been in it.

' The counsel for the prisoners, to everybody's astonishment,
said he had no questions at all to ask her. Was the man going to

fool away the case ?

' Dick the guide swore to the tattoo mark. When asked if he
remembered the date of the tattooing, he burst into tears and said

it was when Jsick and he were boys together. That was curious,

because Dick was forty and Nick was twenty.
' But the counsel for the defence said he had no questions to

ask of him neither. And then we began to feel as if the rope was
round all four necks.

' When his turn to speak came, however, he rose to his feet,

and said that he only had one witness to call. He would call—and
here he hesitated, and looked scornful at his brothers in the law :

he would call—and here he looked with a smile in the faces of the
citizens : he would call—and here he looked full in the eyes of the
jury, as if he was going to let them have a facer : he would call—Nick Vedder hunself : and as he spoke the words, the door
opened, and in came Nick. His hair was growing again very
nicely. But he looked meek and small. There's no denying that
the Court was a good deal taken aback : dignity shook out of it,

somehow. Mis' Fuller gave a fearful slu-iek because she thought it

was a ghost, and went olf into hysterics. It took a few minutes to

get rid of her. The people jumped to their feet and began to

shout. The jury looked as if they'd been done out of something
good. And as for the prisoners, they just stepped over the dock
into the court and sat down, Abb Thomas the first, without being
invited to.

' We got a little quiet after a while, and the case went on.
* First the counsel told the Court the story about Nick's dis-

appearance. It was this : Chris Dalmage, the only one of the five

who wasn't bound over, after they'd frightened Nick at Terrapin
Tower, till he was as meek as any two-year-old, kept him on the
other side, locked up with a friend or two to take care of him.
After the inquest, what with the general excitement, and the
impulse to the hack trade, because folk came from Hamilton and
Toronto and London to see the place where Nick Tedder's body
was found, and what with the pleasure of seeing his friends aU
locked up together, a thing which no hackman could resist, Chris
could not bring himself to produce his prisoner till the day of the
trial.
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' The counsel only asked two questions.
' " Is that your slipper ?

"

' "No," said Nick. " I never had a slipper in my life, and if I

had my foot isn't as big as a boat. And who'd go out in slippers in

such weather as this 1

"

' His mother, who'd been clinging to him and wiping her eyes,

let go of his hand, and looked as if she'd like to box his ears there

and then.
' " Oh ! you ungrateful boy," she cried.

'"Then," said the counsel, "show the Court your left arm.

Turn up the sleeve ; where is the tattoo ?

"

'"There is no tattoo," said Nick. " Wliy should I bo

tattooed ?

"

' Dick the guide stepped out of court. He said it was a curious

and disappointing world—and who would have guessed that the

boy would round on him in such an ungrateful manner as that

after all he'd said and sworn to for his sake ! And catch him ever

taking any interest in a murder again. And that night there was

some of them at the Falls had a real high time : perhaps as high a

time as ever was had. But Dick the guide wasn't invited.'
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Flip. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28.; cl. 2s. 6d.
Callfornlan Stories (including The
Twins of Table Mountain, Jeff
Briggs's Love Storv, &c.) Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Maruja A Novel. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s. : cloth limp, 2s 6d.
The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With

28 origina Drawinps by Kate
Greenaway, Reproduced in Colours
bv FnMi'vii Fvans. Sm. 4to, bds., 5s.

A Phyllis of the Sierras, &c. Post 8vo,
illust. bds., 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by :

The Reader's Handbookof Allusions,
References, Plots, and Stories.
Twelfth Thousand. With Appendix,
cont^ning a Complete English
BiBLlooRAPHY. Cr. 8vo, cloth 7s. 6d.

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), continued—
Authors and their Works, with the
Dates: Being the Appendices to
"The Reader's Handbook," separ-
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Hvo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ; half-bound, 9s.

Brewster(SirDavid),Works by:
More Worlds than One: The Creed
of the Philosopher and the Hope of
the Christian. With Plates. Post
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of
Galileo, Tycho Brahe, and Kep-
ler. With Portraits, Post 8vo, cloth
extra, 4s. 6d.

Letters on Natural Magic. A New
Edition, with numerous Illustrations,
and Chapters on the Being and
Faculties of Man, and Additional
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by
J. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cl. ex.,4s. 6d.

Brillat-Savarin.—Gastronomy
as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin,
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Buchanan's (Robert) Works:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour.
With a Frontispiece by Arthur
Hughes.

Selected Poems ofRobert Buchanan.
With a Frontispiece by T. Dalziel.

The Earthquake; or, Six Days and
a Sabbath.

The City of Dream: An Epic Poem.
With Two Illusts. by P. Macnab.

Robert Buchanan'sCompIete Poeti-
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.

The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature. With a Frontis-

piece.

God and the Man. With Illustrations
by Fred. Barnard.

The Martyrdom of Madeline. With
Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper.

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis.
piece by P. Macnab,

Annan Water.
| The New Abelard.

Foxglove Manor,
Matt : A Story of a Caravan.
The Master of the Mine.

The Heir of LInne. Cheaper Edition,
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
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Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by:
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post

8vc, illustrated boards, 23.

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, la. each.

Kathleen Mavourneen.
Lindsay's Luck.

Pretty Polly Pemberton.

Burton (Captain).—The Book
of the Sword : Being a History of the
Sword and its Use in all Countries,
from the Earliest Times. By Richard
F. BtjKTON. With over 400 Illustra-
tions. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 32s.

Burton (Robert):
The Anatomy of Melancholy. A
New Edition, complete, corrected
and enriched by Translations of the
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an
Abridgment, lor popular use, of Bur-
ton's Anatomy of Melancholy.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Byron (Lord)

:

Byron's Letters and Journals. With
Notices of his Life. By Thomas
MooRK. A Reprint of the Original
Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Caine (T. Hall), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Shadow of a Crime.

A Son of Hagar.

The Deemster : A Romance of the
Isle of Man. Cheaper Edition, crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Cameron (Comdr.). — The
Crulseof the " Black Prince" Priva-
teer, Commanded by Robert Haw-
kins, Master Mariner, by Commander
V. LovETT Cameron, R.N., C.B.,
D.C.L. With Frontispiece and Vignette
by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 5s. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett),
Novels by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Juliet's Quardlan. | Deceivers Ever.

Carlyle (Thomas)

:

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re-
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra,
Illustrated, l3. 6d.

The Correspondence of Thomas
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson,
1834 to 1B72. Edited by Charles
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24b.

Chapman's (George) Works:
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete,
including tlie doubtlul ones. Vol. II.,

the Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay by Alger-
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III.,

the Translations ot the Iliad and Odys-
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth
extra, I83. ; or separately, 63. each.

Chatto & Jackson.—A Treatise
on Wood Engraving, Historical and
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto
and John Jackson. With an Addi-
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn

;

and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint
of the last Revised Edition. Largo
4to, half-bound, 283.

Chaucer

:

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. By Mrs. H.R . Haweis. With
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu-
merous Woodcuts by the Author.
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68.

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R.
Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.6d.

Chronicle (The) of the Coach :

Charing Cross to Ilfracombe. By J. D
Champlin. With 75 Illustrations by
Edward L. Chichester. Square 8vo,
cloth extra, 78, 6d.

Clodd.— Myths and Dreams.
By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author
of "The Childhood of Religions," &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls:
A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobbak.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Coleman.—Curly: An Actor's
Story. By John Coleman. Illustrated

h(y J. C. DoLLMAN. Crown 8vo, Ig.

;

cloth, la. fid.



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

A Fight with Fortune.
illustrated boards, 2s.

Post 8vo,

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by

:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated,
3s.6d. each

;
postSvo.illustrated bds,,

2s. each ; cloth limp, 23. 6d. each.

Antonina. Illust. by SirJoHNGiLBERx. i

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil-
bert and J. Mahoney.

Hide and Seet<. Illustrated by Sir
John Gilbert and J. Mahoney.

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir
John Gilbert.

Queen of Hearts. Illustrated by Sir
John Gilbert.

My (Vliscelianies. With a Steel-plate
Portrait of Wilkie Collins.

The Woman in White. With Illus-

trations by Sir John Gilbert and
F. A. Fraser.

The IVIoonstone. With Illustrations
by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser.

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small.
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and Edward
Hughes.

Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by
S. L. FiLDEsand Henry Woods.

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by
G.Dti Maurier and C.S.Reinhardt.

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney.

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated
by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall.

The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by
Arthur Hopkin"?.

The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science: A Story of the
Present Time.

"I Say No."
The Evil Genius.

Little Novels. Or. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6<i.

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Sweet Anne Page.
| Transmigration.

From Midnight to Midnight.

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),
Novels by

:

Crown ovo, cloth extra, 3s.6d. each; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play Me False.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Sweet and Twenty.

| Frances.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar
Sinister: A Story. By C. Allston
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds. ,2s.

Colman's Humorous Works:
" Broad Grins,'' " My Nightgown and
Slippers," and other Humorous Works,
Prose and Poetical, of George Col-
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstone,
and Frontispiece by Hogarth, Crown
8vo cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Colquhoun.—Every Inch a Sol-
dier : A Novel. By M. J. Colquhoun.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Convalescent Cookery: A
Family Handbook. By Catherine
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Conway (Mono. D.), Works by:
Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two

Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 lllusts., 283.

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated
by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Pine and Palm: A Novel. Two Vols.,
crown 8vo.

Cook (Dutton), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

Hours with the Players. With a
Steel Plate Frontispiece.

Nights at the Play : A View of the
English Stage.

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s.

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Copyright. —A Handbook of
English and Foreign Copyright In
Literary and Dramatic Works. By
Sidney Jerrold. PostSvo, cl., 2s. 6d.

Cornwall.—PopularRomances
of the West of England; or. The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and
Revised Edition, with Additions, and
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by
George Cruikshank. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Craddock.— The Prophet of
the Great Smoky Mountains. By
Charles Egbert Craddock. Post
8to, illust. bds., 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
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Cruikshank (George):
The Comic Almanack. Complete in
Two Series : The First from 1835
to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to
1853. A Gathering of the Best
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May-
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett,
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000
Woodcuts and Steel EnKravings by
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick
volumes, 7s. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cfuil<shank. By
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of
"The Life of Napoleon HI.," &c.
With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad-
ditional Plates, and a very carefully
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d,

Cumming(C. F. Gordon),Works
by:

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 83. 6d. each.
In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac-

simile and numerous full-page Illusts,

Inthe Himalayas and on the Indian
Plains. With numerous Illustra-
tions.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cussans.—Handbook of Her-
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans.
Entirely New and Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold : A
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Daniel. — Merrie England in
the Olden Time. By George Daniel.
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik-
shank. CrowD Svo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—The Evangelist ; or,
Port Salvation. By Alphonse
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry
Meltzer. With Portrait of the
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.

;
post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Davenant.—Hints for Parents
on the Choice of a Profession or
Trade for their Sons. By Francis
Davenant, M.A. Post Svo, Is. ; cloth
limp, Is. 6d, '

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by:
Crown Svo, Is. each; cloth limp,

Is. 6d. each.
One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide.

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 2s.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalms I.
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un-
published MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D, Two Vols.,
crown Svo, cloth boards, 123.

De Maistre —A Journeyf^und
My Room. By Xavier de Maistre,
Translated by Henry Attwell, Post
Svo, cloth limp, 23. 6d.

De Miile—A Castle in Spain:
A Novel. By James De Mille. With
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas Nickleby
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist

The Speeches of Charles Dickens,
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep-
herd. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also
a Smaller Edition, in the May/air
Library. Post Svo. cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

About England with Dickens. By
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra-
tions by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred
Rimmer, and others. Sq, Svo, cloth
extra, lOs. 6d.

Dictionaries:
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,

Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; hf.-bound, 98.

The Reader's Handbook of Allu-
sions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer,
LL.D. With an Appendix, contain-
ing a Complete English Bibliography.
Eleventh Thousand. Crown Svo,
1,400 pages, cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with tha
Dates. Being the Appendices to
"The Reader's Handbook," sepa-
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr
Brewer. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 23.
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DltTlONAftlfis, cOntimied—
Familiar Short Sayings of Great
Men. With Historical and Explana-
tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent,
M.A. Fifth Edition, revised and
enlarged. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,7s 6d..

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,

Playwrights,Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times. By W. Davenport Adams.
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half-

bound, 12s. 6d. [/n preparation.

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Women of the Day: A Biographical
Dictionary. BypRANCES Hays. Cr.

8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic-
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue.

Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 7s. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 93.

Diderot.—The Paradox of Act-
ing. Translated, with Annotations,

from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le

Comedien," by Walter Herries
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchm ent, 4s. 6d.

Dobson (W. T.)7Works by :

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics. [cities.

Poetical Ingenu ities and Eccentri-

Doran. — Memories of our
Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean-
ings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran,
F.S.A. With 38 Illusts. New and
Cheaper Edit. Cr. 8vo,cj^extra, 7s. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of tiie.

Being a comprehensive Guide to the

Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play-
houses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Pre-
sent Times. By W. Davenport
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo,

half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex..Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol.

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford.
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols.

Chapman's Works. Complete in

Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay
byA. C.Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans-
latioDS of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Dramatists, The Old, continued—
Crown £vo, cloth extra. Vignette Pof

II Aits, 6s. per Volume.
Marlowe's Works. Including his

Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning-
ham. One Vol.

Massir g'ir's Plays. From the Text of

WiLi^iAM ("7IFF0RD. Edited by Col.

Cunningham. One Vol.

D^K — The Folk -Lore of
Plants. By Rev. T. F. Thiselton
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d. [In preparation.

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,

by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown
8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Merrick's (Robert) Complete Col-
lected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert ( Lord) ofCherbury's Poems.
Edit., with Introd., by J. Churton
Collin s. Cr. 8vo, parchment, 8s.

Edgcumbe. — Zephyrus : A
Holiday In Brazil and on the River
Plate. By E. R. Pearce Edgcumbe.
With 41 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 5s.

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by:
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s^

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and
Precious stones: their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for

ascertaining their Reality. By Harry
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),

Works by:
The Life and Times of Prinee
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pre-
tender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. New and Cheaper
Edition, wifh a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Stories from the State Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Studies Re-studled: Historical
Sketches from Original Sources.
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12a.
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Englishman's House, The: A
Practical Guide to all interested in

Selecting or Building a House; with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, iS:c.

By C. J. Richardson. Fourth Eitition.

With Coloured Frontispiece and nearly
600 Ilhistnuions. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d.

Eyes, Oup: How to Preserve
Them from Infancy to Old Age. Bv
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Sixth
Edition (Eleventh Thousand). With
58 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cl oth, I s.

Fam i I iar~Short~Say i ngs of
Great Men. By Samuel Arthur
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised
and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 43. 6d. each.

The Chemical History of a Candle:
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S.
With numerous Illustrations.

On the Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other :

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S.
With numerous Illustrations.

Farrer (James Anson), Works
by:

Military Manners and Customs.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

War: Three Essays, Reprinted from
" Military Manners." Crown 8vo,

Is. ; cloth, Is . 6d.

Fin-Bee. — The Cupboard
Papers : Observations on the Art of
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Fireworks, The Complete Art
of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With
267 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re-
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :

The Recreations ofa Literary Man;
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re-
collections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The World Behind the Scenes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

A Day's Tour: A Journey through
France and Belgium. With Sketches
in facsimile of the Original Draw-
ings. Crown 4to picture cover, Is.

Fitzgerald (Percy), cniifinued—
Fatal Zero: A Hombur'.; Diary. Cr.
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vO,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Post 8vo, ilkistraied boards, 28. each.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy five Brooke Street.
Po My.

I
Th e Lady of Brantome.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com.
pleto Poems: Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,
Christ's Triumph over Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.,63.

Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre: A
Novel. By Albany db Fonblanque.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illust, boards, 23. each.
One by One. I A Real Queen.
Queen Cophetua.

|

Olympia. Post 8vo, illust boards, 2S.

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, Is.

King or Knave: A Novel. 3 Vols.,
crown 8vo.

Frederic. — Seth's Brother's
Wife: A Novel. By Harold Frederic.
Two Vols., crown 8vo.

French Literature, History of
By Henry Van Laun. Complete in

3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or.

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Friswell.—Oneof Two: A Novel.
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s^

Frost (Thomas), Works by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
The Lives of the Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide
to the London Charities, 1887-8.
Showing their Name, Date of Founda-
tion,Objects, Income,Officials,&c. Pub-
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth. Is. 6d.

Gardening Books:
Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp. Is. 6d. each.
A Year's Work in Garden and Green-
house: Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of
the Flower.Fruit, and Frame Gard$a<
By Geqrge Glenny.
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Gardening Books, continued—
Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom Jerrold.

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. each.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
Jerrold. Illustrated.

The Garden tliat Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew
there. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

;
gilt edges, 6s.

Gappett.—The Capel Girls: A
Novel. By Edward Garrett. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Gentleman's Magazine (The)
for 1888. Is. Monthly. In addition
to the Articles upon subjects in Litera-
ture, Science, and Art, for which this
Magazine has so high a reputation,
"Science Notes," by W. Mattieu
Williams,F.R. A. S.,and "Table Tali<,"
by Sylvanus Urban, appear monthly.
*,* Boimd Volumes for recent years are

kept in stock, cloth extra, price 8s. 6d..

each ; Cases for binding, 2s. each.

Gentleman's Annual (The).
Published Annually in November. In
illuminated cover. Demy 8vo, Is.

German Popular Stories. Col-
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited,
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin.
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Robin Gray.
What will the
World SayP

Queen of the
Meadow.

The Flowerof the
Forest.

In HonourBound.
Braes of Yarrow.
A Heart's Prob-
lem.

TheGoldenShaft.
Of High Degree.
Loving a Dream.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
For Lack of Gold.
For the King.

|
In PasturesGreen.

In Love and War.
By IVlead and Stream.
Fancy Free.
Heart's Delight.

Gilbert (William), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated laoards, 2s. each.

Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the IVIountaln.
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert (W, S.), Original Plays
by. In Two Series, each complete in
itself, price 2s. 6d. each.

The First Series contains—The
Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga-
latea— Charity— The Princess— The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

The Second Series contains—Bro-
ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts

—

Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb

—

H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance,

Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ-
ten by W. S. Gilbert. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"
—The Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe
— Patience — Princess Ida — The
Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy Svo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Glenny.—A Year's Work in
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By George
Glenny. Post Svo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of the Necro-
mancers. By William Godwin.
Post Svo, limp, 2s.

Golden Library, The:
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth

limp, 2s. per Volume.

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of tho
Echo Club.

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of England.

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs fop Sailors.

Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives of the
Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break-
fast Table. Introduction by Sala.

Holmes's Professor at the Break-
fast Table.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. All the original Illustrations.

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc-
cupations of a Country Life.

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
Edmund Ollier.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B, Mont«
GOMERiE Ranking.
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Golden Library, The, continued-

Square i6mo, 2s. per Volume.
Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro-
duction and Notes.byT.M'CRiE.D.D.

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral

Reflections. With Notes, and In-
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve.

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke.

Golden Treasury of Thought,
The: An Encyclop.«dia of Quota-
tions from Writers of all Times and
Countries. Selected and Edited by
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth
gilt and gilt edges, 7S. 6d.

Graham. — The Professor's
Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham.
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the, Described from Antique Monu-
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third
German Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. Hueffer. 545 Illusts. New and
Cheaper Edit., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

Greenaway (Kate) and Bret
Harte.—The Queen of the Pirate
Isle. By Bret Harte. With 25
original Drawings by Kate Green-
away, Reproduced in Colours by E.
Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 5s.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each.

The Wilds of London.
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the
Strange Fish to be Found There.

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Habberton (John), Author of
" Helen's Babies," Novels by:

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each
;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Brueton's Bayou.
Country Luck.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in
Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, la. 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Morrow.
The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth
extra, 8s.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha-
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
Wood by Macuse, Gilbert, Harvey,
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Haliiday.—Every-day Papers.
By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 23.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex-
planatory Text. By Don Felix de
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s.6d.

Han ky- Panky : A Collection of
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks,
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d.

Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy,
Author of " Far from the Madding
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Harwood.—Tlie Tenth EarL
By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 8vo
illustrated boards, 2s.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by :

The Art of Dress. With numerous
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated
cover. Is.; cloth limp. Is. 6d.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.Gs.

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo,
handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, lOs. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous Woodcuts. New
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Chaucer for Schools. Demy Svo,
cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists: Washington Irving,
Olivkr Wendell Holmes, James
Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward,
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. By
Rer. H. R. Haweis, M.A. Cr. Svo, 6s.
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Hawthor-ne.—Tangle wood
Tales for Girls and Boys. By
Nathaniel Hawthorne. With nu-

merous tine Illustrations by George
Wharton Edwards. Large 4to, clotD

extra, lOs. 6d.

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Garth. I Sebastian Strome.
Ellice Quentln. | Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Fortune's Fool. |

Beatrix Randolph.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Miss Cadogna.
Love—or a Name.

Mre. Gainsborough's Diamonds.
Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover, Is.

Hays.—Women of the Day: A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and What I Grew There. By
Francis George Heath, Author of
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 5s. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each.

Animals and their Masters.
Social Pressure.

Ivan de BIron: A Novel. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Herman.—One Traveller Re-
turns: A Romance. By Henry Her-
man and D. Christie Murray. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col-
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 183.

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier
Ernst von), Works by :

Tunis: The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The New South-West: Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico,
Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three
Maps. Demy Svo, cloth extra,

I4i. [/» preparation.

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins.
Crown Svo, bound in parchment, 88.

Hindiey (Charles), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In-

cluding the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
With Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.

Ed ited by Charles Hindley.

Hoey.—The Lover's Creed.
Bv Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis-

piece by P. Macnab. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by:
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordo:j
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp,

23. 6d.—.Another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A.
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 23.

Holmes. — The Science of
Voice Production and Voice Preser-
vation: A Popular Manual for the

Use of Speakers and Singers. By
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, l3. ; cloth. Is. 61.

Hood (Thomas);
Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and

Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hood's Whims and Oddlttes. Com-
plete. With all the original Illus-

trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 23.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere to the North Polo:
A Noah's Arkseological Narrative.

With 25 Illustrations by W. Brum-
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 63.

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post Svo,

illustrated boards, 23.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu.
morous Works, including his Ludi-
crous Adventures.Bons Mots, Punsand
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, gilt, 73. 6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hoofer,
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
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Hopkins—" 'Twixt Love and
Duty:" A Novel. Hy Tighe Hopkins.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ;

post 8vo,

illustrated boiids, 2s.

Home.—Orion : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books. By Richard Hen-
gist HoRNE. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum-
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 73.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by

:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Thornlcpoft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
That other Person.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and In-

troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 23.

Hydropiiobia: an Account of M.
Pasteur's System. Containing a
Translation of all his Communications
on the Subject, the Technir.ue of his

Method, and the latest Statistical

Results. By Rknaud Suzor, M.B.,
CM. Edin., and M.D. Paris, Commis-
sioned by the Government of the

Colony of Mauritius to study M.
Pasteur's new Treatment m Paris

Withy Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 63.

Tndoor Paupers. By One of
Th em. Crown 8vo , Is. ; cloth, iB. 6d.

Inge Iow.— Fated to be Free : A
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s^

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. Per-
ceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp,

23. 6d.

uames.—A Romance of the
Queen's Hounds. By Charles James.
Post 8vo, picture cover,^.;^l.,js. 6d.

JanvierTHPractlcal Kerarhics
for Students. By Catherine A.

Janvier. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 63.

Jay (Harriett), Novels by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught^

Jefferies (Richard), continued—
The Open Air. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 68. IShortly.

The Eulogy of Richard JefTerles.
By Walter Besant. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 6s.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by:
Nature near London. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 63. ; post 8vo, cloth limp,

23. 6d.

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, 2a. 6d.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lord Tennyson; A Biographical
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jerrold (Tom), Works by

:

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth, I3. 6d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. Illustrated.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grow, and How we Cook Them .

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa-
tions of a Country Life. By Edward
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23.

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. PostSvo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6(L

"John Herring," Novels by
the Author of:

Red Spider: A Romance. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Eve : A Romance. Two Vol*., crown
8vo. [June.

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Wo^rks by

:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra,'^s. 6d each.

Finger Ring Lore: Historical, Le-
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over
Two Hundred Illustrations.

Credulities, Past and Present; in-

cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miner*,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina-
tion Exorcising and Blessing of

Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece.

Crowns and Coronations: A History
of Regalia in all Times and Coun-
tries. One Hundred Illustrations.

Jonson's (Ben) Works, "With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by William
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cuk-
NiNGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8to,

cloth extra, I83. ; or separately, 68. each.

Josephus,TheCompieteWork8
of. Translated by Whiston. Con-
taining both "The Antiquities of the

Jews" and "The Wars of the Jews."
Two Vols.. 8vo, with 52 Illu'^trations

and Maps, c1nth extra gilt. 14' ^
Kernpt.— Pencil and Palette:
Chapters on Art and .Artists. By Kohkrt
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d-



14 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Kershaw.—Colonial Facts and
Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By
Mark Kkrshaw. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. , cloth, 2s. 6(1.

King (R. Ashe), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by :

Oalcshott Castlo. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 28.

Number Seventeen. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

Knight.—The Patient's Vade
Mecum: How to get most Benelit
from Medical Advice. By William
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, Is.

;

cloth. Is. 6d.

Lamb (Charles):
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori-
ginal Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
SHEPHtRD. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig." Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. ed.

The Essays of Elia. Complete Edi-
tion. Post Svo, cloth extra, 23.

Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care-
fully reprinted from unique copies.

Small Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Little Essays: Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected

from his Letters by Percy Fitz-
gerald. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.:
The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " The
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments." A New Translation from
the Arabic with copious Notes, by
Edward William Lane. Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
Wood, irom Original Designs by
VVm. Harvey. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,

edited by his Nephew, Edward
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols.,

demy Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages:
Studies irom "The Thousand and
One Nights." By Edward William
Lane, Author of "The Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley
Lane-Poolk. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lares and Penates; or. The
Background of Life. By Florence
Caddy. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Larwood (Jacob), Worl<s by:
The Story of the London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, clotb
extra, 38. 6d.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Forensic Anecdotes.
Theatrical Anecdotes.

Leys.—The Lindsays: A Ro-
mance of Scottish Life. By John K.
Leys. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Life in London ; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of Cruik-
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Linskill.—In Exchange for a
Soul. By Mary Linskill, Author ot
"The Haven Under the Hill," &c.
Three Vols., crown Svo.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by:
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.
The True Story of Joshua Davidson
Ourselves: Essays on Women.

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord P

The Rebel of the Family.
" My Love !

"
| lone.

With a Silken Thread. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Paston Carew, Millionaire and
Miser. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 33. 6d.

Longfellow's Poetical Works.
Carefully Reprinted from the Original
Editions. With numerous fine Illustra-
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical
Dietetic, and General Guide in
Health and Disease. By N. E.
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, 23.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown Svo,
cl.ex., 3s. 6d.; post Svo.illust. bds., 23.

Lusiad (The) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff.
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page
Plates, clotb boards, 188.
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Macalpine. — Teresa Itasca,
and other Stories. By Avery Mac-
alpine. Crowa 8vO| bound in canvas,
2s. 6d.

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works
by:

A History of Our Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to
the General Election ot 1880. Four
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.

each.—Also a Popular Edition, in

Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. each.
—And a Jubilee Edition, with an
Appendix of Events to the end of

1S86, complete in Two Vols., squjure
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

A Short History of Our Own Times.
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

History of the Four Georges. Four
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 123.

each. [Vol. I. now ready.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
A Fair Saxon.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

LInley Rochford.
My Enemy's Daughter.

"The Right Honourable:" A Ro-
mance of Society and Politics. By
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs.
Campbell-Praed. New and Cheaper
Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.),
Works by:

AnOutlineof the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre-
sent Day. Cr.8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Ireland since the Union: Sketches
of Irish History from 1798 to 1886.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The Case for Home Rule. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

England under Gladstone, 1880-85.
Second Edition, revised. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Doom ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
Justin H. McCarthy. Crown 8vo,
Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Haflz In London. Choicely printed.
Small 8vo, gold cloth, 33. 6d.

MacDonald.—Works of Fancy
and Imagination. By George Mac-
DONALD, LL.D. Ten Volumes, in
handsome cloth case, 21s. Vol. i.

Within and Without. The Hidden
Life.— Vol. 2. The Disciple. The
Gospel Women. A Bookof SonnetS;
Organ Songs.—Vol. 3. Violin Songs.
Songs of the Days and Nights.
A Bookof Dreams. Roadside Poiius.
Poems for Children. Vol. 4. I^ara-
ELEs. Ballads. Scotch Songs.—
Vols, s and 6. Phantastes: A Faerie
Romance.—Vol. 7. The Portent.—
^'ol. 8. The Light Princess. The
Giant's Heart. Shadows.— Vol. g.
Cross Purposes. The Golden Key.
The Carasoyn. Little Daylight.—
Vol. 10. The Cruel Painter. The
VVowo' Rivven. The Castle. The
Broken Sv.'ords. The Gray Wolf,
Uncle Cornelius.
The Volumes aye also sold separately

in Grolicr-pattern cloth, 23. 6d. each.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games.
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Mackay.—Interludes and Un-
dertones ; or, Music at Twilight. By
Charles Mackay, LL.D, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters;
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus-
trative of the Literature of the former
half of the Present Century. By
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por-
traits printed on an India Tint, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by:
Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d, each.
In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus-

trations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
Pictures and Legends from Nor-
mandy and Brittany. With numer-
ous lUusts. by Thomas R, Macquoid

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra-
tions by T. R. Macquoid,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
Through Normandy. With 90 Illus-

trations byT. R. Macquoid.
Through Brittany. With numerous

Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Evil Eye, and other Stories.
Lost Rose.
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Magician's Own Book (Tlie'):

Performances with Cups and Balls,

f.ggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 43. 66..

Magic Larttern (Tlie), and its

MaiiageiDent : including full Prac-
tical Directions for producing the
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and
preparin;; Lantern Slides. By T. C.
Hkpworth. With 10 Illustrations,

Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Magna Ciiarta. An exact Fac-
simile of the Original in the British
Museuw, printed on line plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 53.

Matlock (W. H.), Works by:
The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6(1.

;

Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 23.

The New Paul and Virginia ; or. Posi-
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d..

Poems. Small 4to, in parchment, 83.

le Life worth Living P Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 68.

Mailopy'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthup: The Stories of King Arthur
and ot the Kni>;hts of the Round Table.
Edited by B. MoNTGOMERiE Ranking.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Mark Twain, Works by:
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illust. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,7s.6d.

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac-
count of the Steamship " Quaker
City's " Pleasure Excursion to

Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition (under
the title ot" Mark Twain's Plkasurb
Trip "),post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Roughing It, and The Innocents at
Home. With 200 Illustrations by F.

A. Fraser. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.
The Glided Age. By Mark Twain
and Charlis Dudley Warner.
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
With III Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition
post 8yo, illustrated boards, 23.

The Prince and the Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloih extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Mark Twain's Works, continued—
A Tramp Abroad With 314 Illusts.

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap
Edition, post 8vo, illust. bds., 23.

The Stolen White Elephant, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63. ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards. 2s.

Life on the Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edi-
tion, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition, post
8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Mark Twain's Library of Humour.
With numerous Illustrations. Crown
Bvo , cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Marlowe's Works. Including
his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cun-
ningHAM^(>o«Nn8vOjClothext^^

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
Open! Sesame! | Written In Fire.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
Fighting the Air.

Massinger's Plays. From the
Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen
Daughters: A Novel. By J. Master-
man. ^^ost_8vo^_iUustrated boards, 2s.

Matthews.—A Secret of the
Sea, &.C. By Brander Matthews.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. : cloth,
2s. 6d.

Mayfair Library, The:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume.
A Journey Round My Room. By
Xavier de Maistre. Translated
by Henry Attwell.

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by
W. Davenport Adams.

The Agony Column of "The Times,"
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an
Introduction, by Alice Clay.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy
of Melancholy."

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By
Brillat-Savarin

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. Bv W. T. Dobson.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici-
ties. Selected and Edited by W, T.
DOBSON.
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Mayfair Library, continued—
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Vol.

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec,
Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
First Series Containing : The
Wicked World — Pyt^niajion and
Galatea— Charity — The Princess

—

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
Original Plays by VV. S Gilbert.
Second Series. Containing ; Broken
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer
—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Collectedand Edited by A. Perceval
Graves.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir
Arthur Helps.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry

J. Jennings.
TheAutocratofthe Breakfast-Table
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il-

lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson.
Pencil and Palette. By Robert
Kempt.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of
Law. By Jacob Larwood.

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob
Larwood.

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S.

Leigh.
True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. Lynn Linton.

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By

E. Lynn Linton.
Pastimes and Players. By Robert
Macgregor.

The New Paul and Virginia. By
W. H. Mallock.

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde-
ley-Pennell.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol-
mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by
George Du Maurier.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
ChOLMON deleY-PeNN ELL.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By
H. A. Page.

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley.
More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh
Rowley.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
Don Felix de Salamanca.

By Stream and Sea. By William
Senior.

Old Stories Retold. By Walter
Thornbury.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
Booi<- By Pr. Andrew Wilson.

Mayhew.—London Chapacters
and the Humorous Side of London
Life. By Henry Mayhe\». Witb
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies,
L.R C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, Is.; cl., Is. 6d.

Mexican Mustang (On a)
through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas
Sittings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorilllon.

Miller. — Physiology for the
Young; or, The House of Life: Hu-
man Physiology, with ts application
to the Preservation of Health. For
Classes and Popular Reading. With
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick
Miller. Small Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Milton (J. L.), Works by:
Sm. Svo. Is. each ; cloth ex.. Is. 6d. each.

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise
Set ot Rules for the Management ot

the Skin; with Directions for Diet,

Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c.

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin.
The Laws of Life, and their Relation

to Diseases of the Skin.

Moiesworth (Mrs.).—Hathep-
court Rectory. By Mrs. Moles-
worth. Author of "The Cuckoo
Clock," &c. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 4s. 6d. ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Moncpieff.— The Abdication;
or, Time Tries All. An Historical
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff.
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie,
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J.
MacWhirter, A.R.A.,Colin Hunter,
A.R.A., R. Macbeth, a. R.a., and Tom
Graham, R.S.A. Large 410, bound in

buckram, 21s.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vo,cIoth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Life's Atonement. I A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat. 1 Coals of Flra
By the Gate of the Sea.
Val Strange. | Hearts.
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Murray (D. C). continued—
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Way of the World
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
Old Blazer's Hero. With Three Illus-

trations by A. McCoRMicK. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

One Traveller Returns. By D.
Christie Murray and Henry Her-
MA N. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,6s,

NoptlTTtalian Folk. By Mrs.
CoMYNS Carr. Illust. by Randolph
Caldecott. Sq . 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d. _

Novelists. — Half-Hours with
the Best Novelists of the Century

:

ChoiceReadings from the finest Novels.
Edited, with Critical and Biographical
Notes, by H. T. Mackenzie Bell.
Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d.. [Preparing.

Nursery Hints: A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N. E.
Davies.L.R.C.P. Cr.Svo. Is. ; cl., ls.6d.

O'Connor.—LordBeaconsfleld:
ABiography. By T. P. O'Connor, M. P.
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the work down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

O'Hanlon.— The Unforeseen:
A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. New
& Cheaper Ed. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Oliphant (Mrs.) Novels by:
Whiteladies. With Illustrations by
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each.
;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.

O'Reilly.—Phoebe's Fortunes:
A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry
Tuck. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

O'Shaughnessy (A.), Works by

:

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. Svo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Music and IVIoonlight. Fcap. Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Lays of France. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.,10s. 6d.

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s. each

;
post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. each.
Held in Bondage, i Tricotrin.
Strath more. ! Puck.
Chandos.

j

Folle Farlne.
Under Two Flags. I TwoLlttleWooden
Cecil Castle-j Shoes,
malne's Gage,

j
A Dog of Flanders.

Idalia. > Pascarel.

Ouida, continued—
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. each ; post

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Signa.

I
Ariadne. A Village Com-

In a Winter City. mune.
Friendship. V/anda.
Moths.

I
BImbi. Frescoes. [Ine.

Pipistrello. Princess Naprax-
In IVlaremma. Othmar.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected
from the Works of Ouida by F.
Sydney Morris. Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,63.

Page (H. A.), Works by :

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study.
With Portrait. Post8vo,cl.limp,2s.6d.

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with-
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex-
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a
New Principle. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 5s.

Parliamentary Elections and
Electioneering in the Old Days (A
History of). Showing the State of
Political Parties and Party Warfare at
the Hustings and in the House of
Commons from the Stuarts to Queen
Victoria. Illustrated from the original
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial
Satires, and Popular Caricatures of
the Time. By Joseph Grego, Author
of " Rowlandson and his Works,"
" The Life of Gillray," &c. A New
Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, with
Coloured Frontispiece and too Illus-

trations, 7s. 6d. [Preparing,

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In-
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie,
D.D. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum:
How to get most Benefit from Medical
Advice. By W. Knight, M.R.C.S.,and
E.Knight,L.R.C.P. Cr.Svo, 13.; cl. 1/6.

Paul Ferroll

:

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Paul Ferroll: A Novel.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Lost Sir IVIassingberd.
Walter's Word.
Less Black than we're Painted.
By Proxy. | High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. | From Exile.
The Canon's Ward.
The Talk of the Town.
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Payn (James), continued—
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Kit: A Memory. | Carlyon's Year*.

A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinok's Tutor. Murphy's Master.
The Best of Husbands.
What He Cost Her. |

Cecil's Tryst.
Fallen Fortunes. I Halves.
A County Family. |

At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The ClylTards of ClyfTo.

The Family Scapegrace.
The Foster Brothers. I Found Dead.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.

|
Not Wooed, but Won.

Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
In Peril and Privation: Stories of

Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book
for Boys. With numerous Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 63.

Holiday Tasks. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,

6s.
;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Glow-worm Tales. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 33. 6d.

The Mystery of M4rbridge. Three
Vols., crown 8vo^ [Mnv.

Paul.—Gentle^ and Simple. By
Margaret Agnes Paul. With a

Frontispiece by Helen Paterson.
Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ;

post 8vo,

illustrated boards. 2s.

Pears.—The Present Depres-
sion In Trade: Its Causes and Reme-
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin
GoADBY and William Watt. With
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leone
Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy Svo, Is.

PenneTi (K Cholmondeley),
Works by

:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-

page Illusts. by G. Du Maurier.
The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de

Societe, Selected and Edited by H.
C. Pennell.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by:
Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp. Is. 6d. each.

Beyond the Gates. By the Author
of "The Gates Ajar."

An Old Maid's Paradise.
Burglars in Paradise.

Jack the Fisherman. With Twenty-
two Illustrations by C. W. Reed.
Cr. Svo, picture cover, 13. ; cl. Is. 6d.

PIrkis (C. L.), Novels by:
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. Svo,

picture cover. Is. [boards, 2s.

LRdy Lovelace. Post Svo, illustrated

Planch6 (J. R.), Works by:
The Pursuivant of Arms ; or. Her-

aldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus-

trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879.

Edited, with an Introduction, by his

Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Langhorne. Two Vols.,

Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 103. 6d.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—
The Choice Works, in Prose and

Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With
an Introductory Essay by Charles
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac-

similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and
other Stories. Post Svo, illust.bds.,23.

Pope's Poetical Works. Com-
plete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl . limp, 2s.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell-)—"The
Right Honourable:" A Romance of

Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp-
bell-Praed and Justin McCarthy,
M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Price (E. C), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Valentina. |
The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Gerald. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Princess Olga—Radna; or, The
Great Conspiracy of 1881. By the

Princess Olga. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 6s.

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by

:

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Easy star Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Draw-
ings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Science Studies. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, IDs. 6d.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Universe of Suns, and other

Science Gleanings. With numerous
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d,
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Rabelais' Works. Faithfully
Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous charac-
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb
Dor6. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro-
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate of

the Institute of France. Translated by
C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt,

numerous Illusts., and a beautifully

executed Chart of Spectra, 7s. 6d.

Reade (Charles), Novels by:

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d.

each
;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.

PegWofflngton. Illustrated by S. L.
FiLDES, A.R.A.

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by
William Small.

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il-

lustrated by G. J. PlNWELL.
The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen
Paterson.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of allTrades; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by Matt Stretch.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il-

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir

John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keene.
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il-

lustrated by Charles Keene.
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson.
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L,

FiLDES, A.R.A., and \Vm. Small.
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier.
Put Yourself In His Place. Illus-

trated by Robert Barnes.
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated

by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper.
The V/andering Heir. Illustrated by

H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A.

,

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A.
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate
Crauford. [Couldery.

A Woman-Hater. Illust. by Thos.
SIngleheart and Doubleface: A

Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated

by P. Macnab.
Good Stories of Men and other
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey,
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash.

The J lit, and other Stories. Illustrated

by Joseph Nash.
Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait

of Charles Reade.

Reader's Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer.
Fifth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
Complete English Bibliography.
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pases, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rice (Portrait of James).

—

Specially etched by Daniel A. Wehr-
scHMiDT for the New Library Edition
of Besant and Rice's Novels. A few
Proofs before Letters have been taken
on Japanese paper, size ijixioin.
Price 5s. each.

Richardson. — A IVlinistry of
Health, and other Papers. By Ben-
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Riddel! (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Her Mother's Darling.

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party.

Weird stories.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

The Uninhabited House.

Fairy Water.

The Mystery In Palace Gardens.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by:
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 103.61. each.

Our Old Country Towns. With over
50 Illustrations.

Rambles Round Eton and Happow.
With 50 Illustrations.

About England with Dickens. With
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer
andC. A. Vanderhoof.

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Women are Strange.

The Hands of Justice.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

The Poets' Birds.

The Poets' Beasts.
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles,

Fishes, and Insects. [Preparing.

Rochefoucauld's IVIaxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by Saints-
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or,

A List of the Principal Warriors who
came over from Normandy with Wil-
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in

this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours Handsomely printed, 63.
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Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6(1. each.

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations.

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated.

Runciman (James), Stories by :

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each
;

cloth limp, 2s 6d each.

Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholars^

Russell (W. Clark), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Round the Galley-Fire.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.

A Book fop the Hammock. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight.
By George Augustus Sala. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executioners: Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited
byHENRySANsoN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s Gd.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Bound to the Wheel
Guy Waterman.

1
Lion in the Path.

The Two Dreamers.

One Against the World. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Saunders (Katharine), Novels
by. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

Heart Salvage. | Sebastian.

Joan Merryweather. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 23.

Gideon's Rock. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated
Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E.
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo-
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy-
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or
6s. per year, post free. Vols. I . to

XIV. may be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and
Vols. XV. to date, at 53. each. Cases
for Bindiag, Is. 6d, each.

"Secret Out" Series, The:
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., lUusts., 4s. 6d. each.

The Secret Out : One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and otlur Re-
creations; with Entertaining r.xperi-

il-^nts m Drawing-room or " White
^^aglc." By W. H.Cremer. sooIUusts.

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of

Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles,

and Charades By Frank Bellew,
With 300 Illustrations.

Hanky-panky; Very Easy Tricks,

Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic,
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H.
Ckemer. With 200 Illustrations.

Magician's Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats,

Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual

Experience. Edited by W. H. Crb-
MER. 200 Illustrations.

Seguin (L. G.), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

The Country of the Passion Play,

and the Highlands and Highlanders
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illusts.

Walks In Algiers and its Surrou'nd-

ings. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts.

Senior.— By Stream and Sea.
By W. Senior. Post b-Vo.cl.limp, 2s.6d.

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis-
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart,
Author of •' The Village Life." Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Shakespeare

:

The First Folio Shakespeare.—Mr.
William Shakespeare's Comedies,
Histories, and Tragedies. Published
according to the true Originall Copies.

London, Printed by Isaac Iaggakd
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro-
duction ofthe extremely rare original,

in reduced facsimile, by a photogra-

phic process—ensuring the strictest

accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo,

half-Roxburghe, 73. 6d.

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau-
tifully printed Ln red and black, in

small but very clear type. With
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children: Tales
from Shakespeare. I5y Charles
and Mary Lamb. With numerous
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by

]. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s.

The Handbook of Shakespeare
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, the compositions
ranging from the Elizabethan Age
to the Present Time. By Alfred
RoFFE. 4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.

A study of Shakespeare. By Alger-
non Charles Swinburnk. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 8s.
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Shelley.—TheCompieteWorks
In Verse and Prose of Percy Bysshe
Shelley. Edited, Prefaced and Anno-
tated by Richard Herne Shepherd.
Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards,
3s. 6d. each.

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.
Vol.1. An Introduction by the Editor; The
Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicliol.
son; Shelley's Correspondence with Stock-
dale ; The Wandering Jew (the only complete
version)

; Queen Mab, with the Notes

;

Alastor, and oilier Poems; Rosalind and
Helen; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.

Vol.11. Laon and Cythna (as originally pub-
lished, instead of the emasculated '• Revolt
of Islam") ; The Cenci ; Julian and Maddalo
(from Shelley's manuscript) ; Swellfoot the
Tyrant (from the copy in the Dyce Library
at South Kensington) ; The Witch of Atlas

;

Epipsychidion; Hellas.

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems, published by
Mrs. Shelley iniS24 and 1S39; The Masque
of Anarchy (from Shelley's manuscript) ; and
other Pieces not brought together in the ordi-
nary editions.

Prose Works, in Two Vols.
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and

St, Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pam-
phlets

; A Refutation of Deism ; Letters to
Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and
Frag-ments.

Vol. II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad;
Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs.
Shelley, and first published in 1840, with
the addition of some Minor Pieces of great
interest and rarity, including one recently
discovered by Professor DOVVDEN. With a
Bibliography of Shelfey. and an exhaustive
Index of the Prose Works.

*»* Also a Large-Paper Edition, to
be had in Sets only, at 52s. 6d. for
the Five Volumes.

Sheridan:

—

Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his
Dramatic 'Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his 'Works in
Prose and Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. 'With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-
page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6(1.

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Bio-
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by
Brander Matthews. With Decora-
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illusts.
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d.

Sidney's (Sin Philip) Complete
Poetical Works, including all those in
"Arcadia." 'With Portrait, Memorial-
Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards : Their History.
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By
Jacob Larwood and John Camden
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sims (George R.), Works by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.
Mary Jano's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Marrie d. [Shortly.

Sister Dora : A Biography. By
Margaret Lonsdale. Popular Edi-
tion, Revised, with additional Chap-
ter, a New Dedication and Preface,
and Four Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, pic-
ture cover, 4d. ; cloth, 6d.

Sketchley.—A Match in the
Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety.
mological. Historical, and Anecdotal,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by :

The Prince of Argolis; A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small Svo,
cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., 3s. 6d.

Tales of Old Thule. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth gilt, 6s.

The Wooing of the Water Witch:
A Northern Oddity. 'With numerous
Illustrations. Small Svo, cl. ex., 6s.

Society in London. By A
Foreign Resident. Crown Svo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

Society in Paris: The Upper
Ten Thousand. By Count PaulVasili.
Trans, by Raphael Ledos de Beau-
fort. Cr. Svo. cl. ex., 6s. [Preparing.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon.
ology : An Essay in Illustration of the
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and
the Powers possessed by Them. By T.
A. Spalding, LL.B. Cr.8vo,cl. ex., 5s.

Spanish Legendary Tales. By
Mrs. S. G. C. Middlemore, Author of
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Speight (T. W.), Novels by:
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen
Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated bds., 2s,

A Barren Title. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cl., ls.6d.
Wife or No Wife? Cr. Svo, picture

cover. Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.
The Golden Hoop. Post Svo, illust.

boards, 2s.
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Spenser for Children. By M.
H. TowRY. With Illustrations by
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with

Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 63.

Staunton.—Laws and Practice
of Chess; Together with an Analysis
of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Gaines. By Howard Staunton.
Edited by Robert B. WoRMALD. New
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 53.

Stedman (E. C), Works by:

Victorian Poets. Thirteenth Edition,

revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 9s.

The Poets of America. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 9s.

Sterndale.—Tlie Afghan Knife:

A Novel. By RobertArmitage Stern-
dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by:

Travels with a Donkey in the
Cevennes. Sixth Ed. Frontispiece by
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d.

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6(i.

Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
Second Edit. Crown 8vo, bucliram
extra, 6s.

New Arabian Nights Crown 8vo,

buckram extra, 6s. ;
post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.

The Silverado Squatters. With
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, buckram
extra, 6s. Cheap Edition, post 8vo,

picture cover. Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Prince Otto : A Romance. Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram extra,

6s. ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Merry Men, and other Tales and
Fables. Cr. 8vo, buckram ex., 6s.

Underwoods : Poems.Post8vo,cl.ex.63.

Memories and Portraits. Fcap. 8vo,

buckram extra, 6s.

Virginibus Puerisque, and other

Papers. A New Edition, Revised,

Fcap. 8vo, buckram extra, 6s.

St. John.—A Levantine Family.
By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
In the South Seas. By Charles
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

Stories from Foreign Novel-
ists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim-
mern. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 33. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

St. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia,
and The Indian Cottage. By Ber-
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life,

by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s.

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes
of the People of England; including

the Rural and Domestic Recreations,

May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.,

from the Earliest Period to the Present

Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited
by Wm.Hone. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s.6d.

Suburban Homes (The) of
London : A Residential Guide to

Favourite London Localities, their

Society, CeleDrities, and Associations.

With NotJS on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. With Map of

Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s 6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,

and Facsimiles of the Maps in the

Original Edition of " Gulliver's

Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Swinburne (Algernon C),
Works by:

Selections from the Poetical Works
of Algernon Charles Swinburne.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Atalantain Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 73.

Poems and Ballads First Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,ls.

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10s.6d.

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d.
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

Essays and studies. Crown Svo, 123.

Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 63.

Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr.8vo,6s.
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s.

Songsof the Springtides. Cr.8vo,6s.
Studies in Song. Crown Svo, 73.

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 83.

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, 93.

ACentury of Roundels. Small 4to,8s.
A Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown Svo, 73.

Marino Fallero: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,63.
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 63.

Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 123.

Locrine : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 69.
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Symonds.—Wine, Women, and
Song: Mediasval Latin Students'

Soni^s. Now first translated into Eng-
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington
Symonds. Small »vo

,
parchment, 6s.

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours:
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
ot Consolation, and in Search of a

Wife. With the whole of Rowland-
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.

HoTTEN. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Taihe's History of English
Literature. Translated by Henry
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo,

cloth boards, 30s.—Popular Edition,
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of

Modern Writers. PostSvo , cl. limp, 2s.

Tay lor"( D rTdTE^F^LS.), Works
by. Crown Svo, cloth ex., 73. 6(i. each.

The Sagacity and Morality of
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
ColouredFrontispiece a'nci lOO Illust.

Our Common British Fossils, and
Where to Find Them : A Handbook
for Students. With^33j_Illustrations.

The Playtime Naturalist : A Book for

every Home. With about 300 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

[Preparing,

Taylor's (Tom) Historical
Dramas: " Clancarty," "Jeanne
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown/' " The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife,"
"Anne Boleyn,'' " Plot and Passion.''

One Vol., cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1.

*^* The Plays may also be had sepa-

rately, at Is. each.

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra-
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec-
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of

Sketches by William Makepeace
Thackeray, depicting Humorous
Incidents in his School-life, and
Favourite Characters in the books of

his every-day reading'. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

Cresslda. |
Proud Malsle.

The Vio lin-Player.

Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life:

A Novel. By W. Mov Thomas. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomson's Seasons and Castle
of Indolence. With a Biographical
and Crit cal Introduction by Allan
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by
Haunted London. Edited by Ed-
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus-

trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1.

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his

Friends and fellow Academicians.
With numerous Illusts. in Colours,

facsimiled from Turner's Original

Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Old Stories Re-told. Post Svo, cloth

limp, 2s. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 28.

Timbs (John), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
The History of Clubs and Club Life

In London. With Anecdotes of its

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,

and Taverns. With many Illusts.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
The Way We Live Now.
Kept in the Dark.
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.

|
American Senatoi*

Trol lope( Frances E.), Novels by
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each

;

post Svo. illustrated boards, 23. each.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress. ' Anne Furness.

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By
T. Adolphus Trollope. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Trowbridge.—Farneil's Folly:
A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Turgenleff. — Stories from
Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turgb-
nieff, and others. Cr. Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
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Tytlep (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis-

tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.

Fraskr-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, clotli extra,

36. Cd.
;
post 8vo, illust. boards, 23.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each
;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.

Saint Mungo's City.

Beauty and the Beast.
Noblesse Oblige.

Lady Bell.

CItoyenne Jacqueline.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

The Huguenot Family. With Illusts.

Buried Diamonds.

Disappeared : A Romance. Post Svo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Van Laun.— History of French
Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three
Vols., demy Svo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.

Villari.— A Double Bond: A
Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap.
Svo, picture cover, Is.

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by

:

The County Families of the United
Kingdom. Containing Notices of

the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa-
tion, &c., of more than 12000, dis-

tinguished Heads of Families, their

Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the

Ofi&ces they hold or have held, their

Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,

&c. Twenty-seventh Annual Edi-

tion, for 1888, cloth gilt, 50s.

The Shilling Peerage (1888). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the

House of Lords, Dates of Creation,

Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,

Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is.

The Shilling Baronetage (1888).

Containing an Alphabetical List of

,
the Baronets of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth, Is.

The Shilling Knightage (1888). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the

Knights of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates of

Creation, Addresses,&c. 32mo,cl.,lS.

The Shilling House of Commons
(1-883). Containing a List of all the

Members of Parliament, their Town
and Country Addresses, &c. New
Edition, embodying the results of

the recent General Election. 32mo,
dotb, Is,

Walford's (Edw.) Works, continued—

The Complete Peerage, Baronet-
age, Knightage, and House of

Commons (18881 In One Volume,
royal 32nio, cloth extra, gilt edges 5s.

Haunted London. By Walter
Thoknbury. Edited by Edward
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations

by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Walton andCotton'sCompIete
Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's
Recreation; being a Discourse of

Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,

written by Izaak Walton ; and In-

structions how to Angle for a Trout or

Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles
Cotton. With Original .Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large
crown Svo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

Walt Whitman, Poems by.
Selected and edited, with an Intro-

duction, by William M. Rossetti. A
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Por-

trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand-
made paper and bound in b uckram, 63.

Wanderer'sTibrary, the:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d each.

Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life

among the Ostrich-Hunters. By
Julius Behrbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Afrca, and
America. By Frederick Boyle.

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle.
Merrie England in the Olden Time.
By George Daniel. With Illustra-

tions by Robt. Cruikshank.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By Thomas Frost.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
Thomas Frost.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

I

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. By

I James Greenwood.
1 The Wilds of London. By James

j

Greenwood.
!

Tunis: The Land and the People.

iBy
the Chevalier de Hesse-War-

TEGG. With 22 Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.

Edited by Charles Hindley.
The World Behind the Scenes. By
Percy Fitzgerald.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings:
Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Ta-
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts.

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad-
ventures of Arteraus Ward. By E. P,
HiNQSxoH. With a Frontispiece.
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued—
The Story of the London Parks
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts.

London Characters. By Henry May-
hew. Illustrated.

Seven Generations of Executioners:
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson.

Summer Cruising In the South
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard,
Illustrated by Walli s Mackay.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour-
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner,
Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Warrants, Sec. :—
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals,
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ-
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza-
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
ot the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5s.

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List
of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price 6s.

Wayfarer, The: Journal of the
Society of Cyclists, Published at short
intervals. Price Is. The Numbers for
October, 1886, January, May, and
October, 1887, and February, 18S8,
are now ready.

Weather^ How to ForetelTthe^
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met.
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d,

Westropp.—HandboolTof Pot-
tery and Porcelain; or. History of
those Arts from the Earliest Period.
By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu-
merous Illustrations, and a List of
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d,

Whist. — How to Play Solo
Whist: Its Method and Principles
Explained, and its Practice Demon-
strated. With Illustrative Specimen
Hands in red and black, and a Revised
and Augmented Code of Laws. By
Abraham S. WiLKS.and Charles F.
Pardon. Crown 8vo, cloth exte«.3s. 6d,

Whistler's (Mr.) "Ten o'clock."
Uniform with his " Whistler v. Ruskin:
Art and Art Critics. " Cr.8vo,ls. [Shortly.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.),
Works by:

Science Notes. See the Gentleman's
Magazine. Is. Monthly.

Science in Short Chapters. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of Darwinian and Allied
Theories of Development. 3rd ed.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,with 259 Illusts., 7s. 6d,

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
book. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio-
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre-
face. Cr. Svo, cl.ex., with Illusts., 63,

Studies in Life and Sense. With
numerous Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 6s.

Common Accidents, and How to
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil-
son and others. With numerous II-
lusts. Cr. Svo^ Is. ; cl. limp. Is. 6d,

Winter (J. S.), StoT-ieT by •

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Cavalry Life.

Regimental Legends.

Women of the Day : A Biogra-
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem-
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Woodi^Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Wood. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Wood (H. F.)_The Passenger
from Scotland Yard: A Detective
Story. By H. F. Wood. Crowa Svo,
cloth extra, 6s .

Words, Facts, and PhrasesT
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and cheaper issue.

_C£.Jvo^l. ex., 7s. 6d. ; half-bound, 93?
Wright (Thomas), Works by:

"

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
Caricature History of the Georges
(The House of Hanover.) With 400'
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad-
sides, Window Pictures, &c.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque In Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated by F.W. Fairholt.F.S.aI

Yates (Edmund), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Castaway.

| Tne Forlorn Hope-
Land at Last.
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NEW
King OP Knave ? By R. E. Francillon.

3 Vols., crown 8vo.

The Lindsays: A Romance of Scottish

Lift. By John K. Leys. Three Vols.

In Exchange for a Soul. By Mary
LiNSKiLL, Author of "The Haven
under the Hill," &c. 3 Vols., or. 8vo.

Radna; or, The Great Conspiracy of
1881. By the Princess Olga, Crown
Svo, cloth e.xtra, 6s.

Old Blazer's Hero. By D. Christie
Murray. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.

Pine and Palm. By Moncure D. Con-
way. 2 Vols., crown Svo.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
ByH.F. Wood. Crown Svo, cloth, 68.

NOVELS.
One Traveller Returns. ByD.CHRisTiB
Murray and Henry Herman. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Seth's Brother'sWife ByHAROLDpRED-
ERIC. 2 Vols., crown 8vo.

Every Inch a Soldier. By M. J,
CoLQUHOUN. Three Vols., crown Svo.

Herr Paulus. By Walter Besant.
Three Vols., crown Svo.

The Devil's Die. By Grant Allen.
Three Vols., crown Svo.

The Mystery of Mirbridge. By James
Payn. Three Vols., crown Svo. [May.

Eve : A Romance, By the Author of

"John Herring." Two Vols. [Ju7ie.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated,

crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

BY GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia.

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN
HERRING."

Red Spider.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
This Son of Vulcan,
With Harp and Crown
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia's Arbour
The Monks of Thelema.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet,

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack.
Children of Gibeon.
The World Went Very Well Then.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Shadow of the Sword.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water. | The New Abelard.
Matt.

I
Foxglove Manor.

The Master of the Mine.
The Heir of LInne.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.
A Son of Hagar.

| The Deemster.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Evei*

|
Juliet's Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Fage.|Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy,
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the
Lady.

TheTwo Destinies
Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
"

I Say No."
Little Novels.
The Evil Genius.

Antonlna.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman in White
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. ?

New Magdalen.
BY BUTTON COOK.

Paul Foster's Daughtei?
BY WILLIAM CYPLES.

Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT,
Our Lady of Tears.
Circe's Lovers.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS
Felicia.

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.

BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Fatal Zero.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Queen Cophetua.
One by One.
A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray.
What will the World Say P

In Honour Bound.
Queen of the Meadow.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Loving a Dream.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saroni's Wife
Dust.
Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.

BY SIR A. HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.
That other Person.

By JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Number Seventeen.

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Learn Dundaa.
The World Well Lost.

'Jnder whicli Lord ?

The Rebel of the Family.
" My Love !"

lone.
Paston Carew.

BY HENRY \V. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

BY JUSTIN McCarthy.
The Watcrdale Neighbours.
A Fair Saxon.
Dear Lady Disdain.

Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
Camiola.

BY MRS. MACDONELU
Quaker Cousins.

Piccadilly Novels, csntinuei—
BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Open ! Sesame ! | Written In Fire,

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Life's Atonement, j

Coals of Fire.

Joseph's Coat. Val Strange.
A Model Father. I

Hearts.
By the Gate of the Sea
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.

BY MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing-

berd.
Walter's Word.
Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
A Confidential
Agent.

From Exile.

A Grape from a
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Some Private
Views.

The Canon's
Ward.

Talk of the Town.
Glow-worm Tales.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentlna. |

The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

BY CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash.
Peg Wofflngton.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play.

, The Double Marriage.
I Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
I The Cloister and the Hearth.
I The Course of True Love.

[

The Autobiography of a Thief.

]
Put Yourself In His Place.

A Terrible Temptation,
t The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton.
j
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana.

I
Singleheart and Doubleface.

i

The Jilt.

]
Good Stories of Men and other
Animals.

j

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
; Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's GardenPapty.

1
Weird Stories.

i
BY F. W. ROBINSON.

Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
Guy Waterman.
Two Dreamers.
The Lion In the Path.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage.
The High iVlllls. | Sebastian.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyka

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Malsle. |

Crosslda.

The Violin-Player.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
Frau Frohmann. |

Marion Fay.

Kept in the Dark.
Mr. Scaroorough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.

Anne Furness.

Mabel's Progress.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY SARAH TYTLER
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Beast.
Noblesse Oblige.
Citoyenne Jacqueline.
The Huguenot Family,
Lady Bell.

Buried Diamonds.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post 8vo, illustrated

BY EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

BY HAMILTON AIDE.

Carr of Carriyon. 1 Confldencea

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

Valerie's Fate.

BY GRANT ALLEN.
Strange Stories.
Philistia.
Babylon.
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hana<

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.

Ready-Money Mortiboy.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan. |

My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.

The Golden Butterfly.

By Cella's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All In a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.
Children of GIbeon

boards, 2s. each.

BY FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes, j Savage Life.

Chronicles of No-man's Land.

BY BRET HARTE.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy.

|
Flip.

Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
of The Martyrdom

of Madeline.
Annan Water.
The New Abelard.
Matt.

The Shadow
the Sword.

AChild of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine.

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.
A Son of Hagar.
BY COMMANDER CAMERON.

The Cruise of the " Black Prince."

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON
Deceivers Ever. [Juliet's Guardian.

BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonlna.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.

Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman In White.
The Moonstona.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

WiLKiE Collins, contiimed.

Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. ?

New Magdalen.
Tlie Frozen Deep.
Law and tine Lady.
TlneTwo Destinies

Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel 'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
"

I Say No."
The Evil Genius.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to
Transmigration. |

Midnight.

A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty. |

Frances.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY BUTTON COOK.
Leo. I

Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smol<y
Mountains.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLS.
A Castle In Spain.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. |

Circe's Lovers.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.
Sl<etches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby

BY MRS. ANNIE EDIVARDES.
A Point of Honour.

I
Archie Lovell.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia. I

Kitty.

By EDWARD ECGLESTON.
Roxy.

BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. |

Never Forgotten.

The Second Mrs. i illotson

Polly.
Seventyflve Brooke Street.

The Lady of Brantome.
Fatal Zero.

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia. I

Queen Cophetua.
One by One. I

A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY MAIN FRISWELL.
One of Two.

BY EDWARD GARRETT,
The Capel Girls.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—
BY CHARLES GIBBON.

The Flower of the
Forest.

Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
Mead and Streanx
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.

Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the
World Say P

In Honour Bound.
In Love and War.
For the King.
In PasturesGreen
Queen of the Mea-
dow.

A Heart's Problem !

BY WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke.

BY JAMES GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.

BY JOHN HABBERTON.
Brueton's Bayou. |

Country Luck.

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY
Every-Day Papers.

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY J. BERWICK HARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl.

B7 JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma
ElliceQuentin. | Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Fortune's Fool. I Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna. | Love—or a Name.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. CASHED HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER,
The House of Raby.

BY TIGHE HOPKINS.
'Twixt Love and Duty.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket
SelfCondemned.
That other Person.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY,
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY MARK KERSHAW,
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

BY R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game.

^

"The Wearing of the Green."
BY HENRY KINGSLEY.

Oakshott Castle.
BY E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundaa.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

E. Lynn Linton, continued—

The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord P

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
"My Love." | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY,
Gideon Fleyce.

BY JUSTIN McCarthy.
Dear LadyDisdaIn MissMlsanth^'ope
The Waterdale Donna Quixote.
Neighbours. The Comet of a

My Enemy's Season.
Daughter. Maid of Athens.

A Fair Saxon. Camiola.
LInley Rochford.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.'
BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.

The Evil Eye.
| Lost Rose.

BY W. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open! Sesame. I Fighting the Air.
A Harvest of V/ild Written in Fire.
Oats.

I

BY J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS.

A Secret of the Sea.
BY JEAN MWDLEMASS.

Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorilllon.
BY MRS. MOLESWORTH.

Hathercourt Rectory.
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.

ALIfe'sAtonement Hearts.
Way of the World.
A Bit of Human
Naturs.

First Person Sin-
gular.

Cynic Fortune.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By theGateof the
Sea.

Val Strange.
BY ALICE O'HANLUN.

The Unforeseen.
BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies.
The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY.
Phoebe's Fortunes.

BY QUIDA.
Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalla.

Cecil Castle-
maine's Gago.

Tricotrin.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarcl.
Signa. [ine.

Princess Naprax-

TwoLittleWooden
Shoes.

hi a V/inter City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Pipistrello.
A Villago Com-
mune.

Bimbi.
Wanda.
Frescoes.
In Maremma.
Othmar.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Like Father, Like
Son.

Marine Residence.
Married Beneath
Him.

Mirk Abbey. [Won.
Not Wooed, but
Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Spirits.
Carlyon's Year.
A Confidential
Agent.

Some Private
Views.

From Exile.

A Grape from a
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Kit: A .Memory.
The Canon's Ward
Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.

Lost Sir Massing
berd.

A Perfect Trea-
sure.

Bentinck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Ven-
geance.

Cecil's Tryst.
Clyffards of ClyfTe
The Family Scape-

grace.
Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Bast of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her
Humorous Stories
Gv/endoline's Har-

vest.
£200 Reward.

BY C.L. PIRKIS.
Lady Lovelace.

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.

| The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
Gerald.

BY CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash.

|
Peg Wofflngton.

Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton.

J

A Woman-Hater.
Readiana.

| The Jilt.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other*
Animals.
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.

Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories. | Fairy Water.
The Uninhabited House.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks.

Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholars.
BY W. CLARK RUSSELL.

Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A Levantine Family.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.

Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
Two Dreamers.
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.

The High Mills.

Heart Salvage. 1 Sebastian.
BY GEORGE R. ShMS.

Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.

Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
BY ARTHUR SKETCHLE7.

A Match in the Dark.
BY T. W. SPEIGHT.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

The Golden Hoop.
BY R. A. STERNDALE.

The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights. | PrinceOtto.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Cressida. |

Proud Malsle.

The Violin Player.
BY W. HOY THOMAS.

A Fight for Life.

By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.
BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The Way We Live Now.
The American Senatof.
Frau Frohmann.

\

Marion Fay.
\

Kept In the Dark. '

Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.
By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness. I

Mabel's Progress.
BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE.

Farnell's Folly.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, S-c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^
BY MARK TWAIN.

Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent

of Europe.
The Stolen White Elephant.
Huckleberry Finn.

Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.
BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.

Mistress Judith
BY SARAH TYTLER.

What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.

Beauty and the Beast.
Lady Bell. | Noblesse Oblige.
Citoyenne Jacquiline.
Disappeared.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends.

BY LADY WOOD.
Sabina.

BY EDMUND YATES.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hops.
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Jeff Briggs'a Love Story. By Bret
Harte.

The Tivins of Table Mountain. By
Bret Harte.

A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald.
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By
Julian Hawthorne.

A Romance of the Queen's Hounds-
By Charles James.

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of " Tiiat Lass o' Lowrie's."

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of
" That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the

Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Trooping with Crows. ByC.L. Pirkis

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard
Graham.

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari.

Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon.
The Garden that Paid the Rent
By Tom Jerrcld.

Curly. By John Coleman. Illus-

trated by J. C. DOLLMAN.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps.
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phelps.
Burgjars In Paradise. ByE.S. Phelps.
Jack the Fisherman. ByE.S. Phelps.
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. By
Justin H. McCarthy, M.P.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
Justin H McCarthy, M.P.

A Barren Title. Byl. W. Speioht.
Wife or No Wife ? By T. W. Speisht.

The Silverado Squatters. By R.

Louis Stevenson.

J, OGDEN AND CO. LIMITED, PRINTERS, GREAT SAFFRON HILL, E.G.










